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VOLUME te THIRD. 


CONTAINING, 


The Chronicle Hiftory of Heway Tas FT 1608 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 
of LancasTzr and YoRKz, in Two Parts 
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CHRONICLE HISTORY 


Oo F 
HE NR V the Fifi. 


: With his BATTELL fought at 


AciN CouRT in FRANCE. 


Together with 
ANGIENT: PIT OLLI. 


As it hath bene ſundry Times playd 
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This Play was writ (as appears from a Paſ- 
ſage in the Chorus to the Fifth Act) at the 
Time of the Earl of Efex's commanding the 
Forces in Jre/and, in the Reign of Queen Eli. 
zabeth; and not till after Henry the Sixth had 
been play'd; as may be ſeen by the Conclu- 
ſion of the Plav. Mr. Popp. 
The Firſt Scene was added fince the Edition of 
1608, which is much ſhort of the preſent Edi- 
tions, wherein the Speeches are generally en- 
larged and raiſed : ſeveral whole Scenes beſides, 


and all the Chorus's alſo were fince added by 4 
Shakeſpeer, Ibid. 

There was no perfect Edition of this Play printed 
before that in the Firſt Folio. 
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The Chronicle Hiſtorie 
o F 
HENRY the Fier: 


1 


His Battell fought at Agin Court in France. 
Togither with 


ANCISNT-PFS TOL. 


Enter king Henry, Exeter, two Biſhops, Clarence, and other 
Attendants. 


Exeter. 


HALL TI call in th' ambaſſadors my liege 
King. Not yet my couſin, till we be reſolu'd 

Of ſome ſerious matters touching vs and France. 
Byſh. God and his angels guard your facred throne. 

And make you long become it. 
King. Sure we thanke you: and good my lord proceed 

Why the law Salzque which they haue in France, 

Ir ſhould or ſhould nor ſtop in vs our claime : 

And God forbid my wiſe and learncd lord, 

That you ſhovld faſhion, frame, or wreſt the ſame. 

For God doth know how many now in health, 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 

Of what your reaerence ſhall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawne our perſon, 
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How you awake the ſleeping ſword of warre: 
We charge you in the name of God take heede. 


After this coniuration, ſpeake my lord: 
And we will judge, note, and beleeue in heart, 


That what you ſpeake, is waſht as pure 
As ſin in baptiſme. 


Biſb. Then here me gracious benigne and you peeres, P 


Which owe your lives, your taith, and ſeruices 
To this imperiall throne : 


There is no bar to ſtay your highneſſe claime to France, 


But one; which they produce from Faramecunt : 
No female ſhall ſucceed in Saligus land; 

Which Salique land, the French vniuſtly gloze 
To be the realme of France, 


And Faramount the founder of this law and female barre. 


Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme, 
That the land Salique ives in Germeny, 
Betweene the floods of Sabeck and of Elme, 
Where Charles the fift hauing ſubaude the Sau 
There left bekinde, and ſetled certainc French, 
Who hoiding in diſdaine the Germane women, 
For ſome diſhoneſt manners of their liues, 
Eitabliſht there this law. To wit, 
No female ſhall ſuccced in Salique land: 
Which Saliue land (as J haue ſayd before) 
Is at this time in Cermany, call'd Maſenc. 
Thus doth it well appeare, the Saligue Jaw 
Was not deviſed for the realme of France. 
Nor did the French poſſeſſe the Salique land, 
Vnrill foure hundred one and twenty yearc* 
After the function of king Faramount, 
| Godly ſuppoſd the founder of this law, 
Hugh Capet allo that vſurpt the crowne, 
0 fine his title with ſome ſhew of truth, 


F 6 % 5 * Þ - g . 
e „ ; : C 
„ "4 e Lp e þ SY 1 e * . EY WA: "q > <4, 2 o 
. . = , * E - : © 1 1 4 1 1 4 i EF 1 "I : "_w— WP es y J ” K N * 
- a * 2 5 _— 44 d #. 4 * 


r 


c * | 
1M N N 5 —& 5. 3 r Loa. NS * &F Eo. w 8 *s 7 hb, 
. ² AA n 


When 


N «K 0 - E, * 
* 3 . 2 N 1 * 
* Ee mas © SE 2. 
WOE WIA <> r 


* P 
«> "be at 
5 — 9 


en 


\ - — = 
1 & F.. 3 Ve. 12 1 N L 
OY oe ERS 
E Ls * . * 


R 


4 * 8 FRY * 
= Po DEL r WS: ks 45, 34+ Sov bt 1 We Fay © 7 „ * 8 . un 


2 k * 
* 4 * 4 d 
$& 8 _ 4 > Ext gt $ * e LP 3 r 
F * bs. e 4 n 2 


* x 4 Ty | L | <> + Is 1 r x * Naar 1 > $24; 
8 A 3 a * 7 r 
ts STS * r * * 


3 
RN 
% 


or HENZY TRE viFT. 


When in pure truth jt was corrupt and nought : 
Conuey'd himſelfe as heire to the lady Inger, 
Daughter to Charles the foreſayd duke of Lorain, 
So that as cleere as is the ſummers ſun, 

King Pipins title, and Hugh Capers claime, 

King Charles his ſatisfaction, all appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbeit they would hold vp this Sa/igue law 

To barre your highneſle claiming from the female, 
And rather chooſe to hide them in a net, 
hen amply to embrace their crooked cauſcs, 
Vſurpt from you and your progenitors. 

- 5 we with right aud conſcience make this claim? 


The ſin 95 my head dread ſoneraigne : 
For in the booke of Numbers it is writ, 


When the ſonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Deſcend vato the daughter, 
Noble lord, ſtand for your owne, 
Ya winde your bloody flagge, 

o my dread lord to your great grandſires graue, 
er whom pu claime : 
And your great vnckle Zdward the blacke prince, 
Who on the French ground played a tragedy 
Making defeate on the full power of France, 
Whilſt his moſt mighty father on a hill, 
Stood ſmiling to behold his lyons whelpe, 
Foraging the blood of French nobility. 
J noble Englißb, that could entertaine 
With balfe their forces the full power of France: 
And let another halfe ſtand laughing by, 
Al] out of worke, and colde for action. 


Hing. We muſt not onely arme vs gainſt the French, 
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But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 


Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages. 
Bi. 'The marches gracious ſoueraigne, ſhal be ſufficient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 
King. We do not meane the courſing ſneakers onely, 
But feare the maine entendment of the Scot : 
For yon ſhall read, neuer my great grandfather 
Vnmaſkt his power for France, 
Bat that the Scot on his vnfuraiſht kingdome, 
Came pouring like the tide into a breach, 
That England being empty of defences, 
Hath ſhooke and trembled at the brute heereof, 


Biſb, She hath bin then more fear'd then hurt my lord: 


For heare her but examplified by herſelfe, 

When all her chiualry hath bene in France, 

And ſhe a mourning widdow of her nobles, 

She hath her ſelfe not onely well defended, 

But taken and impounded (as a ſtray) the king of Scattes, 

Whom like a caytific ſhe did leade to France, 

Filling your chronicles as rich with praiſe, 

As is the owſe and bottome of the {ea, 

With ſunken wracke, and ſhipleſſe treaſurie. 
Lord. There is a ſaying very old and true, 

If you will France win, 

Then with Scotland Brit begin: 

For once the eagle England being in pray, 

To his vnfurniſht neſt the weazle $97 

Wonld ſucke her egges, 

Playing the mouſe in abſence of the cat, 

To ſpoyle and hauocke more then ſhe can eat. 
Exe. It followes then, the cat muſt flay at home, 

Yet that is but a curſt neceſlity, 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty thecues 

Whilſt that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 


The aduiſcd head controlles at home : 


For 
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For gouerument though high or low, being put in parts, 
Congrueth with a mutual! conſent like muſicke. 
Biſh. True, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diners functions: 
Whereto is added as an ayme or but, obedience : 
For ſo line the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordaine an act of order to a peopled kingdome. 
They haue a king, and officers of ſort ; 
Where ſome like magiſtrates correct at home: 
Others, like merchants venture trade abroad : 
Others, like ſoldiours armed in their ſtings, 
Make boot vpon the ſommers veluet bud: 
Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royall of their emperor ; 
Who buſted in his majeſty, behold 
The ſinging maſons building rootes of gold, 
The cimll citizens ladiug vp the hony, 
The ſad-ey'd inſtice with his ſurly humme, 
Detinering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone, 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once à foote, 
May all end in one moment. 
As many arrowes loſed ſeuerall wayes, fly to one marke: 
As many ſeuerall wayes meete in one towne : 
As many freih ſtreames run into one ſelfe- ſea: 


As many lines cloſe in rhe diall center: 


So may a thouſand actions once a foote, 
Fud ia one moment, and be all well born without delect. 
Therefore my liege to France, 
Divide your happy England into foure, 
Of which take you one quarter into Frunce, 
And you withall, ſhall make all Gallia ſlucke. 
{ we With thrice that power left at home, 
Cannot defend our one doore from the dogge, 
Let vs be beaten, and from' henceforth loſe 
The name of policy and hardineſle. 
A4 Kin. 
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Kin. Call in the meſſenger ſent from the Dolphin, 
And by your ayde, the noble ſinnewes of our land 
France being ours, weel bring it to our awe, 
Or breake it all in peeces: 

Either our chonicles ſhall with fall month ſpeake 
Freely of our acts, or elſe like tongueleſſe mutes, 


Not worſhipt with a paper epitaph : 


Enter the Ambaſſadors from France. 


Now are we well prepard to know the Do{þhins pleaſure 
For we heare your comming is from him, 

Ambaſ. Pleaſeth your majeſty to give vs Ieaue 
Freely to render what we haue in charge, 

Or ſhall I ſparingly ſncw a farre off, 
The Dolþtins pleaſure, and our embaſſage ? 

King. We are no tyrant, but a chriſtian king, 
To whom our ſpirit is as ſubiect, 

As are our wretches fettered in our priſons. 
Therefore freely, and with vncurbed boldneſſe 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaſ. Then this in fine the Delphin faith, 
Whereas you cjaime certaine townes in France, 
From your predeceſſor king Edward the third, 
This he returues : 

He faith, there's nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble palliard wonne, 

You cannot reuel! into dukedomes there: 

Therefore he fendeth meeter for your ſtudie 

This tun of treaſnre : and in lieu of this, 

Deſires to let the dukedomes that you crane 

Heare no more from you. This the Dolphl in faith. 
King. What trealure vnckle ? 
Exc, Tennis balles my liege. 
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King. Wee are glad the Dalþhin is ſo pleaſant with vs, 
Your meſſage, and his preſent we accept. 
When we have matcht our rackets to theſe balles, 
We wil by Gods grace play him ſuch a ſet, 
Shal ſtrike his fathers crowne into the hazard. 
Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France ſhal be diſturbd with chaſes, 
= and we vnderitand him well, how he comes ore vs 
Ke With our wilder daies, 
T Not meaſuring what vie we made of them. 
We ncuer valew'd this poore ſeat of England, 
And therefore gaue our ſelues to barbarous licenſe, 
5 3 As tis common ſcene, 
| That men are merrieſt when they are from home. 
But tell the Dolphin we will keepe our ate, 
Be like a king, mighty, and command, 
When we do rowie vs in the throne of France, 
For this we haue layd by our maieſty, 
And plodded like a man for working dayes. 
But we will riſe therewith ſo full of glory, 
That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 
{ ſtrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on us. 
And tell him this, 
His mocke hath turn'd his balles to gun-ſtones, 
And his {oule ſhail ſit fore charged, for the waſlſu!! I 
Vengeance that ſhall flye trom them, | | | | 
For this his mocke, 
Shall mocke many « wife out of their deare huſbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonncs, mocke caſtles dowa. 
!, ſome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 
hat ſhall haue cauſe to curſe the Delßbbins ſcorne. _ 
But this lies all within the will of God, | 


to whom we do appealc : and in whole name, 


RR 
£ 


mM you the Dolphin we are comming on, 


ng. 


N e ls F d c . 1 228 2 8 
o * 8 * * f + Ps WF N N wt . 3 _ » 4 <@., * * * 
. : F 1 . OE 1 . 3 N 
. JJ ET TT 2 ek ** U N N 
* n . n Sa SS” „ dt  Þ $3. 6 - 2 a 7 . 
. c 


U 2 
K af * 
3 77 4 * * 7 Fw | Ws 7 bad \ : 
x 7 4 1 4 4 \ J Y wy R 3. 7 l - 1 * * 
1 4. F . - E I l : Ed 
2 oi 
- i F 


Tas CuRoxiciE HistTory 


To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right cauſe: fo get you hence, and tell your prince, 
His teſt will ſauour but of ſhallow wit, 
When thouſands weepe more then did laugh at it. 
Conuey them with ſafe conduct; ſee them hence. 
Exe, This was a merry mt 
King. We hope to make the ſender bluſh at | 
Thertore let our collection for the wars be ſoon prouided 
For God before, weel check the Dolphin at his fathers | 
| Doore : therefore let every man now taſke his thought, 


That this faire action may on foote be brought. 
Exeunt omnes, 
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Enter Nim and Bardolfe. 


Bar. Good morrow corporall Vim. 
Nim. Good morrow licutenant Bardsl/2. 
Bar. What, is ancient Pi! and thee friends yet? 
Nim. I cannot tell, things muſt be as they may: 
I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine iron, 
Tis a ſimple one, but what tho; twil ſerve to toſte cheeſe, | 
And it will endure cold as another mans ſword will, 
And theres the humour of it. 
ar. Ifaith miſtreſſe Quickly did thee great wrong, 
For thou wert troth-plight to her. 
Mm. I muſt do as I may, tho patience be a tired mare, 
Yet ſheet plod, and ſome ſay knives have edges, 
And men may ſleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there's the humor of jt. 
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| | Bar. Come ifaith, Ile beſtow a breakfaſt to make P/toi/ 
| and thee friends. What a plague ſhould we carry kaives to N 
cut our owns throates. ; 
Nim. Ifaith Ile liue as Jong as I may, that's the certaine qt 5 
it. And when I cannot liue any longer, Ile do as I may, 4 
And there's my reſt, and the randeuous of it. W 
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of HryRY THE FirT, 


Enter Piſtoll, and heftes Quickly his wife, 


Bay. Good morrow ancient P:/toll. 

Heere comes ancient Piſloll, I prethee Nim be quict. 

Mm. How do you my hoſt ? 

Pit. Baſe ſlaue, calleſt thou me Hoſt ? 

Now by gads lugges I {weare, I fcorne the title, 
Nor ſhall my Vell keepe lodging. 

Hot. No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a ſcore gentlewomen 
That live honeſtly by the pricke of their needle, 

But it is thought ſtraight we keepe 2 bawdy-houſe, 
Lord, heere's corporall Nm, now ſhail 

We have wilfull adulter; and murther committed? 
Good corporall Nim ſhew the valour of a man, 

And put vp your {word, 

um. Puſh. 

Pift. What, doit thou puſh, thov prickeard cur of {{ela17. 

Mm. Will you ſhop off ? TI would haue you folus. 

Pift. Solus, egregious dog, that ſolus in thy throate, 
and in thy lungs, and which is worſe, within 
Thy mesfull mouth, I do retort that ſolus 
in thy bowels, and in thy iaw perdie ; for I can talke, 
and Piftols flaſhing fiery cocke is vp. 

Mm. I am not Barbaſam, you cannot conture me; 
haue an humor Piſtcli to knocke you indifierently well. 
And you fall foule with me Pl, 
lle ſcoure you with my rapier in faire tearmes, 

F you will walke off a Ittle, 
lie pricke your guts a little in good termes, 
And there's the humor of it. 

Pit. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight, 
The graue doth gape, aud groaning death is neere, 
Therefore exall. They draw. 

Bar. 
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Bay, Heare me, he that ſtrikes the firſt blow, 
He kill him, as I am a ſauldier. 

Piſt. An oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate. 

Nim. Ille cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes: and there's the humor of it. 

Pojt. Couple gorge is the word, I thee defie agen; 
A damned hound, thinkſt thou my ſpouſe to get 
No, to the powdering tub of infamy, 

Fetch foorth the lazar Kite of Creſides kinde, 

Doll Tear-ſheete, ſhe by name, and her eſpowſe 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly, 
For the onely ſhe and paco, there it is enough. 


Enter the Boy, 


Boy. Hoſtes, you muſt come ſtraight to my maſter, 
Aud you hoſt Piftoll. 
Good bard»!/e put thy noſe betweene the ſheetes, 
And do the office of a warming pan. 


Hot. By my troth hee'l yeeld the crow a pudding one c 


theſe dayes. 
Ile go to him, hufband you't come? 
Bar. Come Piſtoll be friends. 
Nim, prethee be friends, and if thou wilt not, 
Be enemies with me too. 


i. I ſhal haue my eight ſhillings I won of you at betting. 


Pit. Baſe is the ſlaue that payes. 


Ni. That now I will have, and there's the humor of it. 
Piſt. As manhood ſhall compound. They draw. 


Bar. He that ſtrikes the firſt blow, 
Ile kill him by this ſword. 


Pi. Sword is an oath, and oathes muſt haue their courſe. 
Nim. I ſhall haue my eight ſhillings I wonne of you a! 
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Piſi. A noble ſhalt thou haue, and ready pay, 
And liquor likewiſe will J give to thee, 
And friendſhip ſha!l combinde vut brotherhood, 
Ile line by Vm, as Vim ſhall live by me: 
I not this iuſt? for I ſhall ſutler be 
Vnto the campe, and profit will occrue. 

Vim. I ſhall haue my noble? 

Pit. In caſh moſt truely paid, 

Vm. Why theres the humor of it. 


Enter Hoſtes. 


Hoſtes. As ever you came of men come in, 
Sir John, poore fonle is fo troubled 
With a burning taſhan contigian feuer, tis wonderfull. 
Pi?. Let vs condole the kuight; for lamkins we wil iue. 


E xctunt omnes. 


Futer Exeter and Gloſter, 


2 Before God my lord, his 2 is too bold to truſt 
cle traytors, 
Ze. They ſhall be 1 by and by. 
Siet. I but the man that was bis bedfellow, 
Whom he hath cloyed and graced with princely ſauors, 


it he could for a forreigne purſe, to ſell 
{1': ſoucraignes lite to death and trechery. 


xe. O the lord of Masſbanm. 


Enter the King and three Lords. 


inp. Now firs, the winde is faire, and we will aboord ; 


lord of Cambridge, and niy lord of Magſbam, 
And you my gentle knight, giue me your thoughts, 
Do you not thinke the power we beare with vs, 
i make vs conquerors in the field of France? 


Masſham. 
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Masſham, No doubt my liege, if each man do his beſt. 
Cam. Neuer was monarch better feared and loued then is 
your maieſty. 
Grey. Enen thoſe that were your fathers enemies 
Hane ſteeped their gals in hony for your fake. 
King, We therefore haue great canſe of thankfulneſſe, 
And ſhall forget the office of our hands ; 
According to their cauſe and worthineſſe. 
Maſ. So ſeruice ſhall with ſteeled ſinewes ſhine, 
And labour ſhall refreſh it ſelfe with hope 
To do your grace inceſſant ſeruice. 
King. Vnckle of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yeſterday, that raild againſt our perſon, 
We conſider it was the heate of wine that ſet him on, 
And on his more aduice we pardon him. 


Maſ. That is mercy but too much ſecurity; | 4 
Let him be puniſht ſoucraigne, : *g 
Leaſt the example of him, breed more of ſuch a kinde. 3 


King. O let vs yet be mercifull. 
Cam. So may your highneſſe, and puniſh too. 
Grey. You ſhew great mercy if you giue him lite, 
After the taſte of his correction. 
King. Alaſſe, your too much care and love of me, 
Are heany oriſons agaiaſt the poore wretch, 
If little fanlts proceeding on diſtemper, 
Should not be winked at, | 
How could we ſtretch our eye, when capitall crimes, - 
Chewed, ſwallowed, and digeſted, appeare before vs; 5 
Well yet enlarge the man, tho Cambridge and the reſt 
In their deare loues, and tender preſer uation of our ſtate, 
Would haue him puniſht. 
Now to our French cauſes. 
Who are the Jate commiſſioners ? 
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Cam. Me one my lord, 
Your highneſſe bad me aſke for it to day. 
Maſ. So did you me my ſoueraigne. 
Grey. And me my lord, 
King. Then Richard earle of Cambridge, there is yours. 
There is yours, my lord of Majtam : 
And fir Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland, 
J his fame is yours; 
Reade them, and know we know your worthinefle. 
Vnckle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 
Why how now gentlemen, why change you colour? 
What ſee you in thoſe papers, 
That hath fo chaſed your blood out of apparance ? 
Cam. I do confeſſe my fault, and do ſubmit me 
To your highneſle mercy. 
Mafh, To which we ali appeale. 
King. The mercy which was quit in vs but late, 
By your owne reatons is fore-{tald and done: 
You muſt not dare for ſhame to aſk» for mercy, 
For your one conſcience turne vpon your boſomes, 
As dogs vpon their maſters worrying them, 
de you my princes, and my noble peeres, 
Theſe Engliſh monſters : 
My lord of Cambridge here, 
Lou know how apt we were to grace him 
in al]! things belonging to his honor; 
And this vilde man hath for a few light crownes, 
{ightly conſpir'd and ſworne vato the practiſes of France, 
to kill vs heere in Hampton, To the which, 


r 


is Knight, no leſſe in bounty bound to vs 

Then Cambridge is, hath likewiſe {worne. 

Put oh, what ſhall I ſay to thee falſe man, 

Thou cruell, ingratefull, and inhumane creature, 

"hou that didſt beare the key of all my counſell, 

That 
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That knewſt the very ſecrets of my heart, 

That almoſt mightſt haue coyn'd me into gold; 

Wouldſt thou have practiſde on me for thy vſe ? 

Can it be poſlible that out of thee 

Should proceed one ſparke that might annoy my finger? 

Tis fo ſtrange, that tho the truth doth ſhew as groſe 

As blacke from white, mine eye will ſcarſely ſee it. 

Their faults are open, 1 

Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, * 

And God acquit them of their practiſes. : 
Exe. I arreſt thee of high treaſon, 

By the name of Richard, earle of Cambridge. 


1 arreſt thee of high treaſon, 


By the name of Henry, lord of Maſbam. 
I arreſt thee of high treaſon, 


By the name of Thomas Grey, = - 
Knight of Northumberland. ? 2 | 

Maſh. Our purpoſes God iuſtly hath Md = : 
And I repent my fault more then my death, = 
Which I beſcech your maic{ty forgiue, _ - I 7 


Although my body pay the price of it, 
King. God quit you in his mercy. 


Heare your fentence. | = : 
You haue conſpir'd againſt our royall perſon,  F 
loyned with an enemy proclaim'd and fixed. Wy -; 
And from his coffers received the golden carneſt of out deal! A 
Touching our perſon we ſecke no redreſſe, = 


But we our kingdomes ſafety muſt ſo tender, 

Whoſe ruine you haue ſought, 

That to our lawes we do deliver you. 

Get you hence, poore miſerable creatures to your death, 
The taſte whereof, God in his mercy giue you patience 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds amiſſe 
Beare them hence. Exit three Lords 
Now 


or Hx uv TAN FIST! | 
Now lords to France: the enterpriſe. whereof, ö _— 
Shall be to you as vs, {utceflinely, | | 

giace God cut off this dangerous treaſon lurking i in our way, 
Cheerly to ſea, the ſignes of war aduance ; 
No king of England, if not king of France. 


Exit omnes. 
: Enter Nim, Piſtoll, Bardolfe, Hoſter, and a boy. | 
: Hoſt. I prethee ſweet heart, 
Let me bring thee ſo farre as Stanes, 4 


Piſt. No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well, fir Jahn is gone, God be with him. 

Hoſt. 1, he is in Arthors boſome, if euer any were, 
He went away as if it were a cryſombd childe, 
Betwecene twelue and one, 
[nfl at turning of the tide 


8 His noſe was as ſhar pe as a pen; 

5 For when 1 ſaw him fumble with the ſheets, 

1 And talke of flowers, and ſmile vpon his fingers ends, 
2 | knew there was no way but one. 

= How now fir Lyn, quoth I ? 

Aud he cryed three times, God, God, God, 


Now I to comfort him, bad hits not thinke of God, 
=X / hope there was no ſuch need. l 
deen he bad me put more cloathes on his feete, 
il, ard I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ſtone, 
aud to his knees, and they were as cold as any ſtone, 
And fo vpward, and vpward, and all was as cold as ſtone. 
Mm. They ſay he cride out on facke; 
et. I that he did. 
Hoy, And of women. 
Hgſt. No that he did not. 
= Py. Yes that he did, and ſed 29 0 were + Alivels incat nate. 
, #2. ludecd carnation was a colour he neuet loued. 
Nos i Vol. III. 3 8 Nim. 
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Nim. Well, he did cry out on women. 


But then he was rumaticke, ; 
And talkt of the whore of Babilon, | 
Boy. Hoſtes, do n Hep Birks 
Vpon Bardelfes noſe, and ſed j it was a blacke loule 
Burning in hell? 
Bar. Well, God be with him, 
That was all the wealth I got in his ſervice, 
Nim. Shall we ſhog off ? 
The king will be gone from Southampton, 
Pift. Cleare vp thy criſtals, 
Looke to my chattels and my moucables; 
Truſt none; the word is pitch and pay: 


Mens words are water cakes, 


And hold faſt is the onely dog my dearc, 
Therefore cophetua be thy counſellor, 


Touch her ſoft lips and part. 
Bar, Farewell hoſtefle. _ 
Nim. I cannot kis, and theres the humor of it. 


But adieu. 


Pift. Keepe faſt thy buggle boe. Exit anni. 
Enter king of France, Bourbon, Dolphin, ad cthers. 


King. Now you lords of Orleance, 
Of Bourbon, aad of Berry, 
You ſee the king of England is not ſlackc, 
For he'is footed on this land already. 
Delphin. My gracious lord, 
Tis meete we all go foorth, 
And arme vs againſt the foe : 
And view the weake and ſickly parts of France : 
But let vs do it with no ſhew of fearc, 
No with no more, then if we heard 
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England were troubled with a morris dance. 
For my good lord, ſhe is fo idely kingd, 
Her ſcepter fo fantaſtically borne, 
So guided by a ſhallow humorous youth, 
That feare attends her not, | 
Con. O peace prince Dolphin, you deceive your ſelfe, 
Queltion your grace the late embaſſador, 
With what regard he heard his embaſſage, 
How well ſupplied with aged counſellors, 
And how his reſolution anſwer d him, 
You then would fay, that Harry was not wilde. 
King. Well, thinke we Harry ſtrong, 
And ſtrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 
Com. My Lord, heere is an ambaſſador 
From the king of England. 
Ing. Bid him come in. 
You ſee this chaſe is hotly followed, lords. 
Dal. My gracious father, cut vp this Engli/b ſhort, 
Selfe g loue my liege is not ſo vile a thing 
As ſelfe · neglecting. 


Enter Excter. 


King. From our brother of England ? 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your maieſty; 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you deueſt your ſelfe, and lay apart 
That borrowed title, which by gift of heauen, 
Of law, of nature, and of nations, longs 
To him and to his heires, namely the crowne 
Aad all wide ſtretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France, that you may know 
Tis no ſiniſter, nor no awkeward claime, 

Pickt from the wormeholes of old vaniſht daies 
Nor from the duſt of old obliuion rackt, 

He ſends you theſe moiſt memorable lines, 
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In euery branch truely demonſtrated: 
Willing you onerlooke this pedigree, 

And when you finde him evenly derined 
From his moſt famed and famous anceſtors, 
Edward the third; he bids you then reſigne 
Your crowne and kingdome, indirectly held 
From him, the native and true challenger, 

King. If not, what followes ? 

Ex. Bloody coſtraint,. for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it: ; 
Therefore in fierce tempeſt is he comming 
In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Hue, | 
That if requiring fail he will compel! it: 

And on your heads turnes he the widows teares | 
The orphants cries, the dead mens bones, i 
The pining maidens grones, 

For huſbands, fathers, and diſtreſſed loners, 
Which hall be ſwallowed in this controuerſie. 
This is his claime, his threatning, and my meſſage, | 
Voleſſe the Dolphin be in preſence heere, | 
To whom expreſly we bring greeting too. | 

Dol. For the Dolphin? ] ſtand here for him, | 
What to heare from Zngland. 

Exe. Scorn and dehance, flight regard, contem t, 
And any thing that may not miſ- become | 
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i The mighty ſender, doth he prize you at : 
al Thus faith my king. Valeſs your fathers highnes 
f Sweeten the bitter mocke you {ent his maieſty, = 
| Hee'l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it, = / 
That caues and wombly vaults of France 2 
Shall chide your treſpaſſe, and returne vour mock, 12 
Ia ſecond accent ot his ordenance. = 
| Dol. Say that my father render faire reply, 8H 
| It is againſt my will: E 7 


For I defire nothing ſo much, 
As oddes with England. 
| And 
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And for that cauſe, according to his youth, 
did preſent him with thoſe Paris balles. 
Exe. Hee'l make your Paris Lover ſhake for it, 
Were it the miſtreſſe court of mighty Fureße. 
And be aſſured, you'l finde a difference, 
A s we his ſubiects haue in wonder found, 
f Betweene his yonger dates, and theſe he muſters now; 
Now he weighes time enen to the lateſt graine, 
Which you ſhall finde in your owne loſſes, 
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f [f we flay in France. 
| King. Well, for vs you (hall returngour anſwer backe 
| To our brother of England. Exit omnes 
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Enter Nim, Bardolfe, Piſtoll, and Boy. 


* . * * 
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Nim. Before God heeres hot feruice. 
FE Pit, Tis hot indeed, blowes go and come, 
> CGods vaſſals drop and dye. 

3 Fac Lis honor, and there's the hum mor of it. 
3s . Would I were in London, 
2 Vr — all my honour for a pot of ale. 

Pi. And I: if wiſhes would preuaile, 
would not ſtay, but thither would J hie. 


Enter Flewellen, and beats them in. 


Flew. Gods plud vp to the breaches 
Lon raſcals, will you not up to the breaches ? 
Vm. Abate thy rage {weete knight, 
Abate thy rage. 
Boy. Well, I wonld I were once from them; ; 
they would haue me as familiar 
With mens pockets, as their gloues and their 
Handkerchers, they will ſteale any thing. 
7ardolfe ſtole a lute- caſe, carried it three mile, 
B3 And 


And 
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And ſold it for three halfepence. 

Nim ſtole a fire-houell, ; 

I knew by that, they meant to carry coales: 
Well, if they will not leaue me, 

I meane to leaue them, 


Exit Nim, Bardolfe, Piſtoll, and Boy 


Enter Gower. 


Gower, Captaine Flewellen, you muſt come ſtrait 
To the mines, to the duke of Glofter. 

Flew. Looke you, tell the duke it is not ſo good 
To come to the mines: the concuaueties is otherwiſe, 
You may diſcuſſe to the duke, the enemy is digd 
Himſelte five yards vader the countermines : 

By leſby I thinke heel blow vp all, 
If there be no better direction. 


Alarum. Enter King and his lords. 


King. How yet reſolues the gouernor of the towne ? 
This is the lateſt parley weel admit; 
Therefore to our beſt mercy giue your ſelues, 


Or like to men proud of deſtruction, deFe vs to our worſt, 


For as I am a ſouldier, a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beſt, if we begin the battery once againe, 
1 will not leaue the halfe atchieved Harflew, 

Till in her aſhes he be buried, 

The gates of mercy are ali ſhut vp. 

What ſay you, will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 


Enter Governor, 


| Geuer, Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dolphin, whom of ſuccour we entreated, 


Returns: 
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Returnes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
ro raiſe fo great a ſiege: therefore dread king, 
We yeeld our towne and lives to thy ſoft mercy : 
Enter our gates, diſpoſe of vs and ours, 

For we no longer are defenſive now. 


Enter Katherine and Alice, 


Kate, Alice venecia, vous aues cates en, 
Von parte fort bon Angloys Englatara, 
Coman ſae palla vou la main en Francoy. 
Alice. La main madam de hag. 
Kate. E da bras. 
Alice. De arma madam. 
Kate. Le main da han la bras de arma, 
Alice. Owye madam. 
Kate, E coman fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 
Alice. De neck, e de cin, madam, 
Kate. E de neck, e de cin, e de code. 
Alice. De cudie ma foy Ie oblye, mais Ie remembre, 
Le tude, o de elbo madam, 
Kate, Ecowte Ie reherſera, towt cella que iac apoandre, 
De han, de arma, de neck, du cin, e de bilbo, 
Altce. De elbo madam. 
Kate. O Ieſu, iea obloye ma foy, ecoute le recontera 
De han, de arma, de neck, de cin, e de elbo, e ca bon. 
Alice. May foy madam, vou parla au ſe bon Angloy, 
Hie vous aues ettue en Englatara. 
ate. Par la grace de Deu an petty tanes. le parle milleur 
Coman fe pella vou le peide le robe. 
Alice. Le foot, e le con. 
Kate. Le foot, e le con, O Iefu ! le ne veu point parle, 
e plus deuant le che cheualires de Franca, 
Pur one million ma toy. 
Alice. Madame, de foote, e le con. 
B 4 ate. 
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Kate. O et ill auſie, ecoute Alice, de han, de arma, 
De neck, de cin, le ſoote, e de con. 

Alice. Cet fort bon madam. 

Kate. A loues a diner. Exit omnet. 


Enter king of France, lard Conſtable, the Dolphin, and Bourbon. 


King. Tis certaine he is paſt the river Some, 

Con. Mordeu ma via: Shall a few ſpranes of vs, 
(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 

Outgcow their gratters. 

Bur. Normanes, baſtard Nermanes, mor du, 
And if they paſſe vnfought withall, 
Jie fell my dukedom for a foggy farme 
in that ſhort nooke ile of England. 

Con. Why whence haue they this metta!! ? 
Is not their climate raw, foggy, and cold. 
On whom, as in diſdaine, the ſunne lookes pale? 
Can barley broth, a drench for ſwolne iades, 
Their ſodden water decockt ſuch linely blood? 
And ſhall our quicke blood, ſpirited with wine, 
Seeme froſty ? O for honour of our names, 
Let vs not hang like frozen iceſickles 
Vpon our houtes tops, while they (a more froſty climate) 
Sweate drops ol youthfull blood. 

King. Conſtable diſpatch, fend Montioy foorth, 
To know what willing ranſome he will giue: 
Sonne Dalphin, you ſhall ſtay in Rhone with me. 

Dol. Not fo, I do beſeech your maicſty. 

King. Well, I ſay it ſhall be fo. Ecxeunt amn. 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. 


Gower. How now captaine Flewellen, 
Come you from the bridge ? 
Flew. By leſus there's excellent eri committed at t! 
by idge:? 4 
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Ger. Is the duke of Fxeter ſafe ? | 
Flew. The duke of Exeter is a man whom ] loue, | 
and 1 honour, and I worſhip with my ſoule, | 
And my heart, and my life, 
And my lands, and my liaings, 
and my vttermoſt powers. [ 
Tue duke is looke you, = 
Jad be praiſed and pleaſed for it, | 
Noa harme in the worell. | 
# He is majntaine the bridge very gallantly : 
{here is an enſigne there. | 
I do not know how you call him, | 
jt by Ieſb I thinke he is as valiant as Aare Anthony, 
{/- doth maintaine the bridge mott gallantly ; 
de is a man of no reckoning ; 
{it I did ſee him do gallant ſeruice. 
gur. How do you call him? 
Feu. His name is ancient Piſtoll. | | 
ener. I Know him nor, | 


Enter ancient Piſtoll. | | l 


l, Do you not know him, here comes the man. 
Pit, Captaine, I thee beſecch to do me a fauour, 
Ide duke of Exeter doth loue the well. 
#/-w. I, and I praite God I haue merited ſome loue at his 
Hands. 
. Bardolfe a ſouldier, one of buxſome valour, 
Hach by furious fate, and giddy fortunes fickle wheele, 
it god's blinde that ſtands vpon the rowling reſtleſſe ſtone. 
Fu. By your patience ancient Piſtol, 
: Fortune looke you is painted plinde, 
Wich a mufler before her eyes, 
eaaiſie to you, that fortune is plinde : 
a ad ſhe is moreouer painted with a wheele, 
Which 
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Which is the morall that fortune is turning, 


And inconſtant, and variation, and mutabilities : 

And her fate is fixed at a ſphericall ſtone, 

Which rolles, and rolles, and rolles 

Surely the poet is make an excellent deſcription of fortune. 

Fortune looke you is an excellent morall. 

Pit. Fortune is Bardolfes foe, and frownes on him, 

For he hath ſtolne a packs, and hangd muſt he be; 

A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs, 

Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe ſtop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death, 

For packs of petty price : 

Therefore go ſpeake, the duke will heare thy voice, 

And let not Bardolſes vitall thred be cut, 

With edge of penny cord, and vile approach. 

Speake captaine for his life, and 1 will thee requite. 
Flew, Captaine Piſtoll, I partly vnderſtand your meaning 
Piſt. Why then reioyce therefore. 

Flew. Certainly ancient Piſtoll, 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at, 

For if he were my owne brother, I would wiſh the duke 

To do his pleaſure, and put him to exccutions 

For looke you, diſciplines ought to be kept, 

They ought to be kept. 

Pift. Die and be damned, and a tig for thy fricndſtup. 
Flew. That is good. 

Pit. The figge of Spaine within thy jaw. 

Flew. That is very well. | 

Pift. I fay the fig within thy bowels and thy durty maw. 


Exit Piſtoll 


Flew. Captaine Gower, cannot you heare it lighten an! 


thunder ? 
Gower. Why is this the ancient you told me of? 
I remember him now, he is a bawd, a cut- purſc. 
F. lt 15 
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Flew. By lefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 

you ſhall deſire to fee in 2 ſommers day; 

nut tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 
Locke you, is all one. 
| 1 Cover. Why this is a gull, a foole, a rogue 
bat goes to the wars onely to grace himſelfe 
> At his returne to London : 
Ad ſuch fellowes as he, 
are perfect in great commanders names. 
They will learne by rote where ſeruices were done, ö 
At ſuch and ſuch a ſconce, at ſuch a breach, | 
At ſuch a conucy, who came off bravely, who was ſhot, | 
Who diſgraced, what termes the enemy ſtood on. | 
And this they con perfectly in phraſe of warre, 
* Which they tricke vp with new tun'd oathes, | 
And what a beard of the generals cut, | 
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| 
on [T5 And a horrid ſhout of the campe | 
do among the foming bottles and alewaſht wits { 

- {s wonderfull to be thought on: but you muſt learne | 
Jo know fuch ſlanders of this age, | 


t Or elle you may mernellouſly be miſtooke. 
Flu. Certaine captaine Gower, it is not the man, 
Sie you, that I did take him to be: 
ut when time ſhall ſerue, I ſhall tell him a little 
' U! my defires: heere comes his maieſty. 


Enter King, Clarence, Gloſter, and others. 


„eg. How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge ? 
— die. I and it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
ere is excellent ſeruice at the bridge. 


Ving. What men haue you loſt Flewellen * 
E Flew, And it ſhall pleaſe your maielty, 
as partition of the aduerſary hath beene great, 


f 7 6 15 


Very 


And pumples, and his breath blowes at his noſe 
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Very reaſonably great, but for our.owne parts, 
I thinke we haue loſt neuer a man, vnleſſe it be one 
For robbing of a church, one Berdolfe, if your maieſty 
Know the man, his face is full of whelks, and knubs, 


Like a coale, ſometimes red, ſometimes plew ; 2 
But God be praiſed, now his noſe is executed, = 
And his fire out, | 

King. We would haue all offenders ſo cut off, 
And here we giue exprelle commandement, 
That there be nothing taken from the villages 
Bat paid for; none of the French abuſed, 
Or vpbraided with diſdainfull language: 
For when cruelty and lenity play for a kingdome, 
The pentleſt gameſter is the ſooner winner. 
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Enter the French Herald. \ 
Herald. You know me by my habite. . 5 
Xing. Well then, we know thee, | % 
What ſhould we know of thee ? Ber 
Her. My maſters minde. Ft; 
King. Vufold it. BY 0 
Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell bim, Ne 
Aduantage is a better ſoudier then raſhneſſe, Bo 
Although we did ſeeme dead, we did but flumber. h 
Now we ſpeake vpon our kue, and our voyce is imperi. N. 
England ſhall repent her tolly, ſee her raſhneſſe, 3 
And admire our ſufferance. Which to ranſome, 5 
His pettineſſe would bow vnder : = - 


For the effuſion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 
For the diſgrace we haue borne, himſelfe kneeling 

At our feete, a weake and worthleſſe ſatisfaction. 

To this, add defiance. 


So much from the king my maſter 


or HENRY Tux rirr. 


Xing. What is thy name? we know thy quality. 

Herald. Mont ioy. 

King. Thou doſt thy office faire, returne thee backe, 
And tell thy king, I do nut feeke him now ; 


hut could be. well content, without impeach, 


( To march on to Callis ; for to ſay the ſooth, 


$(Though tis no wiſedome to confeſſe ſo much 


I, at0 an enemy of craft and vantage) 


iy ſouldiers are with ſickneſſe much enfeebled, 


: 
? 


Dy army leſſened, and thoſe few I haue, 


Folk no better than ſo many French: 


2 


5 


y 


Wo when they were in heart, I tell thee herald, 
F1 thought vpon one paire of Engliſb legs, 
Did march three Frenchmens. 


Nt God forgiue me, that I do brag thus ; 


' ar aire of France hath blowne this vice in me. 
muſt repent, go tell thy maſter here I am, 

n ranſome is this ſraile and worthleſſe body, 
y army but a weake and fickly guard, 


4 


Net God before, we will come on, 


It France and ſuch another neighbor ſtood in our way ; 

Tt we may paſſe, we will; if we be hindered, 

We (hall your tawny groũd with your red blood diſcolour 
do Meni get you gone, there's for your paines : 

he ſum of all our anſwere is but this, 


. ' 
TEE Ee Ons 


- +. ao 
* ** — 


| Rue would not ſecke a battle as we are; 
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as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it. 

Herald. I ſhall deliuer fo ; thanks to your majeſty, 

Got, My liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs now. 
ting. We are in Gods hand brother, not in theirs; 


Tonight we will encamp beyond the bridge, 
to morrow bid them march away. 
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Enter Burbon, Conſtable, Orleance, and Gebon. 


Con. Tut, I haue the beſt armour in the world. 
1 Orleance. You haue an excellent armour, 

| But let my horſe haue his due, 

* Bur. Now you talke of a horſe, 

( I haue a ſteed like the palfrey of the ſunue, 
Nothing but pure aire and fire, E 
And hath none of this dull element of earth within him. 


7 Orleance. He is of the colour of the nutmeg. $ | 

| Bur.' And of the heate of the ginger. 1 a 

i Turne al! the ſands into eloquent tongues, 4 

4 And my horſe is argument for them all : . 
B 


y I once writ a ſonnet in the praiſe of my horſe, i 
| And began thus, Wonder of nature. | > 
' Con. I have heard a ſonnet begin ſo, 

| In the praiſe of ones miſtreſſe. 

„ Bur. Why then did they imitate I 
| That which I writ in praiſe of my horſe, N 


For my horſe is my miſtreſſe. | A 
Con. Ma foy the other day, me-thought ö 
Your miſtreiſe ſnooke you ſhrewdly. | 
Bur. I, bearing me. I tell thee lord conſtable, E 
My miſtreſſe weares her owae haire. C 
Con. 1 could make as good a boaſt of that, a 

If I had a ſow to my miſtreſſe. „ 
Bur. Tut, thou wilt make vſe of any thing. 1 
Con. Yet I do not vie my horſe for my miſtreſſe. ; * 
Bur. Will it neuer be morning ? 1 7 

Ile ride too morrow a mile, | p 

And my way ſhall be paued with Engliſh faces. ES 
Con. By my faith fo will not I, 1 — 

For feare I be out- faced of my way. | 54 


Bur, Well, ile go arme my ſelfe; hay. Exit 


Cebon, 


n \Hevny THE 7% 
geben. The duke of Burbon longs for morning. 
Orleance, I, he longs to eate the Engliſh. 
Con. I thinke hee”! eate all he kils, 
Criean, O peace, ill will neuer ſaid well. 
Cen. lle cap that prouerbe, 
With there's flattery in friendſtip. 
Orbe. O fir, I can anſwer that, 
ich gine the diuell his due. 
Cn, Haue at the eye of that prouerbe, 
With a iogge of the dinell, 
] - Orle, Well, the duke of Burbon is ſimply 
© The moſt actiue gentleman of France. 
* Cn. Doing his actiuity, and hee'l ſtill be doing. 
Urle, He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 
in. No l warrant you, nor neuer will. 
” ©O0rle. I hold him to be excceding valiant. | 
©” Cn, I was told fo by one that knowes him better then you. 
| Ori. Whole that ? 
Con. Why he told me fo himſelte. 
” And aid he cared not who knew it. 
Fre. Well, who will go with me to hazard, 
For a hundred Engliſiʒ prifoners ? 
| Con, You muſt go to hazard your ſelfe, 
© Bcſore you haue them, 


E Enter a Meſſenger. 

| off, My lords, the Engliſh lie within a hundred 

> Paces of your tent, 

un. Who hath meaſured the ground? 

Meſfſ. The lord Granpeere. | 

| Cn, A valiant man, an expert gentleman, 

| Come, come away, 

Tas lunne is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit comes. 
Enter 


E wit 
Ceben. 
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Kater the King Ape, 7 70 him i Pi. 


Piſt. Ke ve la? 
King. A friend, 
Pift. Diſcus vnto me art thou a gentleman R 
Or art thou common, baſe, and popeler? 
King. No fir, I am a gentleman of a company. 
Pift. Trailes thou the puiſſant pike? _ +4 
King. Euen ſo fir, What are you? = 
Piſt. As good a gentleman as the emperor. Bo 
King. O then thou art better then the king. 
Pift. The kings a hago, and a hart of Wo, 
A lad of life, an impe of fame, 
Of parents good, of fiſt moſt valiant : 
I kis his durty ſhooe, and from my heart ſtrings 
I loue the lovely bully, What is thy name? 
King. Harry le Ray. + 
Piſt. Le Roy, a Corniſh man; 
Art thou of Corni/h crew? N 
King. No fir, I am a Welcbman. _ 
Pit. A Welchman ; knowſt thou F lewellen ? 3 
- King. I fir, he is my kinſman. de 1 
Pit. Art thou his friend? | Rs = 


King. 1 fir. 1 
Pijt. Figa for thee then; my name is Piftoll. © . 
King. It forts well with your hierceneſſe, | 2 
Piſt. Piftoll is my nam. 5 
Enter Cower and Flewellen. : * 
Gower, Captaine Flewellen, R l ; Th 
Flew, In the name of Teſu ſpeake lower. = - 
It is the greateſt folly ic the worell, when the ancient wy |! |; 
Frevogatives of the warres be not kept, te, WW 


I war: + 


or HENRY THE FIFT. 


j warrant you, if you looke into the wars of the Remaner, 
You ſhall find no tittle tattle, nor bibble babble there, 
But you ſhall find the cares, and the feares, 
And the ceremonies to be other wiſe. 
Cow. Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew. Godes ſollud, if the enemy be an aſſe and a foole, 
And a prating cocks-combe, is it meet that we be allo 
A fnole, and a prating cocks-combe, 
in your conſcience now? 
Four. Ile ſpeake lower. 
; Few. I beſeech you do, good captaine Gower. 


Exit Gower and Flewellen, 


* King. Though it appeare a little out of faſhion, 
et there's much care in this. 


Enter three Souldiers, 


. Saul. Is not that the morning youder ? 
2. Soul. I, we ſee the beginning, 
od knowes whether we ſhall fee the end or no. 
3. Soul. Well, I thinke the king could with himſelfe 
Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 
| And fo 1 would he were, at all adventures, and I with him. 
Xing. Now my maſters good morrow, what cheare ? 
3- Soul, Ifaith ſmall cheere ſome of vs is like to haue, 
e this day to an end. 
king. Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike, 
Soul. 1 he may be, for he hath no caule as we, 
= 4:ng. Nay ſay not fo, he is a man as we are, 
| : The violet ſmells to him as vnto vs; 
ee lore if he ſee reaſons, he feares as we do. 
. Soul, But the king hath a heauy reckoning to make, 
[ft ius cauſe be not good; when all thoſe ſoules 
ole bodics ſhall be flaughtered here, 


Arran E YOU, III. C vhall 
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Shall joyne together at the latter day, 
And fay I dyed at ſuch a place. Some ſwearing ; 
Some their wines rawly left ; 
Some leaning their children poore behinde them. 
Now if his cauſe be bad, 
I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why ſo you may ſay, it a man ſend his ſeruant 
As factor into another country, 
And he by any meanes miſcarry, 
You may lay the buſineſſe of the maſter 
Was the author of his ſeruants miſ- fortune. 
Or if a ſonne be imployd by his father, 
And he tall into any lead action, you may ſay the fathe 
Was the author of his ſonnes damnation. 
But the maſter is not to anſwer for his ſeruant, 
The father for his ſonne, nor the king for his ſubiects; 
For they purpoſe not their deaths, 
When they craue their ſernices ; 
Some there are that hane the pitt 
Ot premeditated murder on them: 
Others the broken ſcale of forgery, in beguiling maidens, 
Now if theſe out- ſtrip the law, 
Yet they cannot efcape Gods puniſhment, 
War is Gods beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 
Every mans ſervice is the kings: 
But euery mans foule is his owne. 
Therefore I would haue every ſouldier examine himſelte, 
And waſh every moth out of his conſcience, 
That in ſo doing, he may be the readier for death; 
Or not dying, why the time was well fperit, 
Wherein ſuch preparation was made. 

3. Soul. Tfaith he faics true, 
Euery mans fault is on his owae head, 


I 
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1 would not haue the king anſwer for me. 
Vet I intend to fight luſtily for him, 
King. Well, I heard the king wold not be ranſomd, 
2. Sete. I he faid ſo, to make vs light; 
Hut when our throats be cut, he may be ranſomd, 
and we neuer the wiſer. 
King. If T line to lee that, ile neuer truſt his word againe, 
2. Soul. Maſſe you't pay him then, 
Tis a great diſpleaſure that an elder 
Gun can do againſt a cannon, 
Ir a ſubiect againſt a monarch, 
on nere take his word againe, you are a naſe, goe. 
Nino. Your reproofe is ſomewhat roo bitter; 
Were it not at this time I could he angry. 
2. Soul, Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 
ing. How thall I know thee ? 
2. Soul. Here's my gloue, which if ever 1 ſee in thy hat, 
lle challenge thee, aud ſtrike thee, 
King. Here is likewiſe another of mine, 
And afture thee ile weare it, 
2. Soul. Thou dar'ſt as well be hangd. 
3. Sgul. Be friends you fooles, 
e haue French quarrels enow in hand, 
e haue no need of Eugliſh broyles. 
King. Tis no treaton to cut French crownes, 
to morrow the king himſclfe will be a clipper. 
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nter to the King, Gloſter, Epingham, and attendants, 


ing, O God of battels ſtecle my ſouldiers harts, 


ie trom them now the fence of reckoning, 


. 
, 


hat the appoſed multitudes which ſtand before them, 


aot appale their courage. 


C 2 | O not 
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O not too day, not too day O God, 

Thinke on the tault my father made, 

In compaſſing the crowne. 

I Richards body haue interred new, 

And on it hath beſtow'd more coatrite teares, 
Then from it iſſued forced drops of blood; 

A hundred men haue ] in yearely pay, 

Which cuery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heanen, to pardon blood, 

And I hane built rwo chanceries, more will I do: 
Though all that 1 can do is all roo little. 


Enter Gloſter. 


Glo. My lord. 

King. My brother Cher, voice. 

615. My lord, the army ſtayes vpon your preſence. 

Kin, Stay Gloſter ſtay, and I will go with thee, 
The day, my friends, and all things ſtayes for mc. 


Enter Clarence, Gloſter, Exeter, and Saliſbury. 


War. My lords, the French are very ſtrong, 
Ex. There's fine to one, and yet they are all ſreſh. 


War. Of fighting men they haue full forty thouſand. 
Sal. The oddes is all too great. Farwell kinde lords 


Braue Clarence, and my lord of Giger, 
My lord of Warwicke, and to all farewell. 
Cla. Farewell kinde lords, fight valiantiy to day, 
And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 
For thou art made on the true ſparkes of honor, 


Enter King, 


War. O would we had but ten thouſand men 
Now at this inſtant, that doth not worke in England. 
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Kin. Whoſe that, that wiſhes ſo, my couſen Warwick ? 
Gods will I would not looſe the honour 
One man would ſhare trom me, 
Not for my kingdome. 
No faith my coſen, with not one man more, 
Rather proclaime it preſently through our camp 
That he that hath no ſtomacke to this feaſt 
Let him depart, his paſport ſhall bee drawne, 
And crownes for conuoy put into his purſe, 
We would not dye in that mans company, 

hat feares his fellowſhip to dye with vs, 
This day is called the day of Crifþzn : 
ſe that out-liues this day, and fees olde age, 
Shall ſtand a tipto when this day is named, 
Agd rowſe him at the name of Cin. 
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that out-lines this day, and comes ſafe home, 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaſt his ſriends, 

| And ſay, to morrow is S. Criſpins day: 
Then ſhall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the king, 
T-d/ord and Exeter, Clarence, and Gloſter, 

1wicke, and Yorke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houſhold wordes, 
This ſtory ſhall the good man tell his ſon, 
And from this day vnto the generall doome, 

Hot we in it (hall be remembred. 

We tew, we happy few, we bond of brothers, 
For he to day that ſheds his blood by mine 
5111] be my brother, Be he nere ſo baſe 
day ſhall gentle his condition. 

den ſhall he ſtrip his ſleeues, and ſhew his cars, 

| And lay theſe wounds I had on Criſpins day. 

: Ant gentlemen in England now a bed, | 

t thinke themſclues accurſt, | 
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They were not there, when any ſpeakes 

That fought with vs vpen 8. Criſpines day. 
Glo. My gracious lord, 

The French is in the field. 


Kin. Why all things are ready if our mindes be ſo. 

Har. Periſh the man whoſe minde is backward now. 
King. Thou doſt not wiſh more helpe from England, couſcr: : 
Mer. Gods will my liege, would you and I alone, 


Without more helpe, mipht fight this batrell our. 
Why well ſaid. That doth pleaſe me better, 
Then to wiſh me one. You kaow your charge, 
God be with you all, 


Enter the Herauld from the French. 


Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henry, 


What thou wilt giue for ranſome? 

King. Who hath ſent thee now ? 

Her. The conſtable of France. 

Kino. I prethee beare my former anſwer backe, 
Bid them atchiene me, and then ſell my bones. 


Good God, why ſhould they mocke good fellowes thus 


he man that once did ſell the lyons ſkin 
While the beaſt lived, was kild with hunting kim. 
And many of our bodies ſhall no doubt 


Finde graues within your realme of France : 


Though buricd in your dunghils, we ſha!l be famed, 


For there the ſunne (hall greete them, 

And draw vp their honours reaking vp to heauen, 
Leawing their earthly parts to choake your clime ; 
The {meil whereof, ſhall breed a plague in France; 
Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead, like to the bullets craſing, 
Breakes foorth into a ſecond courſe of miſchiefe, 
Killʒiag in relaps of mortality: 


* e So In 


or HENRY TRE fire. 


et me ſpeake proudly, 

here's not a peece of feather in our campe, 

| Good argument I hope we ſhall not flye, 

Aud time hath worne us into ſlouendry. 

; hut by the maſſe, out hearts are iu the trim, 
And my poore ſouldiers tell me, yet ere night 

They'l be in freſher robes, or they will plucke 

The gay new cloaths ore your French ſouldiers eares, 

And turne them out of ſeruice. It they do this, 

As if it pleaſe God they ſhall, 

Then ſhall our ranſome ſoon be levied ; 

Saue thou thy labour herauld, 

Come thou no more for ranſome, gentle herauld. 

hey ſhall have nought I ſweare, but theſe my bones: 

Which if they haut, as I will leaue vm them, 

Will yeeld them little, tell the conſtable. 
Her, 1 ſhall deliver fo, 
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Exit V eraid, 
ſcrke. My gracious lord, ypon my knee I craue 
The leading of the vaward, 

King. Take it brane Yorke, 
Come ſouldiers let's away, 
And as thou pleaſeſt God, ditpoſe the day. Exit. 


Enter the foure French lords. 


(eben. O diabello. 

Con. Mor du ma vie. 

„le. O what a day is this! 

gur. O Tour dei houte all is gone, all is loſt, 

can. We are enow yet living in the feld, 
|» {mother vp the Engliſh, 
order might be thought vpon. 

Pur, A plague of order, once more to the field, 
"nd he that will not follow Burbon now, 
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Let him go home, and with his cap in hand, 
Like a bale leno hold the chamber doore, 
Why leaſt by a ſlaue no gentler then my dog, 
His faireſt daughter is contamuracke, : 
Con, Diſorder that hath ſpoild vs, right vs now, 1 


Come we in heapes, wee'l offer vp our lives : 
Vato theſe Engh/h, or elſe die with fame. 18 
Come, come along, 6 
Lets dye with honor, cur ſhame doth laſt too long. FF, 
Exit eu = F 


Enter Piſtoll, e French man, and the boy. 


Pit. Eyld cur, eyld cur. 
French, O monheur, ie ou ca pree aues petie de moy. V. 
Piſt. Moy ſhall not ſerue, I will haue forty moys, 

Boy, aſke his name, | 
By, Comant ettes vous apelles ? U 
Freun. Monſieur Fer. 

Roy. He fayes his name is maſter Fer, 


P. Ile fer him, and ferit him, and ferke him, Ls 
Boy diſcuſſe the ſame in French. BT 
Boy. Sir I do not know whats French for fer, ferite 14 T! 
fea ke. Lv 
— 

Pift. Bid him prepare, for 1 will cut his throat. Co 
Bay. Feate, vou preat, ill voulles couple votre gorge. An 
Freu. Onye may foy couple la gorge, Th 


Pi. Vnleſſe thou giue to me egregious ranſome, dye. 
h One point of a f. 
Fren. Qui dit ill monſicur, 
Ill ditye ſi vou ny vouly pa domy lay. 
Boy. La gran ranſome, ill voutueres. 
Fren, O ie vous cu pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cce, gran captaine, pour auez merdie 


or Henry Tus rirr. 


A moy, ey ice donerees pour mon ranſome 
Cinquante ocios. Ie ſuyes vngentelhome de France. 
* 74, What ſayes he boy? 
ny. Marry fir he ſayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houſe of France, and for his ranſome 
He will gine you 500 crownes, 
Pit. My fury ſhall abate, 
* /nd 1 the crownes will take, 
' And as I ſucke blood, I will ſome mercie ſhew, 


fpolow me cur. Exit omnes 


* * 
k „ +5 LL 
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Enter the King, his Nobles, and Piſtoll. 


King. What the French retire ? 
Vet als not done, the rene keepes ſtill the field. 
Ex. The duke of Yorks comments him to your grace. 
Kin. Lives he good vokle, twice 1 faw him downe, 
| WICE VP againe: 
From helmet to the ſpur, all bleeding ore. 
Fre, In which array, brane ſouldier doth he lye, 
Larding the plaines, and by his bloody ſide, 
{ cake-tellow to his honour-dying wounds, 
nd WE 7% noble earle of Sufolke allo lyes. 
| $f the firſt dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
| Comes to him where in blood he lay all ſtecpt, 
And takes him by the beard, kiſſes the gaſhes 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face, 
| And cryed alowd, tarry deere couſin Suffolle: 
701 \'y toute ſhall thine Keepe company in heauen : 
burg deere ſoule awhile, then flye to reſt : 
| 409 12 this glorious and well-foughren field, 
| Ve kept togither in our chivalry : 
bon theſe words I came and cheer'd them vp, 
& '{2 tovke me by the hand, ſaide deere my lorde, 
& Commend my ſeruice to my ſoueraigne, 
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So did he turne, and ouer SFoltet necke ö 
He threw his wonnded arme, and fo efpouſd to death N 2 


With blood he ſcaled. An argument \ 

4 Of neuer-ending love. | 

1 The pretty and ſweete manner of it, 

k | Forc'd thoſe waters from me, which J would haue ſtops, ; 

4 | But I had not ſo much of man in me, 1 

| But all my mother came into my eyes, 1 

. And gaue me vp to tearcs, 43 

1 King. I blame you not: for WA you, ' 

| I muſt conuerc ro teares. | ; 

1 1 

5 Alarum ſounds. | 

14 4 5 

| i What new alarum is this? 

i ö | Bid cuery ſonldier kill his priſoner. 

1 Pit. Couple gorge, Exit .. Ml 
1 | MW; 
| Enter Flewellen, ard captaine Gower, 

I! 
1 Fl-w. Codes plud kill che boyes and lugyge, 7 
Tis the arrants peece of knanery as can be deſired WS \ 

| In the worell now, in your conſcience now. | ns 
. Gower, Tis certaine,. there's not a boy left alive, | B. 

Wl And the cowardly raſcals that ran from the battell, = . 
1 Themſelues haue done this ſlaughter ; 8 
| Beſide, they hane carried away and burnt pe 

1 All that was in the kings tent: $ 

1 Whereupon the king cauſed euery priſoners = 

1 Throat to be cut. Oh he is a worthy king. ö 5 
| Flew, J. he was borne at Monmouth; $$ . | 
| Captaine Gower, What call you the place where = .., 
| | Alexander the big was borne ? = 


þ Cower, Aiexander the great. 
Flew. Why I pray, is not big great? 
As it I ſay, big, or great, or magnanimous, 
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or HENRY THE FiFT. 


hope tis all one reckoning, 

gaue the phraſe is a little varation. 
Cower, I thinke Alexander the great 

as borne at Macedon, 

s father was called Philif of Macedon, 


AsT take it. 


Feu. I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
bre Alexander was borne : 


Looke you captain Gower, 


And if you looke into the maps of the worell well, 
zou ſhall finde little difference betweene 
\aceden and Monmortb. Looke you, there is 


& 


© 


o 


: 


A 


er in Macedon, and there is alſo a river 
onmorth, the rivers name at Manmorth 

called Wye. 

is out of my braine what is the name of the other: 
this all one, tis fo like, as my fingers is to ftagers, 

nd there is ſamons in both, 


ente you captaine Gower, and you marke it, 


TJ 


on ſhall finde our king is come after Alexander, 
ad knowes, and you know, that Alexander in his 


owles, and his ales, and his wrath, and his ditplcafures 


\nd indigaations, was kill his friend Clitus. 


real 
* 


Cow, | but our king is not like him in that, 


For he neuer kild any of his friends. 


e, Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
' 1 mans mouth, ere it is made an end aud finiſhed : 


ke in the compariſons, as Hlexauder is kill 


3 friend Citus ſo our king being in his ripe 
WI 


a judgements, is turne away the fat knite 


the great belly doublet : 
m forget his name. 


aner. Sir John Faiftaſe. 
Flew. 
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Flew. 1, I thinke it was fir Ehn Falſtaſte indeed, 
I can tell you, there's good men borne at Monmorth. 


Enter the King and his lords. 


King. I was not angry ſince I came in France, 5 
Vntill this houre. 1 
Take a trumpet herauld, 1 
And ride vnto the horſemen on yon hill : = | 


If they will fight with vs, bid them come downe, 
Or leaue the field, they do offend our ſight. 
Will they do neither, we will come to them, 
And make them ſkyr away, as faſt | 
As ſtones enforc*d from the old Aſſyrian ſlings. D 
Beſides, wcel cut the throats of thoſe we haue, 1 
And not ond aliue ſhall taite our mercy. 
Enter the Herald. 72 

Gods will what meines this? knowſt thou not Ar 
That we haue fined theſe bones of ours for ranſome 

Her. I come great king for charitable fauour, WC 
To fort our nobles from our common men, 
We may haue leane to bury all our dead. 
Which in the ftelde lye ſpoiled and troden on. | 

Kin. I tell thee truly herald, uit 
1 do not know whether the day be ours or no : it & 
For yet a many of your French do keepe the field. BE 

Her. The day is yours. EN 

Kin, Fraiſed be God therefore : W 0th 
What caſtle call you that ? | = F/ 

Her, We call it Agincourt. : Wt be 


Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt, q 
Fought on the day of Criſpin, Criſpianus. X. 


or HENRY THE FIPT. 


leu. Your grandfather of famous memory, 
if your grace be remembred, 2.30 
do good ſeruice in France. 
King. Tis true Flewellen, 
F/-w. Your maieſty ſayes very true, 
And it pleaſe your maieſty, 
hs elſbhmen there was do good ſeruice, 
in a garden where leekes did grow, 
And 1 thinke your maieſty will take no ſcorne, 
co weare a leeke in your cap vpon S. Dautes day. 
* King. No Flewellen, for I am Welch as well as you. 
"ey, All the water in Wye will not wath your Welch 
| Blao4 cat of you. God keepe it, and preſerue it, 
Jo his graces will and pleaſure. 
King. Thankes good countrey-man, 
Fl-w. By ſeſu 1 am your maieſties countryman, 
{care not who kno it, ſo long as your maieſty is an honeſt man. 
| Xing. God keepe me ſo. Our heraid go with him, 
t nd bring vs the number of the ſcattered French. 


Exit beralls. 
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Cal! vonder ſouldier hither. 
Flew. You fellow, come to tne king 
Mn. Fellow, why doſt thou weare that glouc in thy hat? 
Sul. And pleaſe your maicſty, tis a raſcalles chat ſwaggard 
eich me the other day: and he hath one of mine, the which 
it ever 1 fee, I hane ſworne to ſtrike him: ſo hath he the 
ne to mee. 
. How thinke you Fewellen, is it lawfull to keep his 
: auth? 
. And it pleaſe your maieſty tis lawful to keep his vow 
be de periur'd once, he is as arraut a beggarly knaue, as 
treads vpon too blacke ſhooes., 
king, His enemy may be a gentleman of worth, 


Flle. 
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Flew, And if he be as good a gentleman as Lucifer au 

Belzebub and the diuell himſelfe, 
Tis meete he keepe his vow, 

King. Well ſirrha keepe your word, 
Vnder what captain ſerueſt thou? 

Saul. Vnder captaine Gower. 

Flew, Captain Cauer is a good captaine, 
And hath good literature in the warres, 

Kin. Go call him hither, 

Soul. I will my lord, Exit ul 

Ain. Captaine Ful when Manſon and I 
Were dowae together, I tooke this gloue from's helmet + i 
Heere Fl:well-z weare it. 
If any challenge it, he is a fr _ of Alonſons, 

And an emeny to me. 

Flew. Your maieſty doth me as great a fauour, 
As can be deſired in the hearts of his ſubiects. EY :. 
| would ſee that man now that wold challenge this gloue . 
And it pleale God of his grace 1 would bat lee him, * 
That is all. 

King. Fleuellen knowſt thou captaine Gower ? Be . 

Flew. Captaine Gower is my friend 8 4 - 
And if it like your maieſty, I know him very well. = 

Xing. Go call him kither. r= 

Flew. I will and it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty. = 

Kin. Follow Fleuellen cloſely at the heeles, 5 = 
The gloue he wearcs, it was the ſoldiers: f = 
It may be there will be harme betweene them, p. 
For I do know Flewetlen valiant, = 
And being toacht, as hot as Cun- powder: 
And quickly will returne ag injury. W 
Go ſte there be no harme betweene them. 4 8 
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or HENRV THE FIFT. 


Enter caßtaine Gower, Flewellen, and the Soldier. 


Feto. Captaine Gower, in the name of leſu 
Come to his maieſty, there 15 more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

gu. Do you heare, you fir, 
Do you know this gloue, 

Flew, I know the gloue is a gloue. 


* 
* 4 


$111, Sir I know this, and thus I challenge it. 
He flrikes him. 


#/-19, Gods plut, and his captaine Gower ſtand away, 
- give treaſon bis due preſently. 


#nter the King, Warwicke, Clarence, and Exeter. 


Hing. How now ? Whats the matter? 

Flu. And it ſhall pleaſe your maieſty, 
ere is the the notableſt peece of treaſon come to light 
\z you ſhall deſire to fee in a ſommers day. 


4 


Heere is a raſcall, beggerly raſcall is ſtrike the gloue, 


Which your maieſty in perſon 
8 1 coke out of the helmet of {lanſor : 


And your maieſty will beate me witneſſes 


ey 
ind teſtimonies, and auouchments, 
That this is the gloue. 


8 
% 


Saal. And it pleaſe your maieſty, 


e that I gave it to in the night, 
| Fromited me to weare it in his hat: 


oy 

* 

> 
4 

* 
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i promiled to ſtrike him if be did. 


7 
—_— + 
s + 
ho 


met that gentleman with my glove 10's hat, 


uch thinke J haue bene as good as my worde. 


Iuour mateſty heares, 
e your maieſtyes man-hoode, 


127 2 beggerly lowle knaue it is. 


King. 
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King. Let me fee thy gloue, 

Looke you, this is the fellow of it. 

It was I indeede you promiſed to ſtrike. 

And thou haſt given me moſt bitter words, 

How canſt thou make us amends, 

Flew. Let his necke anſwer it, 

If there be any marſhals law in the worell, 

Soul, My liege, 

All offences come from the heart : 

Neuer came aay from mine 

To offend your majeſty, 

You appeared ro me but 23 a common man: 

Witneſle the night, your garments, 

Your lowlineſſe; and whatſoever 

You received vnder that habite, 

I beſeech your maieſty, impute it 

To your own fault, and not to mine. 

For your ſ{clfe came not like your ſelfe: 

Had you beene as you ſeemed then to me, 

had made no offence, my gracious lord, 

Therefore I beſeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with crownes, 

And giue it to the ſouldier. 

Weare it fellow, 

As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the crownes. Come captaine Fleweilen, 

I muſt needs hane you friends, 

Flew. By Ieſus, the fellowe hath mettall enough in f 
Harke you ſoldier, there is a filling for you, 
And keepe your ſelſe out of brawles, 

And prabbles, and diſſentions, 

And looke you, it ſhall be the better for you. 
Soul. Ile none of your money fir, not J. 
Flew, Why tis a good filling man: 

Why ſhould you be queamiſh ? 


g belly 


or Hengy Tux Firr, 
i Vour ſhooes are not fo good. | 
. will ſerue you to mend your ſhooes. 

Vin. What men of ſort are taken vnckle ? 
Charles duke of Orleance, nephew to the king, 
duke of Burbon, and lord Bouchquall. 
orte other lords and barons, knights and quires, 

i fifteene hundred, beſides common men, 
| vn note doth tell me of ten thouſand 

French, that in the fielde lyes flainc. 
| 0 nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 

Cries de le Brute, high conſtable of France, 
| Wajues of Chatillian, admirall of France, 

Thc waiter of the Croſſe-bowes, John duke Alonſan, 

EI 04 Rambieres, high maſter of France. 

ET. brane fir Gwigzard, dolphin. Of VNzbelle Charillas, 
Gran Prie and Refſe, Fawconbridge and Foy, | 
ard and Verton, Vandemant and Leftra, 

Ving. Heeres was a royall fellowſhip of death, 
nere is the number of our Engliſh dead? 

Exe. Edward the duke of Yorke, the earle of Sufolke, 
$i Richard Ketly, Dauy Gam eſquire, 

Br! of all the other, but fine and twenty. 

= 4ing. O God, thy arme was heere, 

Ran thee alone, aſcribe we praiſe : 


en without ſtratageme, 
WW £19 in ſhocke of battell, was euer heard 
eat and little loſſe, on one part and another: 
Jod, for it is onely thine, 
. Tis wonderfull. 
| Ain. Come, let vs go on proceſſion through the campe x 
i be death proclaim'd to any man 
ast hecreof, or take the praiſe from God, 
nis his due, 
Vor. III. D 


c bell 


Flew, 
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Flew. Ts it lawfull, and it pleaſe your majeſty, 
To tell how many is kild? 
Kin. Yes Flewellen, 
But with this acknowledgement, 
That God fought for vs. 
Flew, Yes in my conſcience, he did vs great good. 
Kin. Let there be ſung nououes and te deum, 4 
The dead with charity enter'd in clay: . 
Weel then to Calice and to England then, 


Where nere from France, arrin'd more happier men. 
Exit 711 


Enter Gower and Flewellen. ; 
| b. 
Gower, But why do you weare your lecke to day . 
. - . 5 8 [ | 
Saint Dauies is paſt ? 
Flew. There is occaſion captaine Gower, . 
0 
Locke you why, and wherefore : ; 
The other day looke you, Pitolles 4 | 
Which you know is a man of no merites 5 
In the worell, is come where I was the other day 8 
Fat 


And brings bread and ſalt, and biddes mee 

Eate my leeke : twas in a place, looke you, = . 

Where I could mooue no diſſentions, * 

But if I can fee bim, I ſhall tell him 

A little of my deſires. =, 
Gow, Hecre he comes ſwelling like turky-cocke. i 


Enter Piſtoll. 1 

" 
Flewellen. Tis no matter for his ſwelling, ande 3 P;, 
cockes. 7 
God pleſſe you ancient Piſtoll, you ſcall, have 
57 


Peggerly, lowly knaue, God pleſſe you. 


on Hengy TER Ir. 


ii. Ha, art thou bediem ? 

bog thou thurſt baſe Troyan, 

Io have me folde vp Parcas fatall web ? 
ace, 1 am qualmiſh at the ſmell of locke. 


iu. Ancient Piſtoll. 
j would deſire you becauſe it doth not ag ee 
J With your ſtomackes, and your appetites, 
And your digeſtions, to eate this lecke. 
Pi. Not for Cadwallader and all his goats. 
Flew, There is one goate for you, ancient Pifto!. 

lle /trites him. 
Pig. Baſe Troyan thou ſhalt dye, | 
S 7/-wellen. I, I know I ſhall dye: 

Put in the mean time, I would deſire you 
o lie and eate this lecke. 

; Cover. Enougli captaine, 

Von haue aſtoniſht him, it is enough. 

| Flvel, Aſtouiſht him, 

r /:/u, Ile beate his head foure dayes 
ad foure nights too, but Ile make him 
Fate ſome part of my leeke. 

pi, Well muſt I bite ? 


3 * . * - * 
Feu. T out of queſtion, or doubt, or ambignities, 
© 11 mult bite. 
#- F a , ; 
2 He makes ancient Piſtall bite of the lecke. 
J 559 2 
el. Good, good. 
| Flewellen. J leekes are good, ancient Piſtoll. 
J.ooke you now, there is a filling for you 
Ae bene your bloody coxcombe. 
E Flt. Me a ſhilling. 


t pou will not take it, 

abe another lecke for you. | 

%.. 1 take thy ſhilling in earneſt of reckoning. * | 
2 | leu. 
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Flew. If 1 owe you any thing, 
J will pay you in cvdgelles : 
You ſhall be a wood-mor:ger, 
And buy cudgels. And ſo God be with you 
Ancient Piftll, God pleſſe you, 
And heale your broken pate. 
Ancient Piſtoll, if you fee leekes another time, 
Mocke at them, chat is all: God bwy you. 


Exit Flewelico 

Pift. All het! (hall ſtirre for this. 
Doth fortune play the huſwife with me now? 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 
Well France farewell, newes have I certainly 
That Doll is ficke, One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth novght, home will I trug, 
Baud will 1 turue, and vſe the ſlight of hand: 
To England will ] ſteale. 
And there lie ſteale: 
And patches will 1 get vnto theſe ſcarres, 
And {weare I gat them in the Callia warres. 
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Exit Piſtol. 5 2 

Non 

Enter at one deore, the king of England and Bis her. if 1 
And at the other doore, the king of France, queene Katherine 8 
the duke of Burbon, and others. co _ 

Harry. Peace to this meeting, *F 
Wheretore we are met, Br | 
And to our brother France, faire time of day. Wo 
Fair health unto our lonely couſin Katherine, o. 
And as a branch, and member of this ſtocke, A 
We do ſalute you, duke of Burgundy. oe 
Fran. Brother of England, - 
* 
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or Henry THE FIFT. 


Right ioyous are we to behold your face, 
Jo are we princes Engli/b euery one. 
Dale. With pardon vnto your mightineſſe : 
et it not diſpleaſe you, if I demaund 
Nhat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To keepe you from the gentle ſpeech of peace ? 
ar. If duke of Burgundy you would haue peace, 
FYou muſt buy that peace, 
According as we haue drawn our articles, 
gran. We haue but with a curſorary eye 
re-view'd them; pleaſeth your grace, 
» {ct ſome of your counſel! fit with vs, 
ve ſhall returne our peremptory anſwer. 
| Har. Go lords, and fit with them, 
And bring vs anſwer backe. 
Yet leanc our couſen Katherine heere behind. 
Fran. Withall our hearts. 
Exit French king, and the lords, 


bd Laab 2 


Manet, king Henry, Katherine, and the Gentlewoman, 


Har Now Kate, 
L. haue a blunt wooer heere left with you. 
could winne thee at leape-frog, 
Dr with vauting with my armouc on my backe 
to ny ſaddle, 
Without bragge be it ſpoken, 
I. « make compare with any. 
Bu ealing that Kate, 
EE ho takeſt me now, 
Nou halt haue me at the worſt, 
an wearing thou ſhalt haue me better and better, 
os ſhalt haue a face that is not worth ſun-buzpiug. 
WW! oct thou thinke, that thou and J, 


3 bc dene Saint Denis and Salut Gearge, 


* 
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Shall get a boy, that ſhall go to Conſtantinople, 
And take the great Turke by the beard ? 
Ha, Kate. 
Kale. Is it poſſible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy de France. 
Harry. No Kate, 
It is vnpoſſible you ſhould love the enemy of France 
For Kate I loue France ſo well, 
That ile not Jeaue a village, 
le hane it all mine. Then Kate, 
When France is mine, 
And I am yours : 
Then France is yours. 
And youu are mine. 
Kate. cannot tell what is dat. 
Harry. No Kate, 
Why Ile tell you in French, 
Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married huſband. 
Let me ſee, faint Dennis be my ireede. 
Quan France & mon. 
Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 
Harry. Et vous ettes amoy, 
Kate. And I am to you 
Harry. Douck France ettes a vous, 
Kate. Den France fall be mine. 
Harry. Et ie ſuyues a vous. 
Rate. And you will bc to me. 
Har. Wilt beleeue me Kate? Tis eaſier for me 
To conquer the kingdome, 
Then to ſpeake fo much more French. 
Kate. A your maieſty. 
Has falſe France enough, to deceiue 
De beſt lady in France, 


— 


or Henry THE rr. 


Harry. No faith Kate not I. 
ut Kate prethee tell me in plaine tearmes, 
ol thou lone me? 
ute. I cannot tell. 
Harry. No: Can any of your neighbours tel, 
Ki: ake them. 
Come Kate, I know you loue me, 
N ad foone when you are in your cloſſet, 
Yo! queſtion this lady of me: 
pur! pray thee ſweet Kate vie me mercifully, 
Pecauſe 1 loue thee cruelly. 
bat { ſhall dye Kate, is ſure : 
put for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 
Wat wench. 
A straight backe will grow crooked, 
ound eye will grow hollow, 
tf great legge will waxe mall, 
g curld pate prooue bald: 
But a good heart Kate is the ſun and the moon, 
ud rather the ſun and not the moon: 
And therefore Kate rake me, 
Tabea ſouldier, take a ſouidier, 
Wake 2 king: 
J icrefore tell me ute, wilt thou have met? 
? Hate. Dat is as pleaſe de king my father. 
Kun, Nay it will pleaſe him, 
Way it :2ll pleaſe him Kate, 
Bid pon that condition Kate Ile kiſſe thee, 


| 42, O mon du je ne voudroy fair quelk choſfe 


Pour toute le monde, 

e poynt votree fachion en favor. 

en. What ſayes ſhe lady ? 

Maat it is nor de faſion in France 

3 0 maldes, befor da be married to 

is oblye, what is to baſſie 

F D4 Har. 
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Har. To kiſſe, to kiſſe. 
O that tis not the faſhion in France 
For the maids to kiſſe before they are married. 

Lady. Owye ſee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuſtome. 
Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde, 
Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kiſles : 

And may perſwade with me more 
Then all the French Councell, 
Your father is returned. 


Enter the kings of France, and the lar des. 


How now my lords? 

Fran. Brother of England, 
We hauc ordered the articles, 
And haue agreed to all that we in {edule had. 

Exe. Onely he hath not ſubſcribed this, 
Where your maieſty demands, 

That the king of France hauing any occaſion 
To write for matter of grant, 

Shall name your highneſſe in this forme: 

Ard with this addition ia French, 

Noſtre treſher filz, Henry Roy d Angleterre, 

E heare de France. And thus in latine : 
Preclarifſimus filius naſler Henricus Rex Angliz, 
Et heres Franciæ. | 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely ſtood vpon, 
But you faire brother may. intreat the ſame. 

Harry. Why then let this among the reſt 
Haue his full courſe: And withall, 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage, 
Fran. This and what elfe 
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Your maieſty ſhall crave : 

God that diſpoſeth all gine you much joy, 
Har. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand: 

Our marriage will we preſent ſolemnize, 

And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I ſweare to Kate, and Kate to me, 

And may our vowes once made, vnbroken be. 
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his was the Firſt Sketch only of the preſent | 
Second and Third Parts of Henry the Sixth, E 
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10 Poetry improved; the Scenery was much W- 

| fame as at preſent, W - 
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The Firſt Part of the 


Contention of the TWO famous Houſes 


ö 91 
YoRKE and LANCASTER, 


W-1.1H-THE 


e 


| ' Death of the good Duke Humfrey. 


Enter at one dovre, king Henry the fixt, and Humfrey duke of 
Gioceſter, the duke of Someriet, the duke of Buckingham, 
cardinal! Bewtord, and others. 


nter at the other doore, the duke of Yorke, and the marques 
of Suffolke, and queens Margaret, and the earle of Saliſbury 
and Warwicke. 
0 Suffolte. 


S by your high imperiall maieſties command, 
I had in charge at my depart for £rance, 
As procurator for your excellence, 
To marry princes Margaret for your grace; 


doo in the ancient famous citty Towers, 


ln preſence of the kings of France and Cle, 


= The dukes of Orleance, Calabar, Britaine, and Alonſon. 
= >cuct carles, twelue barons, aud twenty reuerend byſhops, 
= | Gd perftorme my take, and was eſpouſd, 

Lad now, moſt humbly on my bended knees, 


q In ſight of England and her royall pecres, 
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Deliver 
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Deliver vp my title in the queene 
Voto your gracious excellence, that are the ſubſtance 
Of that great ſhadow I did repreſent : 
The happieſt gift chat euer marqueſle gave, 
The faireſt quecne that cuer king poſſeſt. 
King. Suffolke ariic. 
Welcome qveene Margaret to Engliſh Henries court, 
The greateſt ſhew of kindneſſe yet we can beſtow, 
Is this kind kiſſe: O gracious God of heauen, 
Lend me a heart repleate with thankefulneſſe, 
For in this beaateons face thou haſt beſtowd 
A world of pleaſures to my perplexed ſoule. 

Lucene. Th' exceſſiue loue I beate vnto your grace, 
Forbids me to be lauiſh of my tongue, 

Leaſt I ſhould ſpeake more then beſeemes a woman : 
Let this ſuffice, my bliſſe is- in your liking, 

And nothing can make poore Margaret miſerable, 
Vnleſſe the frowne of mighty England's king. 

King. Her lookes did wound, but now her ſpeech doth pc: 
Lonely queene Margaret fit downe by my fide : 

And vnkle Gleter, and you lorldly peercs, 
With one voyce welcome my beloued queene, 

All. Long lius quezne Margaret, Englands happinciic. 

Queene We thanke you all. Sound trim; 

Siffolke, My lord protector, fo it pleaſe your grace, 
Heere are the articles confirmd, of peace 
Betweene our ſoueraigne and the French king Charles, 

Till terme of eightecne months be full expir'd. 

Hum. Inprimis, it is agreed betweene the French king. 
and Milllam de la Pole marqueſſe of Sπι e, embalſſudor 19 
Henry kiag of England, that the faide Henry (hal wee 1% 
eſpouſe the lady Margaret, daughter to Raynard king 


Cyſſels, and Jeruſalem, and crowne her queene of England. ©: 


the thirty day of the next month. 
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nem. It is further agreed betweene them, that the dutcheſſe 
of Anicy and of Maine, ſhall be releaſed and delivered 

over to the king her fa 
Duke Humfrey lets it fall, 

King. How now vnckle, whats the matter that you ſtay fo 
ſodainly. 

Hum. Pardon my lord, a ſodaine qualme came ore my 
cart, which dimmes mine eyes that I can reade uo more, 

My lord of Torke, I pray do you reade on. 

Yorke. Item, It is further agreed betweene them, that the 
dutcheſſe of Aniay and of Maine, ſhall bee releaſe! and deli- 
aered ouer to the king her father, and the fent oner of the 
king of Englands owne proper colt and charges, withont 
dow: Y. : 

King. They pleaſe vs well, lord marquefſe kneele downe : 
we leere create thee fitſt duke of Swfolke, and gut thee with 
the ſword. Coſin of Yorke, wee heere diſcharge your grace 
from being regent in the parts ot France, till terme of 18, 
months be full expirde. 

Thankes vnckle Winchefter, Gloſter, Yorke, aud Buckingham, 
S-merſet, Saliſbury, and Warwicke. 

Ve thanke vou for all this great fauour. done, 
n entertaininent to my princely queene, 
Comme ter vs in, and with all ſpeede prouide 
T9 fee her coronation be performd. 
Exit King, Queene, and Suffolke, and duke Humphrey 
{tayes al! the reft. 

Hum. Brane peeres of England, pillers of the ſtate, 
To you duke Humphrey muſt vatold his greete, 
nat did my brother Henry toile himſelfe, 
and waſte his ſubiects for to conquer France ? 

And did my brother Bedford ſpend his time, 


To keepe in awe-that ſtout vnruly realme ? 


And haue not I and mine vackle Beuyard heere, 
Jong all we could to keep that land in peace 


And 
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And is all our labours then ſpent quite in vaine ? 
For Suffolke he, the new made duke that rules the roaſt, 
Hath giuen away for our king Henries queene, 
The dutcheſſe of Anioy and Mayne vnto her father. 
Ah lords, fatall is this marriage, cancelling our ſtates, 
Reuerſing monuments of conquered France, 
Vndoing all, as none had nere beene done. 
Gard. Why how now coſin Gloſter, what needs this 
As if our king were bound vato your will, 
And might not do his will without your lcaue, 
Proud protector, enuy in thine eyes I fee, 
The big ſwolne venome of thy hatefull heart, 
That dares preſume gainſt that thy ſoueraigne likes. 


Hum. Nay my lords, tis not my words that troubles 75: 


But my preſence, proud prelate as thou art: 
But Ile be gone, and giue thee leaue to ſpeake. 
Farewell my lords, and ſay when I am gone, 
I propheſied France would be loſt ere long. 


Exit duke Hum 


Card. There goes our protector in a rage. 
My lords you know he is my great enemy, 
And though he be protector of the land, 
And thereby couers his deceitful! thoughts. 
For you well ſee, if he but walke the ſtreetes, 
The common people ſwarme about him ſtraight, 
Crying Ieſus bleſſe your royall excellence, 
With God preſerue the good duke Humfrey, 
And many things beſides that are not knowne, 
Which time will bring to light in ſmooth duke Hum 
But I will after him, and if I can, 
Ile lay a plot to heaue him from his ſcate. 


Exit Cartinill. 


Buck. But let vs watch this haughty cardinall, 
Colin of Somerſet be rulde by me, 
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of Yorks and LancasTzR? 


J V-cle watch duke Humfrey and the cardinall too, 


and put them from the marke they taine would hit. 
gamer. Thankes coſin Buckingham, ioyne thou with me, 
And both of vs with the duke of Suffolke, 
Weele quickly heaue duke Humfrey from his ſeate. 
tuck. Content, come then let vs about it ſtraight, 
Fg; either thou or I will be protector, 
Exit Buckingham and Somerict, 
©). Pride Went before, ambition followes after, 
Whilſt theſe do ſeeke their owne prefer ments thus, 
My lords let vs ſeeke for our countries good: 
Ofc haue I ſeene this haughty cardinall 
Swcate, and forſweare himſelfe, and brave it out, 
ort like 2 ruffian then a man of the church. 


| Colin Jurte, the victories thou haſt wonne, 


in Ireland, Nermanday, and in France, 

Hath wonne thee immortal praife in England. 

And thou brave Warwicke, my thrice valiant ſonne, 
Thy ſimple plainnefſe and thy houſe-keeping, 

Hach won thee credit amongſt the common ſort, 

{he reuerence of mine age, and Neuels name, 

is of no little force if I command, 

Then let vs ioyne all three in one for this, 

That good duke Humfrey may his ſtate poſſeſſe, 
Hut wherefore weeps Warwicke my noble ſonne. 

War. For greete that all is loſt that Harwicle won, 

Sonnes. Anioy and Maine, both giuen away t once, 

Why Warwick did win them, and muſt that then which we 
wonne with our ſwords, be given away with words. 

Lorle. As I have read, our kings of England were wont 
to have large dowries with their wives, but our king Henry 
eines away his owne, 

S/, Come ſonnes away and looke vnto the maine, 

VoL. III. E War, 
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Wir. Voto the Maine, Oh father Maine is loſt, 
Which Warw:icke by maine force did win from France, ; 
Maine chance father you meant, but I meant Maine, 8? 
Which I will win from France or elſe be ſlaine. 5 : 
Exit Saliſbury and Warwic., WE * 
York. Anioy and Maine, both giuen vnto the French, 1 
| Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France, 


| Euen as I haue of fertile England. 
A day will come when Irie ſhall claime his owne, 3 
And therefore I will take the Neueis parts, A 
And make a ſhew of love to proud duke Humfprey : 
| And when I ſpy aduantage, claime the crowne, Al 
For thats the golden marke J feeke to hit: e 
Nor ſhall proud Lancaſter vſurpe my right, 1 
Nor hold the ſceptre in his childiſh fiſt, I 
Nor weare the diadem vpon his head, ; W 
Ba, 


Whoſe church: like humors fits not for a crowne : 3 
Then Yorke be ſtill a while till time doe ſerue, 00 
Watch thou, and wake when others be aſleepe, 
To pry into the ſecrets of the ſtate, 

Till Henry ſorfetting in ioyes of loue, = * 


With his new bride, and Englands deere bought que | The 
And Humfrey with the peeres be falne at jartes, FD: 


Then will I raiſe aloft the milke-white roſe, . 

With whoſe ſweete ſmell the ayre (hal! be perfumde, 1 

And in my ſtandard beare the armes of Lorle, | 

To grapple with the houſe of Lancafter : 

And force perforce, Ile make him yeelde the crowne, 
Whole bookifh rule hath puld fair Eng/and gowne. 
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Enter. duke Humfrey, and dame Ellanor, Cobham +: 41 


Elnor. Why droope my lord like ouer - ripened core, 
Hanging the head at Ceres plenteous load, 


of Yorke and LancasTra; 


What ſeeſt thou duke Humfrey king Henries crowne ? 
Peach at it, and if thine arme bee too ſhort, 

Mine ſhall lengthen it. Art thou not a prince? 

Vackle to the king? and his protector? 


Then what ſhouldſt thou Jacke that might content thy minde ? 
Hum. My louely Nell, farre be it from my heart, 
Jo thinke of treaſons gainſt my ſoueraigne lord, 
| i | But I was troubled with a dreame to night, 
And God I pray, it do betide none ill. 
nor. What dreamt my lord ? Good Humfrey tell it me, 
And le interpret it: and when thats done, 
lle tell thee then what J did dreame to night. 
| Hum. This night when J was laid in bed, I dreamt 
That this my ſtaffe, mine office badge in court, 
Was broke in twaine, by whom I cannot geſſe: 
beer as J thinke by the cardinall. What it bodes 
God knowes z and on the ends were plac'd 
Jie heads of Edmund duke of Somer/et, 
= And William de la Pole firſt duke of Suf ole. 
| Elnzr. Tuſh my lord, this ſignifies nought but this, 
That he that breakes a ſticke of G/fters groue, 
ball for the offence make forfet of his head. 
W Bt now my lord Ie tell you what I dreamer, 
W Methoupht I was in the cathedrall church 
WA #/min{ter, and ſeated in the chaire 
dogs and quecenes are crown'd, and at my feete 
and Margaret with a crowne of gold, 
Sd ready to fet it on my princely head, 
die Neff. Ambitious woman as thou art, 
B\'t thou not ſecond woman in this land, 
he protectors wife ? belou'd of him 
thou (ill be hammering treaſon thus ? 
ay, and let me heure no more. 
er, How now my lord, what angry with your Nell 
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For telling but her dreame ? The next I haue 

Ile keepe it to my ſelfe, and not be rated thus. 
Hum. Nay Nell, Ile giue no credit to a dreame, 

But I would have thee to thinke on no ſuch things. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meß. And it pleale your grace, the king and que-n | 
morrow morning will ride a hawking to S. Albones, 
craues your company along with them, 

Hum. With all my heart; I will attend his grace. 
Come Yell, thou wilt go with vs J am ſure. 

Exit Humſrcy 

Elnor. Ile come after you, for I cannot go before, 

As long as Claſter beares this baſe and humbie mind 

Were I a man, and protector as he is, 

I'de reach to'th crowne, or make ſome hop headleſlc. 

And being but a woman, Ile not behinde 

For playing of wy part, in ſpite of. all that ſeek > * 
me thus 

Who is within there ? 


Euter /i John Hum. 


What fir Vn Hum, what newes with you ? 

Sir lohn. Ieſus preſerue your maieſty. 

Flnor. My maieſty: why man, I am but grace, 

Sir lohn. 1, but by the grace of God, and Hums a 
Your graces ſtate ſhall be aduanc'd ere long. 

Elnor. What, haſt thou conferr'd with Margery 7 
the cunning witch of Rye, with Roger Bull-nbrook: 
reft ? and will they vndertake to do me good? 

Sir lohn. T have madam, and they hane promiſe. 
raiſe a ſpirit from depth of ynder ground, that ſhal! 
grace all queitions you demand, 


of Yorke and LAN CAST ER. 


Elngr. Thankes good fir John, 
Some two dayes hence I geſſe will ft our time, 
Then ſee that they be heere: 
For now the king is riding to Saint Allones, 
Ap! all the dukes and earles along with him. 
When they be gone, then ſafely may they come, 
And on the backe ſide of my orchard heere, 
There caſt their ſpelles in ſilence of the night, 
And fo reſolue vs of the thing we wiſh ; 
Till when, drinke that for my ſake, and ſo farewell. 
Exit Elanor. 
* Sir hn. Now fir {hn Hum, no words but mum. 
Sdale vp your lips, for you muſt ſilent be : 
| Theſc gifts ere long will make me mighty rich, 
The dutcheſſe ſhe thinkes now that all is well, 
et 1 haue gold comes from another place, 
"rom one that hyred me to ſet her on, 
Io plot theſe treaſons gainſt the king and peeres ; 
Aud that is the mighty duke of Sufolke. 
; For he it is, but J muſt not ſay fo, 
That by my meanes muſt worke the dutcheſſe fall, 
Who now by coniurations thinkes to rife. 
Bat whiſt fir Lyn, no more of that I tro, 
For feare you loſe your head before you go. Exit, 
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Enter tuo Petitioners, and Peter the armourers man. 


S; 


| 1, Pe7:ft, Come firs lets linger here abouts a while, 

ai my lord protector come this way, 

ee may ſhew his grace our ſeneral cauſes, 

2. Pit, I pray God ſaue the good duke Humyries life, 
WS for but for him a many were vadone, 

W | ©) cannot get no ſuccour in the court. 

4 But tec where he comes with the queene. 

5 E 3 Enter 
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* 


Enter the duke of Suffolke with the Quecne, and they take hin 
for duke Humfrey, and giues him their writings. 


1. Petit. Oh we are vndone, this is the duke of SIe, 

Queene. Now good-fellows, whom would you ſpeak witha] 

2. Petit. It it pleaſe your maieſtie with my lord protectos 
grace. 

Qu. Are your ſuits to his grace? Let vs ſee them fir}, 
Looke on them my lord of Suffolke. 

Suffolke. A complaint againſt the cardinals man, 
What hath he done ? 

2. Petit. Marry my lord, he hath ſtole away my wite, 
And th'are gone together, and 1 know not where to t 


them, 
Suff. Hath he ſtole thy wife? that's ſome iniury indecde. 


But what ſay you ? 


8 þ 9 a 
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Peter Thumpe. Marry fir I come to tell you, that my may l : 
ſter ſaide, that the duke of Torte was true heire to the crown, * 
and that the king was an vſurer. A 

Queene. An vſurper thou wouldſt ſay. 8 

Peter. I forſooth, an vſurper. = 

Queene. Didſt thou ſay the king was an vſurper ? : 

Pieter. No forſooth, I faide my maiſter faide ſo, th oþ 
day when wee were ſcowring the duke of Torkes armour ::: 0 5 
parret. f = 

Sf. J marry, this is ſomething like, 5 
Who's within there ? 8 

Enter one er tue. ; r 
Sirra, take in this fellow, and keepe him cloſe, ar 
And fend out a purſeuant for his maſter ſtraight, þ Ur « 
Weele heere more of this thing before the king. 8 


Exit with the armor .- 


- — 
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— 
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Ur cle thou hadſt not brought me cut of France. 
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Now fir, what's yours? Let me fee it, 
What's heere ? 
A complaint againit the duke of Suffolle, lor encloſing the 
-ommons of long Melfford. 
ow now fir knaue, 
1. Petit. I beſeech your grace to g ar lon we, I am but a 
meſſenger for the whole rowne-thip, 
He teares the paper.. 
5 o{ke, So now ſhew your petitions to duke Humfrey. 
Villaines get you gone, and come not neere the court, 
Dare theſe peſants write againſt me thus? 
©xit Petitioners, 
®:0ene. My lord of Sisi you may fee by this, 
The commons loves vato that hauphty duke, 
That feekes to him more then to king Henry: 
Whote eyes are alwaies poring on his booke, 
And nere regards the honor of his name, 
Bat (till muſt be protected like a childe, 
And goucrned by that ambitious duke, 
That ſcarſe will moone his cap to ſpeake to vs, 
And his proud wife, high-minded Elanor, 
Thar raffles it with ſuch a troope of ladies, 
\\; ſtrangers in the court take her for queene : 
She beares a dukes whole reuennewes on her backe. 
The other day ſhe vanted to her maides, 
Phat the very traine of her worſt gowne, 
as worth more wealth then all my fathers landes. 
it! any greefe of minde be like to this? 
tell thee Pole, when thou didſt run at tilt, 
\nd Holſt away our ladies hearts in France, 
| wong gut king Henry had bene like to thee, 


Suff Madam, content your felfe a little while, 
\s | was cauſe of your comming into England, 
E 4 


| . o 
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So will I in Eagland worke your full content: 
And as for proud duke Humſrey and his wife, 
haue ſet lime-twigs that will entangle them, 
As that your grace ere long ſhall vnderſtand. 
But ſtay madame, hcere comes the king. 


Enter king Henry, and the duke of Yorke and the duke of Sm, 


merſet on both ſides of the king, whiſpering with him 


entereth dike Humphrey, dame Elanor, the duke of Buc 


ingham, #he earle of Saliibury, the earle of Warwicke, 2/ 


the cardinall of Wincheſter. 


King. My lords I care not who be repent in France, ori 


or Smerſet, all's one to me. 

Yorke, My lord, it Torke haue ill demean'd himſcife, 
Let Scmer/et enioy his place, aud go to Fraunce. 

Som, Then whom yonr grace thinkes worthy, let him got 
And there be made the regent ouer the French. 

Warwicke, Whomſoeuer you account worthy, 
Yorke is the worthielt, 

Card, Peace Warwicke, giue thy betters leaue to ſpeal 

lar. The cardnal's not my better in the fields. 

Buch. All in this place are thy betters farre, 

Har. And Warwicke may liue to be beſt of all. 

Qucenc. My lord in mine opinion, it were belt that 
ſet were regent oner France. 

Hum. Madame, our king is olde enough himſelfe, 
To giue his anſwer without your conſent. 

Ouecne. If he be old enough, what needs your grace 
To be protector ouer him ſo long. 

Hum. Madam, I am but protector ore the land, 
And when it pleaſe his grace, I will reſigne my charp* 

Sufolte. Reſigne ii then, for fince thou waſt a ki 
(As who is king but thee ;) the common ſlate 
Doth as we ſee, all wholly go to wracke, 
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And millions of treaſure hath beene ſpent. 
And as for the regentſhip of France, 
| fay S-merſet is more worthy then Yorke, 
Forks. Te tell thee Sufolke why I am not worthy, 
N-canſe I cannot flatter as thou cauſt. 
War. And yet the worthy deeds that Vor he * done, 
111d make him worthy to be hononred hee 
8. Peace head - ſtrong Warwicke. 
Har. Image of pride, wherefore ſhould J peace? 
5;f. Becauſe heere is a man accuſde of treaſon, 
ay God the duke of Yorke do cleare himſclfe. 
Ho, - bring hither the armourer and his man, 


7 


; 
| 
i 


Enter the Armourer and his man. 


Ei it pleaſe your grace, this fellow here, hath accuſed his maſ- 
ter of high treaſon, and his wordes were theſe : That the 
dale of Yorke was Jawfull heire vnto the crowne, and that 
your grace was an viurper. 

Vine, I beſeech your grace let him haue what puniſhment 

e will affoord for his villainy. 
Come hither fellow, didſt thou ſprake theſe words:? 
Arm. An't ſhall pleaſe your worſhip, I never fayde any 


ſoch matter, God is my witneſſe, I am falſely accaſed by this 


mn 2 heere, 
Peter, Tis no matter for that, you did tay ſo. 
fe, I beſeech your grace let him haue the law. 
rer. Alas maſter, hang me if ever I ſpake the words. 
N is my prentice, and when I did correct him tor 
a 5 the other day, he did vow vpon his knees that 
© 071d be cucn with mee: I haue good witnelle of this, and 
veto I beſeech your worſhip do not caſt away an honeſt 
i 107 a villaines accuſation, 
uy, Vucle Cleſter, what do you thinke of this? 


_ 
" 


, * OW * * 
8 T £6 So ed; 
. 


Hum. 
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Hum. The law my lord is this by caſe, it reſts ſuſp . 
That a day of combate be appointed, | 
And there to try each others right or wrong, 

With Eben ſtaues and ſandbags, combatting 
In Smithfield, before your royall maleſty. Exit Hunte, 

Armour, And I accept the combate willingly. 

Peter. Alaſſe my lord, I am not able for to fight. 

Sf. You muſt either fight ficra, or elſe be hang'd - 

Go take them hence againe to priſon. Exit with ij; 


The Queene lets fall her gloue, and hits the dutcheſſe of G\ ter, 


a boxe on the care. 


Ouneene, Giue me my gloue. Why minion can you nut (+! 
Shee 1 riet hey 

I cry you mercy madam, I did miſtake, 
I did not thinke it had bene you. 

Elnor. Did you not proud French-woman ? 
Could I come necre your dainty viſage wich my nay les 
lde fet my ten command'ments in your face. 

King. Be patient gentle aunt, 
It was againſt her will. 

Elnor. Againſt her will. Good king ſhee'll dandle 
If thou wilt alwayes thus be rul'd by her, 


ms M4 
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But let it reſt : as ſure as I do hue, E 
She ſhall not ſtrike dame E/nor vnreueng'd. 14 1 
Exit Elud n. 

King. Belecue me my love, thou wert much too b ne Ane 

i would not for a thonſand pounds of gold, ne 
My noble vackle had beene heere in place. 
Enter duke Humfrey. a 

But fee where he comes: I am glad he met her no. | a 
Vnkle C/oer, what anſwer makes your grace, 8 a 
Concerning our regent for the realme of France, = 
l 


Whom thinkes your grace is meeteſt for to ſend. 


of Yorks and Lau cASsTER. 


uin. My gracious lord, then this is my reſolue, 
ror that theſe words the armourer ſhould ſpeake, 
Vos breede ſuſpition on the part of Yorke, 
et bomerſet be regent ore the French, 
Frill trials made, and Yorke may cleare himſelfe. 
= Xing. Then be it ſo, my lord of Somerſet, 
we make your grace regent ouer the French, 
: P50 to defend our right 'gainſt forraine foes, 
And ſo do good vnto the realme of. France. 
ke haſt my lord, tis time that you were gone, 
be time of truce is I chinke full expic'd. 
# $:mer. I humbly thanke your royall maieſty, 
ſand take my leaue to poſte with ſpeed to France. 
Exit Somerſet. 
King, Come vakle Ghft er, now let's haue our horſe, 
For we will to Saint Albones preſently, 
Placa your hawke they ſay is ſwift of flight, 
end we will try how ſhe will flye to day, Exit omnes. 


# va # 


. Elanor, with fir lohn Hum, Roger Bullenbrooke @ 
; Conmwrer, and Margery Iourdaine a witch, 
5 


Flnor, Heere fir lahn, take this ſcrole of paper here, 
x herein is writ the queſtions you ſhall aſke, 
nd 1 will ſtand vpon this tower heere, 
Lad heare the ſpirit what it ſayes to you : 
And to io my queſtions, write the anſwers downe. 
A She goes up to the Toter. 
n. Now firs begin, and caſt your ſpels about, 
Aud charme the fiendes for to obey your wils, 
| And ici! dame Elnor of the thing ſhe aſkes. 

= itch, Then Roger Bullenbrogks about thy taſke, 

* wt [rame a circle heere vpon the earth, 
gut 1 thereon all proſtrate on my face, 


* 
3 
— 
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Do talke and whiſper with the diuels below, 


And conture them for to obey my will. 
Shee lyes downe won ber fi 


| Bullenbrooke makes a circle. 1 
Bullen. Darke night, dread night, the ſilence of the h 3 
Wherein the furies maſke in helliſh troupes, ; 
Send vp I charge you from Setus lake, : 
The ſpirit 4/calen to come to mee, : 
To pierce the bowels of this centricke carth, 5 
And hither come in twinkling of an eye, | Ip 
Ajcalen, aſſenda, aſſenda. | : | 


It thunders and lightens, and then the Spirite rie 


Spirit. Now Bullenbrogke what wouldſt thou haue me de 

Bullen. Firſt of the king, what ſhall become of hin 

Sþ:rit, The duke yet lines, that Henry ſhall depoſc, 
But him out-line, and dye a violent death. 

Bullen. What fate awaites the duke of Sugo ke. 

Spirit. By water ſhall he die, and take his end. 

Bullen. What ſhall betide the duke of Somerſet. 

Spirit. Let him ſhun caſtles, fafer ſhall he be vpon d 
{andy plaincs, then where caltles mounted ſtand : 
Now queſtion me no more, for I mult hence againe. ny 

He finkes double 11011 ” 

Bullen. Then downe I fay, vnto the damaed pool = 2 
Where Pluto in his fiery waggon fits, BUF 
Riding amidſi the ſindg'd and parched {moakes, Wi. 
The rode of Dytas by the riuer Si: = / 
There howle and burne for euer in thoſe flames, 
Riſe Tourdain? riſe, and Nay thy charming ſpels. 
Zounds, we are betraide. _-— | | = 
Enter the duke of Yorke, and the duke of Buckingham, 4: 11" WE Mey! 


'S. | ? 
Th \ > 
4 


Yorke. Come firs, lay hands on them, and binde 
This time was well watcht. What madame are yu. 


_ 1 * of FE 8 * 
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us will be great credit {or your huſband, 
That you are plotting treaſon thus with coniurers, 


„ Tr. kiog ſhall haue notice of this thing. 
F, Exit Elnor aboue. 
\ WEE 7:4. See heere my lord, what the divell hath writ. 


Yorke, Gine it me my lord, Ile ſhew it to the king: 
Co firs, ſee them faſt lockt in priſon. 


„ „ 
Ons POE 5 OE I OE 


Exit with them. 
Huchting. My lord, I pray you let me 90 poſte vnto the king, 
Vito 5, Albones, to tell this nAeWes, 
Yorke. Content. Away then, about it ſtraight. 
Farewell my lord. Exit Buckingham, 
rte. Whole within there 


Euter one. 


Une, My lord, 

Prke. Sirrah, go will the earles of Sal/bury and Warwick 
0 lop with me to night. Exit Yorke, 

Cnc, | will my lord. Exit. 


Enter the King and Queene with her hawke on her fit, and 
Aue Humfrey and Suffolke, and the Cardinail, as if they 


came from hawhing. 


Lucene. My lord, how did your grace Iike this laſt flight? 
ut as | caſt her off the winde did rite, 
mas ten to one, od hue had not gone out. 
= {in How wonderfull the Lords workes are on earth, 
1 in N lilly creatures ot bis hands, 
Slater, how hye your hawke did lore, 
a todaine ſouc'd the pa 'tridge Jdowne, 
'. No marvell if it pleaſe your maieſty, 
lord protectors hawkes do towre fo well, 
now their maſter ſores a faulcons pitch. 


a 


Jum. 
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Hum. Faith my lord, it's but a baſe minde, 

That ſores no higher than a bird can fore. 

Card. I thought your grace would be aboue the cloud. 

Hum. I my lord cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly to heaven. 

Card. Thy heauen is on earth, thy words and though; 
beate on a crowne, proud protector, dangerous pete » 
{moothe it thus with king and commonwealth, 

Hum. How now my lord, why this is more then nec, 
church men ſo hot? Good vnckle can you do't. 

Suf. Why not, haning fo good a quarrell, and fo (1 
cauſe ? 

Hum. As how, my lord. 

Suf. As you, my lord, and tlike your lordly Jordes pro 
tectorſhip. 

Hum, Why Suffolke, England knowes thy inſolenc: 

Queen. And thy ambition Glofter. 

King. Ceaſe gentle queene, and whette not on th<i- fur 
lords to wrath, for bleſſed are the peace-makers on cri! 

Card. Let me be bleſſed for the peace I make, 

Againſt this proud protector with my ſword. 

Hum, Faith holy vnkle, I would it were come to tht, 

Card, Euen when thou dar'ſt, 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee prieſt, Plantagenets coil! hl 
brook the dare. 

Card. I am Plantagenet as well as thou, and ſont: to 7 
of Gaunt. 

Hum. In baſtardy. 

Card. i ſcorne thy words. 

Hum. Make vppe no factions numbers, but euen 
owne perſon meete me at the eaſt end of the groue. 

Card. Here's my hand, I will. 

King. Why how now lords ? 
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Card. Faith cofin Glefter, had not your man caſt off ſo 


8 ſoone, WE had had more ſport to day, ene with thy ſword 
a buckler. 


fun. Gods mother prieſt ile ſhane your crowne. 
(ard. Protector, protect thy ſelfe well. 
King, The winde growes high, ſo doth your choller lords 


Enter one crying a miracle, a miracle, 


How now? Now ſirra, what miracle is it ? 


June. And it pleaſe your grace, there is a man that came 


rund to S. Albones, and hath received his ſight at the ſhrine. 


| King, Go fetch him hether, that we may glorifie the Lord 
Wich him. 


er the maizr of Saint Albones, and his brethren, with mu- 


ficke, bearing the man that had bene blind between tus in a 
chaire. 


5 * Thou happy man, give God eternall praiſe, 
or he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

3 nere waſt thou borne ? | 
: Prore man. At Barwicke pleaſe your maicſty in the north. 
Hum. At Barwicke, and come thus farre for helpe. 
EW man, I fir, it was told me in my ſleepe, 

at fweete Saint Albonet ſhould give me my fight againe, 
| unn. What are lame too? 
f *l 
y 


* 


man. 1 indeede fir, God helpe me. 
um. How camſt thou lame? 
man. With falling off a plum tree. 
Ham. Wert thou blind and would climb plumtrees ? 
', 41, Neuer but once fir ia all my life, 


= , did long for plummes. 


um. But tell me, wert thou borne blinde? 
”, nan, I truly fir, 


Woman 
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Woman. I indeed fir, he was borne blinde, 
Hum. What art thou his mother ? 
Woman. His wife ir. 
Hum. Hadſt thou beene his mother, 
Thou couldſt have better tolde. 
Why let me ſee, I thinke thou canſt not ſee yet. 
P. man. Yes truly maſter, as cleare as day. 
Hum. Sayſt thou fo: what colour's his cloake ? 
P. man. Red maſter, as red as blood. 
Hum. And his cloake ? 
F. man. Why that's greene, 
Hum. And what colour's his hoſe ? 
P. man. Yellow maſter, yellow as gold. 
Hum. And what colour's my gowne ? 
P. man, Blacke fr, as blacke as iet. 
King. Then belike he knowes what colour jet cr 
SF. And yet I thinke jet did he neuer ſee. 
Him, But clokes and gowns ere this day many 07: 
But tell me firra, what's my name? 
P. man. Alas maſter I know not. 
Hum. What's his name ? 
P. man, I know not. 
Him. Nor his? 
P. man. No truly ſir. 
fHlum. Nor his name? 
P. man. No indeede maſter. 
Hum. Whats thine owne name? 
P. man. Sander, and it pleaſe you maſter. 
Hum. Then Sander fit there, the lyingeſt knaue in mille 
dom. If thou hadſt bene borne blinde, thou mip it! + 


have knowne all our names, as thus to name the jeu! + 
| 


L 


lours wee do weare. Sight may diſtinguiſh ot «0. 
ſodainly to nominate them all, it is impoſſible. NI. 
Albanes hecre hath done a miracle, and would you 2! © 
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js cunning to bee great, that could reſtore this cripple to his 
legs againc. 

p. man. O maſter I would you could. 

Hum. My maſters of S. Albones, 
1721s you not beadles in your towne, 
And things call'd whippes ? 

Mayor. Yes my lord, if it pleaſe your grace. 

bum. Then fend for one prelently. 

Maizr. Sirra, go fetch the beadle hither ſtraight, 

Exit one. 

Hum, Now fetch me a ſtoole hither by and by. 
Now, firra, if you meane to ſaue your ſelte from whipping, 
Leape me ouer this ſtoole, and runne away. 


Enter a Beadle. 


P. Alas maſter T am not able to ſtand alone, 
You go about to torture me in vaine. 
Hum. Well ſir, we muſt haue you finde your legges. 
Sirra beadle, whip him till he leape ouer that ſame ſtoole. 
Beadle, I will my lord, come oa ſirra, off with your dou- 
blet quickly. 
P;;re man. Alas maſter what mall I do, I am not able to 
@ [::nd. | 


= //t:r the beadle hath hit him one ierke, he leapes over the floole, 
= and runnes away, and they run after him, crying @ my- 
race, a myracle, 


Hum. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and 

E through euery market towne füll he comes at Bar- 
here he was borne, 

” Mite It ſhall be done my lord. Exit Mayor, 

| Syf. My lord protector hath done wonders to day, 

{+ hath made the blinde to ſee, and halt to goe. 

Vol. III. F 


Humg h- 
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Humph, I, but you did greater wonders, whe you m. 
whole dukedomes flye in a day. 
Witneſſe France, 
King. Haue done I fay, and let me heare no more 


Enter the duke of Buckingham, 


What newes brings duke Humfrey of Buckingham * 
Buck. Ill newes for ſome my lord, and this it is, 

That proud dame E/nor our protectors wife, 

Hath plotted treaſons gainſt the king and pecres, 

By witchcrafts, ſorceries, and coninrings, 

Who by ſuch meanes did raife a ſpirit vp, 

To tell her what hap ſhould betide rhe ſtate, 

But ere they had ſiniſht their divelliſh drift, 

By Yorks and my ſelfe they were all ſurprizde, 

And heeres the anſwere the diuell did make to them. 
King. Firſt of the king, what ſhall become of him 
Reads. The duke yet lives, that Henry ſhall de pe 

Yet him out-line, and die a violent death. 9 

Gods will be done in all, EK 

What fate awairs the duke of SIe? 

By water ſhall he die and take his end. 

Suffolke. By water muſt the duke of Suffstke die 

It muſt be ſo, or eiſe the diuell doth lie. F 


King. Let Semer/et ſhun caſtles, 1 * 
For ſafer ſhall he be vpon the {andy plaines, 3 
Then where caſtles mounted ſtand. = 

1 


Card. Heeres good ſtuffe, how now my lord proc 
This newes I thiake hath turnd your weapons point, 
am in doubt youle ſcarſely keepe your promiſe. 

Humph Forbeare ambitious prelate to vrge my 519-0, 
And pardon me my gracious ſoueraigne, 

For heere 1 ſweare vnto your maicſty, 
That J am guiltleſſe of theſe hainous crimes 
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Which my ambitious wife hath falſly done, 
And for ſhe would betray her ſoueraigne lord, 
{ heere renounce her from my bed and boord, 
And leaue her open for the law to iudge, 
Vnleſſe the cleare her ſelfe of this foule deed, 
King. Come my lords, this night weele lodge in S. Albones, 
And to marrow we will ride to London, 
And tiie the vtmoſt of theſe treaſons forth, 
Come vackle Gloſter along with vs, 


My winde doth tell me thou art innocent, Exit amnes. 


Pnter the duke of Yorke, and the carlet of Saliſbury aud Wars 
Wicke. 


Yorke. My lords, our ſimple ſupper ended thus, 
et me reueale vnto your honors heere, 
The right and title of the houſe of Yorke 
To Engtands crowne by lineall deſent. 

Har. Then Yorke begin, and if thy claine be good, 
The Neuils are thy ſubiccts to command. 

Y,r4e, Then thus my lords, 

| Edvard the third had {even ſonnes, 
: he lifft was Edward the blacke prince, 
x Prince of ales. 
E The ſecond was William of Ha!fidd, 
3 Win aye d young. 
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ac fourth was [hn of Gaunt, 
Juke of Lancaſter. 

inc füt was Edmund of Lange * 

Duke of! Yorke 

ve lixt was Hilliam of Il indſare, 

Vigo ernst d young. 


cauenth and laſt was fir Thomas of W:odtocke, duke of 


b ir . was ' Y, 40 1, duke of Cl, ILENCE 
Th 
. 


T2 Now 
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Now Edward the blacke prince dyed before his father, len 
ing behinde him two {onnes, Edward borne at Angoleſme, wr 
died young, and Richard that was after crowned king, by. 
name of Richard the ſecond, who dyed without an heyre. . 

Lyonell duke of Clarence dyed, and left him one only du] BT « 
ter, named Phillip, who was married to Edmund Yen e KT : 
earle of March and V/fer : and fo by her I claime the crow, WIT - 

as the true heire to Lyenell duke of Clarence, third ſorn: 1» 
Edward the third. Now fir, in time of Richards reigre, Hen. 
ry of Bullingbrocke, ſonne and heire to hn of Gaur!, th: 


duke of Lancaſter fourth ſonne to Edward the third, he clan 
ed the crowne, depoſd” the merthfull king, and as both wy 
know, in Pomfret caſtle harmeleſſe Richard was hametulg 
murthered, and ſo by Richards death came the houſe 
cafler vnto the crowne. 

Sal. Saving your tale my lord, as I have heard in the 
of Bullenbrogte, the duke of Yorke did claime the crowns, 214 
but for Owen Glendour had bene king. 

Yorke. True: but ſo it fortuned then, by meanes 2 
monſtrous rebell G/zndour, the noble duke of Yorke u pit 
to death, and fo euer ſince the heires of ohn of Gant 
poſſeſſed the crowne. But if the iſſue of the elder ſhov'! 
ſucceed before the iſſue of the younger, then am 1 1-4/1 
heire vnto the kingdome, 

tarwicke. What proceedings can be more plaine, b. 
it from Eyone!! duke of Clarence, the third ſonne to £/wwar! 
the third, and Henry from {hn of Gaunt the fort u 
So that till Lianels iſſue ſailes, his ſhould not reigno. {274 
not yet, but fouriſheth in thee and in thy ſonnes, 
of ſuch a ſtocke. - Then noble father, Kneele we bot! 
ther, and in this priuate place, be we the firſt tg honon © 
with birth - right to the crowne, 

Bulh, Long live Richard Englands royall king. 
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nne 1 thanke you both. But lords I am not your king, 
vatil this ſword be ſheathed euen in the hart blood of the houſe 
of Lancaſler. 

ar. Then Torke aduiſc thy ſelfe, and take thy time, 
(lime thou the crowne, and ſet thy ſtandard vp, 
And in the ſame aduance the milke-white role, 
And then to guard it, will 1 rowſe the beare, 
Eauiron'd with ten thouſand ragged ſtaues, 
To aide and helpe thee for to win thy right, 
auger the proudelt lord of Henries blood, 
That dares deny the right and claime of I, be, 
r why, my minde preſageth I mall live 
io cc the noble duke of Te to be a king. 
I | Yr ts. Thanks noble Warwicke, and Yorke doth hope to ſee, 
The catle of /Varwicke line, to bee the greateſt man in Eng- 
aud but the king. Come lets goe. Exit cines. 
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aber king Henry and the Queene, qdule Humfrey, the duke of 
Zuffolke, and the duke of Buckingham, the Cardinall, and 
dame Elnor Cobham, {ed with the officers, and then enter 
'; them the duke of Yorke, and the earles of Saliſbury and 
Warwicke, 


Ting, Stand forth dame Fluor Cobham dutches of Clofter, 
2 d hearc the ſentence pronounced againſt thee for thele trea- 
Bs, that thou haſt committed agaivſt vs, our ſtate and peercs. 
irt tor thy hainous crime, thou ſhalt two dayes in Len- 
pennance barefoot in the ſtreetes, with a white ſheete 
out thy body, and a waxe taper burning in thy hand. 
hat done, thou ſhalt be baniſhed ſor ener into the e of Man, 
Mere to end thy wretched dnies ; and this is our ſentence irre- 
able, Away with her. 
| tor, Even to my death, for I haue lined too long. 
Exit fome with Elnor. 


73 King, 
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Ning. Greeue not noble vnckle, but be thou glad, 
In that theſe treaſons thus are come to light, 
Leaſt God had pourde his vengeance on thy head, 
For her offences that thou heldſt ſo deare. 
Humph. Oh gracious Henry, giue me leanc 2 while, 
To lecaue your grace, and io deparr away, 
For ſorrowes teares hath gripte my aged heart, 
And makes the fountaines of mine eyes to ſwell, 
And therefore good my lord, let me depart. 
Ring. With all my bart good vnchle, wh+ you please 
Yet ere thou goeſt, Humfrey rehgne thy ſtaffe, 
For #enry will be no more protected, 
The lord ſhall be my guide both tor my land and me. 
Hum. My ſtaffe, I noble Henry, my life and all, 
My ſtaffe, J yeelde as willing to be thine, 
As ere thy noble father made it mine : 
And cuen as willing at thy feete I leave it, 
As others would ambitioully receiue it, 
And long hereatter, when I am dead and gone, 
May honourable pcace attend thy throne, 
King. Vnckle Glfter, ſtand vp aud go in peace, 
No leſſe belon'd of vs, then when 
Thou wert protector over this my land, Exit 
DPueene. Lake vp the ſtaffe, for heere it ought to 
Where ſhould it be, but in king Henries hand? 
Yorke. Pleaſe it your maieſtie, his is the day 
That was appointed for the combating 
Betweene the armourer and his man, my lord, 
And they are ready when your grace doth pleaic, 
King. Then call them forth that they may try thei! 


© „ — 
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Enter at one dgore the Armourer and his Neighbours, 
t5 him fo much that he is drunken, and he enters 
befere him, and his ſtaſte with a ſandbag faſten 7: 
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uf the other doore his man with a drum and jandbag, an 
Prentifes drinking to him, 


; Neighbor, Here neighbour Herner, I drinke to you in a 
1 of facke; and feare not neighbor, you ſhall do well 


Z 


cr nough. 


2 Neigh. And here neighbor, here's a cup of charneco. 
3 Neigh. Here's a pot of good double beere, ucighbor 
lrinke and be merry, and feare not your man. 
Arm, Let it come, yfaith fle pledge you all, 
Aud a figge for Peter, 
i Pren, Here Peter, I drinke to thee, and be not affraid. 
2 Pren, Here Peter, here's a pinte of claret wine for thee. 
ren. And heie's a quart for me, and be merry Peter, 
\nd feare not thy maſter, fight for credit of the Prentilcs. 
Peter. I thanke you all, bat Ile drinke no more: 
leere Robin, and if I dye, heere I gine thee my hammer, 


Aud i thou ſhalt have my aperne ; and hecre Tom, 


lac all the money that I haue. 


mn JW: - * by” 


O {ord bleſſe me I pray God, for I am cener able to dcale 
wilt my maticr, he hath Jearn'd io much fence already. 
»4/te, Come keauc your drinking, and fall to blowes. 
a, Waat's thy name? 
Pet, Peter forſooth. 
dall. Peter: what more? 
Pet. Thumpe, | 
Jas, Thumpe, then ſee that thou thumpe thy maiſter. 
im, Here's to thee neighbour, fill all the pots againe, for 
ine Wee fight, looke you, I will tell you my minde; for 


come hither as it were of my. mans inſtigation, to proue 


> 
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my lelte an honeſt man, and Peter a knuue: and fo haue at 

you Peter with downright blowes, as Beis of South-hampton 

| ppon Aſcapart. | 

„Law you now, I told you hee's in his fence already. 
Alarmes, Peter bits him on the head and fels him. 
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Arm. Hold Peter, I confeſſe, treaſon, treaſon. He die 
Pet. O God I giue hee praile. He kneels d , 
Pren. Ho well done Peter. God ſaue the king. 
King. Go take hence that traitor from our ſight, 
For by his death we do perceiuc his guilt, 
And God in juſtice hath reneal'd to vs 
The truth and innocence of this poore fellow, 
Which he had thought to have murthered wrongfully 
Come fellow, follow vs for thy reward, Exit anne 
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Enter duke Humfrey and his men, in mourning cl:o/ 


Hum. Sura, what's 2 clocke ? 
Seruing. Almoit ten my lord. 
Hum. Then is that wofull houre hard at hand, 
That my poore lady ſhould come by this way, 
In ſhamefull penance wandering in the ſtreets, 
Sweet Vell, ill can thy noble minde abrooke 
The abiect people gazing on thy face, 
With enuious lookes 12nghing at thy ſhame, 
That erſt did follow thy proud charior wheeles, 
When thou didſt ride in triumph through the ftreetes, 
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Enter dame Elnor Cobham bare-forte, and a white ſ bes: 
her, with a waxe candle in her hand, and verſes + 
on her backe and pind an, and accompanied with the 3 
of London, and /ir Iohn Standly, and officers, 541i) 0 1 5 

and holbardcs. =. 


Seruing. My gracious lord, fee wher my lady comes, 
Pleaſe it your grace, wecle take her from the ſheriffes ? 

Hump. I charge you for your liues ſtir not a lot, 
Nor offer once to draw a weapon heere, 


| But let them do their office as they ſhould. 
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*/:;r. Come you my lord to ſee my open ſhame ? 
Hier, now thou doſt penance too, 


&-- how the giddy people looke at thee, 
Waking their heads, and pointing at thee hecre, 
Lo gel thee gone, and hide thee from their Fghts, 
a = thy pent vp ſtudy rue my ſhame, | 
Aid ban thine enemies. Ah mine and thine, 
Hum. Ah Weil, ſweet Nell, forget this extreme griefe, 
beate it patiently to eaſe thy heart. 

Fler. Ah Gigſter, teach me to forget my ſelfe, 

F - whillt I thinke I am thy wedded wife, 

2 thought of this doth kill my wofull heart, 

Thc rathleſſe flints do cut my tender teere, 
Aud e when I ſtart, the cruell people laugh, 

ad bids me be adviſed how I treac, 

Ani thus with burning tapor in my hand, 

Milde vo in ſhame, with papers on my backe, 

liter, can J endure this and live ? 
Won ctime lle fay I am duke Humphreys wife, 

pod he 2 prince, protector of the land, 
| Put ſo he rulde, and ſuch a prince he Was, 

ſtood by, whilſt J his fore - lorne dutcheſſe 
is led with ſhame, and made a laughing ſtocke, 
* zery idle raſcald follower. 
W njrey, My lonely Nell, what wouldſt thon haue me do? 
attempt to reſcue thee from hence, 
W 17d incarre the danger of the law, 
Be! thy diſgrace would not be ſhaddowed ſo. 
t thou milde, and ſtir not at my diſgrace, 
e axe of death hang ore thy head, 
bora, ſure it will. For Suffolke he, 
. zy made duke, that may do all in all 
Vith her that loues him fo, and hates vs all, 
3 u pious Yorke, and Bewferd that falſe prieſt, 
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Haue all lymde buſhes to betray thy wings, 
And flye thou how thou canſt, they will entangle che 


Enter a Herald F armes. 
Herald. 1 \uramon your grace vnto his highnes par mon; 
holden at S. Edmonds-bury, the firit of the next month. 
Hum, A parliament, and our conſeut neuer craude 


Therein before, I his is— — 


Well, we will be there. Exit Herald 

Maſter ſheriffe, I pray proceede no further againſt my 

Lady, then the courſe of law extends. ZB 
Sher, Pleaſe it your grace, my office here doth en 5 

And I mult deliuci her to fir hn Stanly, 4 

To be conducted into the fe of Han. | . 
Humſrey. Muſt you tir Ihn conduct my lady þ 
Standly. I my gracious lord, for ſo it is decreed, 3 

And J am ſo commanded by the king. * 


Humph. I pray you fir hn, vie her nere the wo! | 
In that I intreate you to vie her well. © 
The world may ſmile againe, and I may liue : 
To do you favour, if you do it her, E 
And {o fir bn farewell. L 

Elnor, What gone my lord, and bid not me ſarew-' F 


Hunph, Witneſſe my bleeding heart, I cannot ſta ß 7 
Exit Humfr e, + | T7 
Elnor. Then is he gone, is noble G7z/fter gone, = 
And doth duke Humfrey now forſake me too! * 
Then let me haſte from out faire Englands bound? =; 
Come Standly come, and let vs haſte away. A *. 
Stand!y. Madam let's go vato ſome houſe hcerevy, Þ f 
Where you may ſhift your ſelfe betore we go. | | ? 85 
Elncr. Ah good fir lohn, my ſhame cannot be h. 3 


Nor put away with caſting oft my ſhecte: = 9 
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come let us go, maſter ſherifte farewell, 
n halt but done thy office as thou ſnouldſt. 
Exit omnes 


nt, bf Enter to the parliament. 
f Pier tuo » Heralds before, then the dube of Buckingham, he 
: ule of Suffulke, and then the duke of Yorke, and the car- 
1 dinall of Wincheſter, and then the King and the Queene, 
2 e then the earle of Saliſbury, and the earle of Warwicke. 
5 Kino. I wonder our vnkle C/zfter ſtayes ſo long. 
Y Wen Can you not ſee? or will you not per ceiue, 
No that ambitious duke doth vic himſelfe ? 
ii 8 hath beene, but now the time is paſt, 
ot none ſo humble as duke Humfrey vos: 
Pat now let one meete him even in the morne, 
hn cuery one will gine the time of day, 
Net he will neither move nor ſpeake to vs, 
dec you not how the commons follow him 
Wn tr dopes, crying, God fane the good duke Humfrey, 
"ol ing - bin as if he were their king ? 
Leer is no little wan in England, 
MP1s if bs lift to ſtirre commotions, 
r i Ei; likely thar the people will 1ollow him. 


nt ord, if you imagine there is nc ſnch thing, 
| 4 zen let it paſſe, and call't a womans feare. | 
ed of Si Holte, Buckingham, and Yorke, lj: 
. ſp ove my allegations if you can 
| Wn! your ſpeeches, if you can reptoug me, | 
| 1 n (nbſcribe and ſay, T wrong'd the duke. | 
= -/. Well hath your grace foreſeene into that duke, | 
4 0 if 1 had beene licenc'd firſt to ſpeake, 
W {1k 1 ſhould haue told your graces tale. i 


Paco runnes the brooke, whereas the ſtreame is deepeſt. [ 
No, 
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No, no, my ſoueraigne, Clgſter is a man 


Vnſounded yet, and full of deepe deccite. | » 
Enter the duke of Somerſet. 6 

| off 

King. Welcome lord Somerſet, what newes from Fran E 

Samer. Cold newes my lord, and this it is. 1 

That all your holds and townes within thoſe territoric; | Wit 
Is overcome my lord ; all is loſt. * 

King. Cold newes indeede lord Somerſet, 4th 

But Gods will bee done. WJ t: 

Tarke. Cold newes for me, for I had hope of France. S 

Euen as I haue of fertile England, 

£ () 

Enter duke Humirey. - 

Hum. Pardon my liege, that I haue ſtaide fo long. = / 

Suf. Nay Glefter know, that thou art come too {oonr, BY |. 
1 


Vnleſſe thou proue more loyall then chou art, 
We do arreſt thee on high trenſon heere. 
Hum, Why Suf/ olkes duke thou ſhalt not fee me blu 
Nor change my countenance for thine arreſt 
Whereof 1 am guilty, who are my accuſers ? 
Yorke. Tis thoght my lord your grace took bribes #10 
Fr ace, 
And ſtopt the ſoldiers of their pay, 
Through which his maieſty hath loſt all France. 
Hum. 1s it but thought ſo ? And who are they thi: tins: 
lo? 
So God me helpe, as I haue watcht the night, 
Euer intending good for England ſtill, 
That peny that ever I tooke from France, 
Be brought againſt me at the iudgement day. 
I neuer rob'd the foldiers of their pay, 
Many a pound of mine owne proper coſt 
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aue! ſent ouer for the ſoldiers wants, 
.-:u(c I would not racke the needie commons. 
, u your protectorſhip you did denife 
| = ige torments for offenders, by which meanes 
* .und hath beene defam'd by tyrannie. j 
| | Hum. Why tis well knowne, that whilſt I was protector 
Firs was all the fault that was in me: 
A murt therer or foule felonious theefe, 
bat robs and murders filly paſſengers, 
I t©r19rd aboue the rate of common law. 
Sf. Tuſh my lord, theſe be things of no account, 
$ it greater matters are laid vnro your charge, 
do arreſt thee on high treaſon heere, 
Aud commit thee to my good lord cardinall, 
N. ill {ach time as thou canſt cleare thy ſelfe. 
Fn Good vnckle obey to bis arreſt, 
n 1» doubt but thou ſhalt cleare thy ſelfe, 
5 canlcience tels me thou art innocent 


t 
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Hun. Ah gracious Henry, thetic dayes are dangerous 
I would my death might end thefe miſeries, 

Wd ſtay their moodes for good king Henries ſike, 
Put i am made the prologue to their play, 

Bd thouſands more muſt follow after me. 

Tb dreads not yet their lines deſtruction. 

| FO natefull tongue blabs his hearts malice, 
en bery eyes ſhewes his enulous minde, 
ebam proud lookes bewraies his cruel thoghts, 
Wn dogo2d Yorke that levels at the moone, 

N ouerweening arme I haue held backe. 

oon baue ioyn'd to betray me thus: 


lte 


Wt 10) iy gracious lady and ſoueraigne miſtreſſe, 
iv elle haue laid complaints vpon-my head, 


hot want falſe witneſſes enough, 


8 # 


F  2 2:70nglt you, you may haue my life. 
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The prouerbe no doubt will be perform'd, 
A ſtaffe is quickly ſound to beate a dog. 
Suff. Doth he not twit our ſoueraigne lady here, 
As if that ſhe with ignominious wrong, 
Had ſuborn'd or hired ſome to ſweare againſt his life. 
Qu. But I can giue the loſer leaue to ſpeake. 
Hum, Far truer ſpoke then meant, I loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners hearts, they play me falſe, 
Buck. Heele wreſt the ſence, and keepe vs here ©! d 
My lord of WWinche/ter, ſee him ſent away. 
Car. Who's within there? Take in duke Hump”: 
And fee him garded fare within my houſe, 
Hum. Oh, thus king Henry caſts away his crouc!, 
Before his jegs can beare his body vp, 
And puts his watchfull ſhepheard from his ſide, 
Whilſt wolues ſtand fnarring who ſhall bite bun ©: 
Farwell my ſoueraigne, long mayſt thou enioy 
Thy lathers happy daies, free from annoy. 
Exit Hunifrey with the Cain 
King. My lords, what to. your wiſdoms ſhal ſec: 
Do and vndo as if our ſelfe were heere. 
2. What, wil your highneile leaue the parlag 
King. I Margaret, My heart is kild with grietc, 
Wheere I may fit and ſigh in endleſſe mone, 
For who's a traitor, Glofter he is none. 
| Exit King, Saliſbury and ae 
Du. Then fit we downe againe my lord cardinal, 
Suffolke, Buckingham, Yorke and Somerſet. 
Let vs confult of proud duke Humyrics fall, 
In mine opinion it were good he dide, 
For ſafety of our king and common-Wealth. 
Suf. And fo thinke I madam, for as you kno" 
It our king Henry had ſhooke hands with dea“, 
Duke Humfrey then would locke to be our king: 
And it may be by pollicic he workes, 


. 
4 * : 


y 


SOS "$4 <> ö 2 " 0 — 4 "1 
| mme ua © a 8 4 
— - J 
8 4 * o - ” 


o 


of Yorke and LANcAST ER. 


£ 
Af 
4+ 


o briag to paſſe the thing which now we doubt, 9 
ne foxe barkes not when he would ſteale the lamb, ] 


it we take him ere he do the deed, al 
©. 21d not queſtion if that he ſhould line, 1 
ute. No, let him die, in that he is a fox, 4 
K that in living he offend vs more. il 
ir, Then let him die before the commons know, 0 
2 feare that they do riſe in armes for him. 4 
e. Then do it ſodainly my lords. | 
4 5%, Let that be my lord cardinals charge and mine. 1 
, Agreed, for hec's already kept within my houſe. 4 
Enter a Meſſenger, | 
* ; 
: „% How now firrha, what newes ? l 
Mien. Madame, I bring you newes from Jreland, ; 1 
Tis wilde Gnele my lords, is vp in armes, il 
Nich troupes of Iriſh Kernes, that vncontroulde (| 
mn plant themſelues within the Fngh/h pale. 1 
* burnes and Tpoiles the country as they go. 4 
9 92, What redreſſe ſhall we haue for this, my lords? 1 
7 e. Twere good that my lord of So-r/of | | 
i {oc tunate champion were ſent Oucr, 1 
o keepe in awe the ſtubborne 7ri/hmen, | 
0 much good when he was in France. | | 
1110S , Had Yorke bene there with all his farre fetcht 4 
F0.iicics, he might haue loſt as much as I. q 
, ſor Yorke would haue loft his life, before 1 


it trance ſhould haue reuolted from Englands rule. 
| 311-7, 1 fo thou mightſt, and yet haue gouern'd work: then I, 
lende, What worle then naught ? then a ſhame take all. 
"mer, Shame on thy ſelfe, that wiſheth ſhame. 
e. Somerſet forbeare, good Yorke be patient, 
wos take in hand to croſſe the (cas, 


Do affect the claime and houſe of Yorke, 


Jo reape the harueſt which that coyſtrill ſowed, 
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With rroopes of armed men, to quell the pride 
Of thoſe ambitious 7ri/þ that rebell. 
Yorke. Well madame, ſith your grace is ſo content, 
Let me haue ſome bandes of choſen ſoldiers, 
And Yorke ſhall trie his fortunes gainſt thoſe Kerns; 
Querne. Yorke thou ſhalt. My lord of Buckingha, 
Let it be it your charge to muſter vp ſuch ſoldiers 
As ſhall ſuffice him in theſe needful warres. 
Buck. Madame I will, and leuie ſuch a band 
As ſoone ſhall ouercome thoſe 7ri/þ rebels. 
But Yorke, where ſhall thoſe ſoldiors ſtay for thee - 
Yorke. At Briftow, Tie expect them ten daies hes 
Buck. Then thither ſhall they come, and fo far 
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Yorke. Adieu my lord of Buckingham. 

Qucene. Suſfolte, remember what you haue to 
And you lord cardinall, concerning duke Humſrey. 
T'were good that you did lee to it in time, 

Come let vs go, that it may be perform'd. 
h Exit mne, mant lam 

Torte. Now Torke bethiuke thy ſelfe, and rouze thee \y, 
Take time whilſt it is offered thee fo faire, 
Leaſt when thou wouldſt, thou canſt it not att. 
T'was men J lackt, and now they giue them me 
And now whilſt I am buſie in Treland, 

I have ſeduc'd a head-ſtrong Kenti/bman, 
lohn Cade of Aſhford, 

Vnder the title of 15hn Mortimer, 

(For he is like him cuery kinde of way) 
To raiſe commotion, and by that meanes 
I ſhall perceiue how the common people 


Then if he have ſucceſſe in his affaires, 
From Ireland then comes Yorke againe, 
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Now if he ſhould be taken and condemn'd, 
Heel nere confeſſe that I did ſet him on, 
aud therefore ere I go Ile ſend him word, 
To put in practiſe and to gather head, 
Thar ſo ſoone as I am gone he may begin 
Ta riſe in armes with troopes of country ſwaines, 
o helpe him to performe this enterprize. 
ien duke Humfrey, he well made away, 
c Nous then can ſtop the light to England crowne, 
hut re can tame, and headlong pull them downe. 


Exit Yorke, 
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be curtaines being dratone, duke Humfrey is diſcouered 
in his bed, and teus men lying on his breft, and ſmothering 
im in his bed. And then enter the duke of Suffolke ts them. 


How now firs, what haue you difpatcht him? 
Ine. I my lord, hee's dead I warrant you. 

$47. Then fee the cloathes laid ſmoothe about him ſtill, 
WT): when the king comes, he may perceius 
ther, but that he dide of his owne accord. 


\ apr) 
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All things is handiome now my lord. 
Sat. Then draw the curtaines againe and get you gon, 
ind you ſhall haue your firme reward anon, 


Exit murtherers. 


Aer the King and Qneene, tie duke of Buckingham, and the 
due of Somerſet, and the Cardinall. 
King. My lord of Suffolke go call our vnkle Glzfter, 
Wi him this day we will that he do cleere himſelfe. 
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S $4/5/he. I will my lord. Exit Suffolke. 
and good my lords proceed no further *gainſt our vackle, | 
bea by iaſt proofe you can affirme : | 
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For as the ſucking childe or harmleſſe lambe, 
So is he innocent of treaſon to our ſtate. 


Enter Suftolke. 


How now Suffo/ke, where's our vnckle ? 
Suffolke. Dead in his bed, my lord of Glefters dend. 
The King fals in 
Queens. Aye me, the king is dead: helpe, helpe, 1 9 
; Suf. Comfort my lord, gracious Henry comfort, 
King. What doch my lord of Se bid me com: 
Came he cuen now to ſing a rauens note, 
And thinkes he that the cherping of a wren, 
By crying comfort through: hollow voyce, 
I Can ſatisſie my greetes, or calc my heart ? 
| Thou balefull meſſenger out of my ſight, 
0 For cuen in thine eye-bals murther fits: 
i Yet do not goe, Come baſiliſke 
And kill the gazer with thy lookes. 

Pucen. Why do you rate my lord of Sufolke thu 
As if that he had cauſd duke Humfries death? 
Tie duke and I too you know were enemies, 

And yhad beſt ſay that I did murther him. 

King, Ah woe is me for wretched G///ers death 

Ou. Be woe for me more wretched then he w. 
What dolt thou torne away and hide thy foce ? 
am no lon hiome leaper, looke on me. 

Was I for this ngh-wrackt vpon the fea, 

And thrice hs aukward winds driven back fro Eng/at. 
What might it bode, but that well toretclling 
Winds ſald, DECKE not a ſcorpions neſt. 
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Enter the earles of Warwicke and Saliſbury. 


War. My lord, the commons like an hungry hiue of bees, 
Run vp and downe, caring not whom they ſting, 
For good duke Humfries death, whom they report 
To be murthered by Suffolke and the Cardinall heere. 
king, That he is dead good Warwticke, is too true, 
But how he dyed God knowes, not Henry. 
Mar. Enter his priuy chamber my lord, and view the body. 
Cood father fray you with the rude multitude, till I returne. 
Saliſh. IJ will fonne. Exit Saliſbury. 
Warwicke drawes the curtaine:, and fhewes duke Humfrey 
| in his bed. 
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ng. Ah vnkle Cigſer, heaven receine thy ſoule, 
Farewe!! poore Henries ioy now thou art gone. 

ar. Now by his foule that tooke our ſhape vpon him, 
[7 [free vs from his fathers dreadtull curſe, 
am reſolu'd that violent hands were laide 
pon the lite of this thrice famous duke. 

Suf. A dreadfull oath, ſworne with a ſolemne tongue, 
What ;nitance gives lord Warwicke tor theſe words? 
Var. ft haue I ſcene a timely parted ghoſt, 

hy ſemblance, pale and bloodleſſe; 
| loe the blood is ſetled in his face, 
'© better coloured then when he liu'd. 

we'll proportion'd beard made rongh and ſterne, 
} 111/015 Ipred abroad as one that graſpt for life, 
| 1 was by ſtrength ſurpriſd, the leaſt of theſe are probable, 
cant Chooie but he was murthered. 

alle and the Cardinall had him in charge, 

4 they Liraſt hir, are no murtherers. 
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'4/. 1, but tis well knowne they were not his friends, 
15 well feene he found ſome enemies. 
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Card. But haue ye no greater proofes than theſe ? 
War. Who ſees a heyfer dead and bleeding freſh, 
And fees hard by a butcher with an axe, 
But will fuſpect twas he that made the ſlaughter ? 
Who finds the partridge in the-puitockes, neſt, 
Bat will imagine how the bird came there, 
Although the kyte fore with the vabloody beake ? 
Fuen ſo ſuſpitious is this tragedy. 
Au.. Are you the kyte Bewford, where's his talents - 
Is Si, holte the butcher, where's his knife? 
 Suffolke, L wear no knife to ſlaughter fleeping men, 
Yet here's a vengefull {word ruſted with eaſe, 
That hall be ſcoured in his rancorous heart, 
That Nanders me with murthers crimſon badge, 
Say if thou dare, proud lord of Warwickſbire, 
That I am guilty in duke Humfries death. 
| Exit Cart 
War, What dares not Warwicke, if falſe Suffolke Care Nin 
Au. He dares not calme his contumelious ſpirit, 
Nor ceaſe to be au arrogant controller, 
Though Swfolke dare him twenty hundred times. 
War. Madam be ſtill, with reverence may I fay i: 
That euery word you ſpeake in his defence, 
Is flander to your royall maieſty. 
Suf. Blunt witted lord, iguoble in thy words, 
If euer lady wrong'd her lord ſo much, 
Thy mother tooke vato her blamefull bed, 
Some ſterne vntutor'd churle, and noble ſtocke 
Was graft with crab-tree ſip, whoſe fruite thou art, 
And neuer of. the Newuels noble race. 
War. But that the guilt of murther bucklers thee, 
And I ſhould rob the deathſman of his fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thouſand ſhames; 


And that my ſoueraigucs preſence makes mee mute, 
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{ would falſe murtkerons coward on thy knees, 
Hake thee crave pardon for thy paſſed ſpeech, 
9 And ſay it was thy mother that thou meantſt: 
: hit thou thy ſelfe was borne in baſtardy, 
cs after all this fearfull homage done, 

? 


Giue thee thy hire, and ſend thee downe to hell, | 
Pernitious blood-ſucker of ſlee ping men. 


s 
5 


o 
8” 
* 


— — 


uf R 


Thou ſhouldſt be waking whilſt I ſhed thy blood, 


HM from this preſence thou dare go with mee. 


Away eueu now, or I will drag thee hence. 


Warwicke Puls him gut. 


F y 


{ Warwicke and Suffolice, and then all the commons within, 
(ric, dune with Suffolke, downe with Suffolke. And then 


ter againe, the duke of Suffolke and Warwicke, with their 
Wea, nt drawne. 


Xing, Why how now lordes ? 


The rraiterous Warwicke, with the men of Berry, 


Paal pon me mightie ſoueraigne. 

Wo ommons againe cries, dæune with Suffolke, downe with 
F Suffolke. And then enter from them, the earle of Saliſburie, 

$a, My lord, the commons ſends you word by me, 

Fi vnleife falſe S: ofFolke here be done to dea th, 

aon riched faire Englands territories, 
Wt they will erre from your highneſſe perſon : 

4 icy lay by him the good duke Humſrey dyed, 


Ly by him they feare the ruine of the realme, 
1 1 ther; EPR if you .loue your ſubiects weale, 
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you to baniſh him from forth the land. 

adced tis like the commons, rude vnpoliſht hindes 
oo * o 

4 tend ſuch meſſage to their ſoueraigne : 

au my lord were glad to be imploy'd, 
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To try how quaint an orator you were: 
But all the honour Saſſbury hath got, 
Is, that he was the lord embaſſador, 
Sent from a fort of tinkers to the king. 
The commous eryes, an anſtuere from the King, 1 
lord of Salſbury. 
King. Good Salſvury go backe againe to them, 
Tell them we thanke them all for their kinde care, 
And had I not bene cited thus by their meanes, 
My ſelfe had done it, Therefore hcere I ſweare, 
If Sufolke be found to breathe in any place 
Where I haue rule, but three dayes more, he dies. 
| Exit Salihurr, 
Nu. Oh Henry, reverſe the doome of gentle S, 
niſhment. 
King. Vngentle queene to call him gentle Sole, 
Speake not for him, tor in England he ſhall not reſt, 
If 1 ſay, I may relent, but if I ſweare, it is irreuocable. 
Come good Warwicke, and go thou in with me, 
For I haue great matters to impart to thee. 
Exit King and Warwicke, manct Qu. ang Su! 
Quscene. Hell fire and vengeance go along with you, 
There's. two of you, the Jiuell make the®thirg, 
Fic womaniſh man, canſt thou not curſe thy enemies 
SufF. A plague vpon them, wherefere ſhould I curſe hen 
Could curſes kill as do the mandrakes grones, 
I would invent as many bitter termes, 
Delivered ſtrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With twice ſo many fignes of deadly hate, 
As leane fac'd enuy in her loathſome cane, 
My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine carneſt word: 
Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint, 
My haire be fixt on end, as one diſtraught, 
And cuery toynt ſnould ſceme to curſe and ban, 
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And now methinkes my burthened heart would breake 
Should I not curſe them. Poiſon be their drinke, 
Gall worſe then gall, the daintieſt thing they taſte, 
Their ſweeteſt ſhade a groue of cypreſſe trees. 
Their ſofteſt touch as ſmart as lyzards ſtings. 
| Their muſicke frightfull, like the ſerpents hiſſe. 
Aud boding ſcritch owles make the conſort full. 
All the foule terrors in darke ſeated hell. 
Ou. Enough ſweete Suffolke, thou torments thy ſelte. 
# 53:/. You bad me ban, and will you bid me ceaſe? 
8 Now by this ground that I am baniſht from, 
wel could I curfe away a winters night, 
1 And ſtanding naked on a mountaine top, 
oe byting cold would never let graſſe grow, 
And thinke it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
Prcene. No more. Sweete Suffolke hie thee hence to France, 
r live where thou wilt within this worlds globe, 
e haue an 1ri/ſþ that (halt find thee out, 
nnd long thou ſhalt not ſtay, but Ile haue thee repeald, 
Or vcater to be baniſhed my felfe. 
ah ict this kiſſe be printed in thy hand, 
bat when thou ſeeſt ir, thou maiſt thinke on me. 
way ! ſay, that I may feele my griefe, 
bor it is nothing whilſt thou ſtandeſt heere. 
# Sufolke, Thus is poore Suffelke ten times baniſhed, 
8 Vice by the king, but three times thrice by thee. 


Enter Vawle. 


21--ne, How now, whither goes Vaw/e fo (alt ? 
ae. To fignifie vnto his maicſty, 

| - That cardinal Bewford is at point of death, 

We >omctimes he raves and crics as he were mad, 

W ictimes he cals vpon duke Humſries ghoſt, 

5 64 And 
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And whiſpers to his pillow as to him, 
And ſometimes he cals to ſpeake vnto the king, 
And I am going to certifie unto his grace, 


That euen now he cald aloud for him. 
Nucene. Go then good Vauſe and certifie the king. 


Exit Voyle, 


Oh what is worldly pompe, all men muſt die, 
And woe am I for Bewfords heauy end. 
But why mourne I for him, whilſt thou art heere ? 
Sweete Sufolke hie thee hence to France, 
For if the king do come, thou ſure mult die. 
Suff. And if I go I cannot live: but heere to dic, 


What were it elſe, but like a pleaſant Number in thy ab 


Heere could I breathe my ſoule into the ayre, 
As milde and gentle as th: new borne babe, 
That dies with mothers dug betweene his lips, 
Where from my ſight I ſhould be raging madde, 
And call for thee to cloſe mine eyes, 

Or with thy lips to ſtop my dying ſoule, 

That I might breathe it ſo into thy body, 

And then it liu'd in ſweete EHyziam, 

By thee to die, were but to dye in icaſt, 

From thee to dye, were torment more then death, 
Oh, let me ſtay, befall what may befall. 


®Pucene, Oh mighiſt thou ſtay with ſafety of thy lite, 


Then ſhouldſt thou ſtay, but heauens deny it, 
And therefore go, but hope ere long to be repeald. 


Suff. 1 goe. 
Qucene. And tike my heart with thee. 


She kijj-1h bin 


Suff. A icwell lockt into the wofulſt cafke, 
That cuer yet containd a thing of worth, 
Thus like a ſplitted barke, fo ſunder wee, 
This way fall I to death, 


— 
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Oucene. This way for me. | 
R Exit Qneene. 


and the Cardinall is di iſcouered in his bed, rauing and ſtaring 
as if he were mad, 


C117, Oh death, if thou wilt let me line but one whole yeare, 
7 giue thee as much gold as will purchaſe ſuch another 
| iſland. 

King. Oh, ſee my lord of Sali/7 Bury how he is troubled, 


: Por Cardinal, remember C brifi muſt ſaue thy ſoule. 
| r. Why died he not in his bed? 


5 That would you haue me to do then ? 
u make men live whether they will or no ? 

$ go fetch me the poyſon which the pothicary ſent me. 

| WO! ſee where duke Humfries ghoſt doth ſtand, 

WA: cs me in the face, Locke, looke, coame downe his 
haire, 

0 now hee's gone againe : Oh, oh, oh. 

Sal. See how the pangs of death doth gripe his heart. 

King. Lord Cardinall, if thou dieſt aſſured of heavenly 
bliſſe, 

Mold vp thy hand and make ſome ſigne to vs. Car. dies. 

| 2 {ee he dyes, and makes no ſigne at all, 

BS Col forgive his ſoule. 

| | al, 50 bad an end did never none behold, 

IF „ his death, ſo was his life in all. 


un. Forbeare to judge, good Salsbury forbearc, 
Y or God will judge vs all. 
F © him hence, and fee his funcrals perform d. 
4 Exit omnes. 


Alarmes 


„ King and Saliſbury, and then the curtaines be drawne, 
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Alarmes within, and the chambers bee diſcharged, like as it n, 
a fight at fra. And then enter the captaine of the [\j, 
the maſter, and the maſters mate, and the duk? of Sufi 

dliſguiſed, and others with him, and Water Whickmore. 


Cap. Bring forward theſe priſoners that ſcorn'd to yeeld, 
Valade their goods with ſpeed, and ſincke their ſhip, 
Here maſter, this priſoner I gine to you. 

This other, the maſters mate ſhall haue, 

And Water WWhickmore thou ſhalt hane this man, 

And let them pay their rauſome ere they paſſe, 
Suffolke. Water ! He fart 
Mater. How now, what doſt feare me? 

Thou ſhalt haue better cauſe anon, 

Suff. It is thy name affrights me, not thy ſelfe. 
do remember well, a cunning wizzard told me, 
That by Water I ſhould dye: 

Yet let not that make thee bloody minded, 
Thy name being rightly ſounded, 
Is Gualter, not Walter. | 

Walter, Gua/ter or Water, al's one to me, 
Jam the man muſt bring thee to thy death. 

Suff. Jam @ gentleman, looke on my ring, 
Ranſome me at what thou wilt, it ſhall be paid. 

Walter. i loſt mine eye in boording of the ſhip, 

And therefore ere I merchant-like ſell blood tor gold, 
Then caſt me headlong downe into the fea, 

2. Priſon. But what ſhall our ranſomes be ! 

Mai. A hundred pounds a peece eyther pay tliat or dhe 

2. Priſon, Then ſaue our lines, it ſhall be paide. 

Water. Come firra, thy life ſhall be the ranſome! 14! 

SF. Stay villaine, thy priſoner is a prince, 
The duke of Suffolke, William de la Pole. 

Cap. The duke of Stolte folded vp in rags. 
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gun. 1 (ir, but theſe rags are no part of the duke, 
.,- ometime went diſguiſde, and why not 1 ? 
Cab. 1, but Hue was neuer ſlai ne as thou ſhalt be. 
$7. Baſe iady groome, king Henries blood, 
e honourable blood of Lancaſter, 
anot be ſhed by ſuch a lowly ſwaine, 
im {cnt ambaſſador for the queene to France, 
charge thee waffe me croſſe the channell ſafe. 
Cap. lle waffe thee to thy death, go Water take him hence, 
ad on our long boates fide, chop off his head, 
SF. Thou dar'ſt not for thine owne. 
5 2 Yes Pole. 
te. Pole. 
-, puddle, kennell, finke and durt, 
» that yawning mouth of thine, 
1c lips of thine that ſo oft haue kiſt the 
ne, ; 0 ſweepe the ground, and thou that 
good duke Humfries death, 
1 an ue no longer to Infect the earth. 
This villaine being but captaine of a pinais, 
weatens more plagues then mighty Avradas, 
it Hacedonian pyrate, 
1y words addes fury and not remorſe in me. 
. I but my deeds ſhall ſtay thy fury ſoone. 
Falke. Haſt not thou waited at my trencher, 
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WT cn we have feaſted with queene Margaret ? 
| 5 not thou kiſt thy hand, and held my ftirrop ? 


$ bare head plodded by my Snot mule, 


| 8 tought thee happy when I ſmilde on thee ? 
ö . Se hath writ in thy defence. 
Wo 11 1 charme thee, hold thy laviſh tongue. 


. Away with him Water, I fay, and off with his head. 
Good my lord, entreate him mildly for your life. 


Suff. 


1 
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Suff. Firſt let this necke ſtoupe to the axes edge, 
Before this knee do bow to any, 
Saue to the God of heauen, and to my king: x: 
Suffolkes imperiall tongue cannot plead, 3 
To ſuch a iadie groome. | 
Water. Come, come, why do we let him ſpeake 
I long to haue his head for ranſome of mine eye. 
Suff. A ſwordar and bandetto ſlaue 
Murthered ſweete Tully. 
Brutus baſtard hand ſtabd urs Caſar, 
And Swfolke dyes by pirates on the ſeas. 
Exit Suffolke and Water. 
Cap. Off with his head, and ſend it to the queene, 


And ranſomleſſe this priſoner ſhall go free, 

Jo fee it ſafe deliuered vato her. 1 

Come lets go. Exit ame, i 
Enter two of the rebels with long ſiaues. 1 J 


George. Come away Nicke, and put a long ſtaffe in hy pil 
and prouide thy ſelfe, for I can et thee, they hauc = if 
this two dayes. 

Nicke. Then they had more neede to go to bed 
But ſirra George, what's the matter? 

George, Why ſirra, [ack Cade the dier of Wafer Heere, 
He meancs to turne this land, and ſet a new nap © 

Nicke, 1 marry he had need ſo, for tis growne tied, 
Twas never merry world with vs, ſince thele ne 

came vp. 

George. I warrant thee thou ſhalt neuer ſee a lend wo 
a leather apron now a-daies, 

Nicke. But ſirra, who comes elſe beſide /acke Go? © 

George. Why there's Dicke the butcher, and #5017: u 
ler, and ill, that came a wooing to our Nan lait - 
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=. ry and Tom, and Gregory that ſhould haue your Parnill, 
lad a grcat fort more is come from Nocheſter, and from Maid- 
5 fline and Canterbury, and all the townes hereabouts, and we 
aas be al lords or ſquires, alloone as lacke Cade is king. 

: Nele. Harke, harke, I heare the drum, they be-comming. 


HF ter Tacke Cade, Dicke Butcher, Robin, Will, Tom, Harry, 
4 and the reſt with long flaues. 


dad, Proclaime filence. 

Il. Silence. 

Cade, I Jahn Cade, ſo named for my valiancy. 
Hicle. Or rather for ſtealing of a cade of ſprats. 


Cade, My father was a Mortimer. 
e.. He was an honeſt man and a good bricke-layer. 
| 12 9 . 
ri. My mother was come of the Laces. 


Vile. She was a pedlers daughter indeed, and fold many 
= cc: 
And now being not able to occupy her furr'd packe, 
BS! waſheth buckes vp. and downe the countrey. 
| ; Cade, Therefore I am honourably borne. 

? ; Parry, 1 the field is honourable, for hee was borne vnder 


age, becanſe his father had no other houſe but the cage. 
e. I ara able to endure much. 


| 4 Geerge, That's true, I know he can endure any thing, 
ue ſecne him whipt two market dayes togither. 
Cade. 1 feare neither ſword nor fire. 


M, He neede not feare the ſword, for his coate is of 


SP 
# i 


= 2. But methinkes he ſhould feare the fire, being ſo 
iin che hand, for ſtealing of ſheepe, 

Ws. i brefore be brane for your captain is brane, and 
3 ges retormation : you ſha!l haue ſeven halfepeny loaues for 
od the three boopt pot ſhall haue ten koopes, and 
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The Contention of the Two famous Hou: 


it ſhall be felony to drinke ſmall beere, if I be king, 5s thy 
1 will be. 


All. God ſaue your maieſty. N 
Cade. I thauke you good people, you ſhall all gte 9 5 
drinke of my ſcore, and 60 all in my huery ; and wee! hay 7 
no writing but the ſcore and the tally, and there hall h 4 
no lawes but ſuch as come from my month. 3 4 
Diete. Wee ſhall have fore lawes then, for he was th; 1 
mto the mouth the other day. 8 
Geo, 1 and ſtipking law too, for his breath ſtinkes 1, 44 4 


one cannot abide it, 
Enter Will with the clarke of Chattam 


Will. Oh captaine, a prize. ; 

Cade, Who's that il ? 

Will. The clarke of Chattam, he can write and 1c 
caſt account, I tooke him ſetting of boyes copics, 
a book in his pocket with red letters. 

Cade, £ounds he's a conturer, bring him hither, 
Now tir, what's Jour name: e 

Clarke. Emanuell ſir, and it ſhall pleaſe * 

Dice. It will go hard with you I tell 1 
For they vie to write that ore the top of ee 

Cave. What do ye vie to write your name? Or 
ancicat foreiathers haue done, ve the ſcore and the th! 

Clarke. Nay truly fir, I praiſe God 1 have bene 0 
broght vp, that I can write mine owne name, 


Cade. Oh he has confeſt, go hang him with Eis per 6 
inkchorne about his necke. Exit one with H Gar 


Enter Tom. 


„* . gal } 
Tim. Captaine, newes, newes, fir Hamſrey Sta, 


* 


of TonxzE and LAN cASTER. 


brother are coming with the kings power, and mean to ki 
_ mb | 
ic. Let them come, he's but a knight is he? 

Tum. No, no, he's but a knight. 

Cad, Why then to equall him, Ile make my ſelfe knight. 
#7 1c! downe hn Mortemer, 

% iſe vp fir lohn Mortemer. 

ere any more of them that be knights ? 

8 7m. 1 his brother. 

Cale Then kneele downe Dicke Butcher. 

2 | He knights him. 
Wii: vp lir Diete Butcher. Now ſound vp the drum. 


: * 


% Humfrey Stafford and his brother, with drum and 
: folater J. 


Car, As for thele ſilken coated ſlaues, I paſſe not a pin, 

3s ts you good people that I ſpeake. | 

Se, Why country-mea, What meane vou thus in troopes, 
ol this rebelitous traitor Cade ? 


„ 


lis father was a brick-layer, 

| Cade, Well, and Adam was a gardiner, what then? 
But 1 come of the Mortemers, 

| ef”, I, the duke of Yorke hath taught you that. 
The duke of Yorke, nay I learnt it my ſelfe. 
$0: 100ke you, Roger Mortimer the carle of March, 
ricd the duke of Clarence daughter. 
Noel, that's true: but what then? 
.und by her he had two children at a birth. 
ae. That's falſe, 

. I. but Jay tis true. 

1 4. Why then tis true. 

daa one of them was ſtolne away by a begger- woman, 


nA! * 1 VA - N at 
{ andl mat was my father, and I am his ſonne, 
bl it aud you can. 


Nicke. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houses 


Miche. Nay looke you, I know was true; 
For his father built a chimney in my fathers houſe, 
And the brickes are aliue at this day to teſtifye it. 

Cade. But doeſt thou heare Stafford, tell the gh k 
for his fathers ſake, in whoſe time boyes played at (1 
ter with French crownes, I am content that he cha! b kn 
as long as he lines : marry alwaies prouided, Ile be prot. 4. 
ouer him. 
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| Staf. O monſtrous ſimplicity. 7 

; Cade. And tell him, wee II haue the lord Sayes cad, 90 OF 

b the duke of Scmer/ets, for deliuering vp the duk«doms d 3 
= 


Anioy and Mayne, and felling the rownes in Fraud 9 
which means England hath bene maim'd euer fince, ad ch 
as it were with a crutch, but that my puiſſance held * 
And beſides, they can ſpeake French, and thereſocc the 1 
traitors, 

Staf. As how I prethee ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen are our enemies, be they vt! 
And then can he that ſpeakes with the tougue of c 
be a good ſubiect? Anſwere me to that. 

Staf. Well ſirra, wilt thou yeeld thy ſelfe vnto de Lim 
mercy, and he wil pardon thee and theſe, their gung 
and rebellious deeds ? 

Cade. Nay, bid the king come to me and he will, ind ta 
Ile pardon him, or other wales Ile haue his crows tc! 1 
cre it be long. 

Staf. Go herald, proclaime in all the kings townes, 
That thoſe that will forſake the rebell Cade, 

Shall haue irec pardon from his maieſty. 
E xit Stafford / 

Cade. Come firs, 5. George for vs and Kent. 
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of Yorke and LancasTER. 


: 


F A Alarmes to the battell, where' fir Humfrey Stafford and his 
a brother are both Alaine. Then enters Iacke Cade againe, and 
the reſt. | 


t : liantly, and knockt them down as if thou hadſt bin in thy 
VB aughter-houſe, and thus I will reward thee: the Lent ſhall 
ec as long againe as it was, and thou ſhalt haue licenſe to kil 

ſor fourſcore and one a weeke, Drum ſtrike vp, for now wee! 
march to London, and to morrow I mean to lit in the kings 
: cat at Weſtminſter. Hxit amnes. 


nter the King reading of a letter, and the Queene with the 
dude of Suffolkes head, and the lord Say, with others, 


King. Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother is Maine, 
ud the rebels march amaine to London. 

G bicke to them, and tell them thus trom me, 

a come and parley with their generall. 

; Ne. ſlay, Ile reade the letter once againe; 

Lend Say, Iacte Cade bath ſolemnly vow'd to haue thy head. 
| Say. I, but I hope your highneſſe ſhall have his, 
. How now madam, ſtill lamenting and mournin 
ier Ses death? I feare my loue if J had bin dead, thou 
oldſt not baue mourn'd fo much for me. 

N. No my loue, I ſhould not mourne, but dye for thee. 


Enter a Meſlenger. 


e, Oh flye my lord, the rebels arc entred Southwarke, 
Hud haue almoſt wonne the bridge, 

W--!::nz your grace an vſurper : 

chat monſtrous rebel] Cade, hath ſworne 

We! 0 crowne himſelfe king in Weſtminſter, 

= -<ictore ſlye my lord, and poſt to Killingworth. 


. H King. 


Call Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haſt fought to day moſt va- 
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The Conbention of the Two famous Houſe, 
King. Go bid Buckinghain and Clifford, gather 
An army vp, ind meete with the rebels. 
Come madame, let vs haſte to Killingwerth, 
Come on lord Say, go thou along with vs, 
For feare the rebell Cade do finde thee out, 
Sap. My innocence my lord ſhall pleade for me, 
And therefore with your highneſſe leaue, Ile tay beh nd. 
King. Euen as thou wilt my lord Say: 
Come madam, let vs 80. Exit mn 


Enter the lord Skayles vpon the tower walles wal 


L. Skayles. How now, is Iacke Cade ſlaine? 
1 Cit. No my lord, nor likely to be ſlaine, 
For they haue wonne the bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them, 
The lord mayor craueth aide of your honor from the 
To defend the city from the rebels. 
Lord Ska. Such aide as I can ſpare, you ſhall commaad. 
But I am troubled heere with them my ſelſe, 
The rebels haue attempted to win the tower, 
But get you to Smit held and gather head, 
And thither will I ſend you Mathew Cate 
Fight for your king, your countrey, and your liuc- 
And fo farewell, for I muſt hence againe. Exit ami 


Enter Tacke Cade, and the reſt, and flrikes his fd 9 
London fone. 


Cade. Now is Mortemer lord of this city, 
And now fitting vpon London ſtone, we command, 
That the firſt yeare of our reigne, 

The piſſing cundit run nothing but red wine. 
And now henceforward, it ſhall bee treaſon 


of Yorke and LAN caSsTER. 
2 For any that calles Me any otherwiſe then 
od temer. 


Enter a Souldier. 


g. Tacke Cade, Tacke Cade. 

| (ade. Zounds knocke him downe. They kil him. 
Dicke. My lord, 

er's an army gathered together into Smithfield. 

# Ca. Come then, let's go fight with them, 

Put firſt go on and ſet Lendon-bridge a fire, 

ed if you can, burne downe the tower too, 

Nome let's away. Exit omnes. 


— 


armes, and then Mathew Goffe is flaine, and all the reft 
© with him, Then enter Iacke Cade againe and his company, 


| Cad, So firs, now go and pull downe the Sauay, 

Ochers to the innes of court, downe with them all. 

Dick. I haue a ſute voto your lordſhip. 

4 ade. Be it a lordſhip Dicke, and thou ſhalt haue it 

For that word. 

| Dicks, That we may go burne all the records, 

add that all writing may be put downe, 

Nad nothing vied but the ſcare and tally. 

E Cade, Dicke it ſhall be fo, and henceforward all things ſhall 
* n common, 

Bud in Cheapfede ſhall my palphrey go to grafle. 

Muay it not a miſerable thing, that of the ſkin of an inno- 
Kent lambe parchment ſhould be made, and then with a little 
Þlotcing ouer with inke, a man ſhould vndo himſelfe. 

; Sone lates tis the bees that ſting, but 1 fay tis their waxe, 
Lem fure 1 neuer ſeal'd to ary thing but once, and L 
2 never mine Owns man ſince. 


He | Nick, 
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Say. Yes, what of that ? 2 
Cade. Marry 1 ſay, thou oughteft not to let thy horic vo BE 

a cloake, when an honeſter man then thy felfe, goes i: :i: 192 Wi ; 

and doublet. $3 
Say. Yon men of Kent. E 
All. Kent, what of Xen? q Z 
Say. Nothing, but 6b:na terra. 3 
Cade. Bonum terum, zZounds what's that? . 
Dicke. He ſpeakes French. ; l 5 0 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſe: 


Nick. But when ſhall we take vp thoſe commodities 
Which you told vs of. 

Cade. Marry he that will luſtily ſtand to it, ſhall te 0 
theſe commodities following: /tem, a gown, a kirtle, 2 pet. 
ticoat, and a ſmocke. 
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Enter George. 


Geor, My lord, a prize, a prize, heres the lord San 
Which ſold the townes in France. 

Cade. Come hither thou Say, thou George, thou bucky 
lord, what anſwer canſt thou make vnto my mightine%, { 
delivering vp the townes in France to monſieur bus mine we 
the dolphin of France ? 

And more then ſo, thou haſt moſt traitorouſly cee 
grammar ſchoole, to infect the youth of the realme, an! ˙ ag 
the kings crowne and dignity, thou haſt built vp a paper m/ll 
pay it will be ſaide to thy face, that thou keep'ſt men in ti 
houſe that daily reads of bookes with red letters, and th 
of a nowne and a verbe, and ſuch abhominable words 1: i: 
chriſtian eare is able to endure it. 

And beſides all this, thou haſt appointed certaine ju! 
of the peace, in euery fhire, to hang honeſt men tha! alk tar 
their living, and becauſe they could not reade, thou hu 
hung them vp: onely for which cauſe, they were wolt ww 
thy to line, 
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of Yorre and LANcAST ER. 


Will, No tis Dutch. 
oF No tis Outalian, I know it well enough. 

day. Kent (in the Commentaries Cæſar wrote) 
emed it the ciuilſt place of all this land: 0 
nen noble country- men heare me but ſpeake, 
8. (old not France, nor loſt I Nermandie. 

Cale. But wherefore doſt thou ſhake thy head fo ? 

Fay. It is the palſie, and not feare that makes me. 

Cade. Nay, thou noddſt thy head at vs, as who wouldſt ſay, 
Whou wilt be euen with me if thou getſt away: 
Wt le make thee ſure enough now I haue thee. 
Coke him to the ſtandard in Cheape-fade, and choppe off 
Pi head, and then go to Mila- end Greene to fir lame, Cro- 
; „nis ſon in law, and cut off his head too, and bring them 
ne vppon two poles preſently. Away with him. 
; Exit one or two with the lord Say. 
4 are Hall not a nobleman weare a head on his ſhoulders, 
F 1t he (all pay me tribute for it, 
N there ſhall not a maide be married, but he ſhall fee to 
= mce for her. 
| ia rden- head or elſe, Ile haue it my-felte : 
Mury | will that married men ſhall hold of me in capite, 
| 4 4 that their wines ſhall be as free as heart can think, or 
= toong can tell, 


T 


Enter Robin. 


| : 10. O captaine. London-bridge | is a fire, 


W (ad. Runne to Billingſgate, and fetch pitch and flaxe, and 
\ Nach! it. 


* 


Enter Dicke and a Sargeant. 


* * 


dargeant. Iuſtice, iuſtice, [ pray you fir, let me haue iuſ- 
* of this fellow heere. 


H 3 Cade, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Hovſes 


Cade. Why what has he done ? 

Sarg. Alas fir he has rauiſht my wiſe. 

Dick. Why my lord he would haue reſted me, 
And 1 went and entred my action in his wines paper ho 

Cade. Dicke follow thy ſute in her common place, 
Your horſon villaine, you are a ſergeant, you'l 
Take any man by the throate for twelne pence : 
And reſt a man when he is at dinner, 
And haue him to priſon ere the meate be out on's wont! 
Co Dicke take him hence, and cut ont his tongue for ogg 
Hough him for running, and to conclude, 
Braue him with his owne mace. 

Exit with the Sargeant 


Enter tuo with the lord Sayes head, and fir Tames Cromer, 
von two poles. 


So, come carry them before me, and at every lanes , | 
them kiſſe together. 


Enter the duke of Buckingham, and /:rd Clifford, 24 1171: # 
| Cumberland. 


Clif. Why countrey-men, and warlike friends o . 
What meanes thcle mutinous rebellions, 
That you in troopes do muſter thus your ſelues, 
Vnder the conduct of this traitor Cade ? 
To rife againſt your ſoueraigne lord and king, 
Who mildly hath his pardon ſent to you, 
If you forfake this monſtrous rebell heere ? 
If honor be the marke whereat you ayme, 
Then haſt to France that our forefathers won, 
And win againe that thing which now is loſt, 
And leave to ſecke your countries ouerthrow. 
All. A Cliſtord, a Clifford. They Fos 


of Yorks and LaxcAsTZ ER. 


Cad, Why how now, wil you forſake your general, 
And ancient freedome which you haue poſſeſt? 
To bend your neckes ynder their ſeruile yokes, 
Who if you ſtir, will ſtraight way hang you vp. 
gut follow me, and you ſhall pull them downe, 
4nd make them yeeld their liuings to your hands. 
All, A Cade, a Cade. They run to Cade againe. 
S Clif. Braue warlike friends, heare me but ſpeake, 
© 2-{uſe not good whillt it is offered you : 
Sz Thc king is mercifull, then yeelde to him, 
ada I my ſelfe will go along with you 
o inhere caſtle, whereas the king abides, 
ndnd on mine honour you ſhall haue no hurt. 
©. WE 5. 4 Cliford, a Cliford, God ſaue the king. 
e. How like a feather is this raſcall company 
WS Blowne eucry way! 
ii that they may ſee there wants no valiancy in me, 
; My ſtaffe ſhall make way through the midſt of you, 
5 And fo a poxe take you all, | 
4 He runs through them with his flaffe, and 
then flies away. | 
.,, Go ſome and make after him, and proclaime, 
Phat thoſe that can bring the head of Cage, 
dba have a thouſand crownes for his labour. 
Come march away. Exit om. 


7 — 
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| : Enter king Henry, and the Queene, and Somerſet. 
» Mug. Lord Sommerſet, what newes hcare you of the rebell 
(ad. | 


da. This my gracious lord, that the lord Say is done to 
ad the City is almoſt ſackt. 


* 


+ 

* King. Gods will be done, for as he hath decreed, ſo muſt 
W it be: | 

a 


ad be as he pleaſe, to ſtop the pride ot thoſe rebellious men. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


. Had the noble duke of Suffolke bene aliue, 


The rebell Cade had bene ſuppreſt ere this, 
And all the reſt that do take part with him, 


Enter the duke of Buckingham and Clifford, with t ehe, 
with halters about their neckes, 


Clif. Long live king Henry, England: lawfull king | : 
Loe heere my lord, theſe rebels are ſubdude, | 4 
And offer their liues before your highneſſe feete. bY 


* 
*** 


King. But tell me Clifford, is their captaine heere. 

Clif. No my gracious lord, he is fled away, but procliny, 
tions are ſent forth, that he that can but bring his hend tu 
haue a thouſand crownes. But may it pleaſe your mich} 1 
pardon theſe their faults, that by theſe traitors means were 
thus miſled, | 

King. Stand vp you ſimple men, and gine God praite, 
For you did take in hand you know not what, 

And go in peace obedient to your king, 
And live as ſubiects, and you ſhall not want, 
Whilſt Henry lines, and weares the Engliſh crowne, 


. ; N Fa 3 
— 
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All. God ſauè the king, God ſaue the king, 
King. Come let vs haſt to London now with ſpec4*, 8 
That folemne proceſſions may be ſung, 


In laud and honor of the God of heauen, 
And triumphs of this happy victorie. Exil mmm, 


Enter Tacke Cade at one daore, and at the other, M. vaude 
Eyden and his men, and Iacke Cade les down friching 5 
hearbes and eating them, 
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oe 


Eyden. Good Lord how pleaſant is this country l 
This little land my father left me heere, 
With my contented minde, ſerues me as well, 
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of Yorks and LAN CAST ER. 
an qe pleaſures in the court can yeeld, 
r would I change this pleaſure for the court. 
dad. Zounds, heere's the lord of the ſoyle: ſtand villaine, 
ou wilt betray me to the king, and get a thouſand crownes 
3 ſor my head: but ere thou goeſt, Ile make thee eate yron 
ien ridge, and ſwallow my ſword like a great pin. 

| Fyden, Why fawey companion, why ſhould I betray thee? 
tt not enough that thou haſt broke my hedges, 

n cnrer'd into my ground, without the leane of me the 
| : owner 

h ut thou wilt braue me too. 


Cale. Braue thee and beard thee too, by rhe beſt blood of 

thc realme. Looke on me well, J haue eate no meat this five 
ales, yet if I do not leaue thee and thy five men as dead as 
dre naile, I pray God I may neuer cate graſſe more, 

Eyden. Nay, it ſhall neuer be faid whilſt the world ſtands, 

hat Alexander Eyden an eſquire of Kent, 

ole oddes to combate with a famitſht man. 

Woke on me, my limbes are equall vato thine, 

Wd cucry way as bigge: then hand to hand 

| 1 combat with thee, Sirra, fetch me weapons, 

s ſtand you all aſide, 

W C4. Now ſword, if thou doſt not hew this burly-bon'd 

url into chines of beefe, I wonld thou mightſt fall into 

me [niths hands, and be turn'd to hobnailes. 


9 


Hyden. Come on thy way. 


They fight, and Cade fals downe. 
Oh villaine, thou haſt ſlaine the flower of Kent for 


bus it is famine and not thee that has done it. 


* 
1 
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For 

ſei cn thouſand diuels, and giaz me but the ten meales 
. | wanted this fiue dayes, and Ile fight with you all. And 
1 i p2xe rot thee, for lacke Cade muſt dye. He dyes. 
bade Cade: and was this that monſtrous rebel 
ay | have ſlaine? 


Oh 
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The Cantention of the Twa famous Houſe; 


Oh ſword, Ile honour thee for this, and in my clan ber 
Shalt thou hang as a monument to after age, 
f For this great ſeruice thou haſt done to me. 
He drag bim hence, and with my ſword 
1 Cut off his head, and beare it to the king. Ext 


Enter the duke Yorke with drum and foldicur:. 


Yorkes. In armes from Ireland comes Yorke amain:. 
Ring belles aloud, bonfires perfume the aire, 
To entertaine faire Englands royall king. 

Ah ſancta maiefta, who would not buy thee deare 


Enter the duke of Bukingham, 


But ſoft, who comes heere, Buckingham, what nowes vi. 
him ? 
Buck. Yorke, if thou meane well, I greete thee io. 
Yorke. Humphrey of Buckingham, welcome I {wc 
What, comes thou in loue, or as a meſſenger ? 
Buck, I come as a meſſenger fro our dread lor 1nd vat 
rajgne, | 
Henry. To know the reaſon of theſe armes in peice ! 
Or that thon being a ſubiect as I am, 
Shouldſt thus approch ſo neare with colours fpre-c, 
Whereas the perſon of the king doth keepe ? 
Yorke. A ſubiect as he is | 
Oh how I hate theſe ſpitefull abiect tearmes, 
Rat Torke diſſemble, till thou meete thy ſonnes, 
Who now in armes expect their fathers ſight, 
And not farre hence I know they cannot be. 
Humfrey duke of Buckingham, pardon me, 
That I anſwer'd not at firſt, my minde was trovb!s, 
came to remoue that monſtrous rebell Cade, 
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of Tonk and LANOAST ER) 


bene proud Somerſet from ont the court, 

. That baſely veelded vp the townes in France. 

= -,; Why that was prefumption on thy behalfe, 

ut if it be no otherwiſe then fo, 

ine king doth pardon thee, and granſt to thy requeſt, 

= 1 5nzr/ct is ſent voto the tower. 

BS +: Vpon thine honour is it ſo? 

guck. Yorke, he is vpon mine honour. 

ite. Then before thy face, I heere diſmiſſe my troopes, 
Sirs meete me to morrow in Saint Georges fields, 

Jud there you ſhall receiue your pay of me. 
. Exit foldiors. 
bi. Come Yorke, thou ſhalt go ſpeake vnto the king, 
ut ſee, his grace is comming to mecte with ys, 


Enter king Henry. 


Fine. How now Buckingham, is Torke friends with ys, 
in has thou bringſt him hand in hand with thee ? 
Buck. Be is my lord, and hath diſcharg'd his troppes, 
Vhich come with him, but as your grace did ſay, 
To heaue the duke of Somer/et from hence, 
: nd to ſubdue the rebels that were vp. 

King. Then welcome couſin Torke, giue me thy hand, 
BA id thankes for thy great ſervice done to vs, 
EAriinſlt thoſe traiterous Triſh that rebeld. 
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Enter mafter Eyden with Iacke Cades head, 


R 


Long line king Henry in triumphant peace, 

Wo > here my lord vpon my bended knees, 

WT rc preſent the traiterous head of Cade, 

__ hand to hand in fingle fight I Que, 

. Firſt thanks to heaven, and next to thec my friend, 
an dal ſubdude that wicked traitor thus, 


_—_ 


The Contention of the Tuo famous lou, 


Oh let me ſee that head that in his life, 

Did worke me and my land ſuch cruell ſpight, 
A viſage ſterne, cole blacke his curled lockes, 
Deepe trenched furrowes in his frowning brow, 
Preſageth warlike humors in his life. 

Heere take it hence, and thou for chy reward 
Shalt be immediately created knight. 


Kneele downe my friend, and tell me what's thy nam / 


Eyden. Alexander Eyden, if it pleaſe your grace 
A poore eſquire of Kent. 

King. Then riſe vp Alexander Eyden, knight, 
And for thy maintenance, I freely giue 
A thouſand markes a yeare to maintaine thee, 
Beſide the firme reward that was proclaim'd, 
For thoſe that could performe this worthy ate, 
And thou ſhalt waite vpon the perſon of the king. 


Eyden. I humbly thanke your grace, and In . 


Then I proue inſt and loyal! to my king. 


Enter the Queene with the duke of Soreric!. 


King. O Buckingham, \ce where Semerſet com> 


Bid him go hide bimſclic till 7orke be gone. 


Queen. He ſhall not hide himſelfe for feare f 


But beard and braue him proudly to his face. 
Yorke, Who's that, proud Somerſet at liberty ? 

Baſe fearefull Henry that thus diſhonor'ſt me, 

By heauen, thou ſhalt not gouerne ouer me: 

I cannot brooke that traitors preſence here, 

Nor will J ſubiect be to ſuch a king, 

That knowes not how to gouerne nor to rule, 

Reſigne thy crowne proud Lancaſter to me, 

That thou vſurped haſt fo long by force, 

For now is Torte reſolu'd to claime his owne, 

And riſe aloft into faire Englands throne, 


of Yorke and LANSAS TRR. 


gamer. Proud traitor, I areſt thee on high treaſon, 
2 Againſt thy ſoueraigne lord, yeeld thee falſe Yorke, 


1 For keere I ſweare thou ſhalt vnto the tower, 

WE 1; theſe proud words which thou haſt giuen the king. 
BZ Xing. Thou art deceiu'd, my ſonnes ſhall be my baile, 
Aud {cad thee there in deſpight of him, 

Hoc, where are you boyes ? 


9ucene. Call Clifford hither preſently. 


 Frter the duke of Yorkes ſonnes, Edward the earle of March, 
and cracke-backe Richard at the ene deore, with drum and 
foltiors : and at the other dre, enter Clifford and his 


nne, with drumme and ſoldiours, and Clifford kneeles to 
Henry, and ſpeakes. 


Cl;F. Long liue my noble lord, and ſoueraigue king, 
Nile. We thanke thee Clifford, 
EN. iy, do not affright vs with thy lookes, 
$1! thou didſt miſtake, we pardon thee, kaeele againe. 
Clif, Why, 1 did no way miſtake, this is my king, 
WW kar is he mad? To bedlam with him. 
Ki1;. 1, à bedlam franticke humor drives him thus 
2 eue armes againſt his lawtull king. 
: Gy. Why doth not your grace ſend him to he. tower ? 
| * ene, He is arreſted, but will not obey, 
C * bonnes he ſaith, ſhall be his baile. 
. How fay you boyes, will you not? 
= ward, Yes noble father, if our words will ſerue. 
= rd, And if our words will not, our {words ſhall, 
& 7:74. Call hither to the ſtake, my two rough beares. 
= ing. Call Buckingham, and bid him arme himlelfe, 
e, Call Buckingham and all the friends thou haſt. 
MF bon and they ſhall curſe this fatall houre. 
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Enter at one he, the burles of Saliſbury and Warwicke, u 
drum and foldiors, And at the other doore, . 1h; 5 
Buckingham, with drum und ſoldicurs. 


Cu. Are theſe thy beares? wee'l baite chem ſoone, 
Deſpight of thee, and all the friends thou haſt. 
War. You had beſt go dreame againe, 
To keepe you from the tempeſt of the field. 
Clif. I am reſola'd to beare a greater ſtorme, 
Then any thou canſt coniure vp to day, 
And that He write ypon thy burgonet, 
Might I but know thee by thy houſhold badge, 
War. Now by my fachers age, olde Neils crc!t, 
The rampant beare chaind to the ragged ſtaffe, 
This day Ile weare aloft my burgonet, 
As on a mountaine top the Cedar ſhowes, 
That keepes his leaues in ſpight of any ſtorme, 
Euen to afiright thee with the view thereof. 
Chf. And from thy burgonet will I rend the bear-. 
And tread him vnder foote with all contempt, 
Deſpight the beare-ward that protects him ſo. 
Yong. Clif. And fo renowned ſoueraigne to armes 
To quell theſe traitors and their complices. 
Richard. Fie, charity for ſhame, ſpeake it not ia g 
For you ſhall ſup with Tefus Chriſt to night. 
Yong Clif, Foule ſtigmaticke thou canſt not tel] 
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Rich, No, fer if not in heauen, you't ſurely {up i! bell * 
; 7 E \ if Mtl. 4 : | ad 
Alarmes to the battaile, and then enter the dale, 501 BF. : 
and Richard fighting, and Richard Als him mr Uh 4 
of the Caſtle in S. Albones. = 


_. Rich. So, lie chou there, and tumble in thy blood C 
What's heere, the ſigne of the Caftle ? I 5 


of Yoke and Laxchbrin? N 


en the propheſic is come to paſſe, 

8 en th pro fore-warnd of caſtles, 

| $ „e which he alwayes aid obſerue. 

Wi 00% behold, vnder a paltry ale-houſe ſigne, 

The Caſt le in 8. {lbones, 

3 Bo hath made the wizzard famous by his death. Exir. 


Harmes againe, and enter the earle of Warwicke alone. 


Warwick, Clifford of Cumberland, tis Warwicke cals, 
1 i{ thou doſt not hide thee from the beare, 

ow whilſt the angry trumpets ſound alarmes, 

Ai! 1-24 mens cries do fill the empty aire : 

"4 ay, come forth and fight with me, 

Nroud northerne lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
ile is hoarſe with calling thee to armes. 


1 4 Clifford ſpeakes within. 
| 8 Cl if. Warwicke ſtand ſtill, and view the way that Cliford 


| Nes with his murthering cui telax, throgh the fainting troops 
lde thee out. 


* victe ftand Gill and ſtir not till T come. 


Enter Yorke, 


r. How now * lord, what a foote? 

10 kild your horſe ? 

Forke. The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble lord, 
1 borle this day ſlaine vnder me, 

1 yet brave Yarwicke IJ remaine alive, 

WU! | id kill his horſe he lou'd ſo well. 

| he bonic{t grey that ere was bred in north, 


Later Clifford, and Warwicke ofers to fight with him, 


0 /V2r4icke, and ſeeke thee out ſome other chaſe, 
will hunt this deare to death. 


Har. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


War. Brave lord, tis for a crowne thou fights, 
Cliford farwell, as I intend to proſper well to day, 
It grieues my ſoule to leave thee vnaſſailde. 
Exit Warwick» 
Yorke. Now Clifford, ſince we are ſingled heere alonc, 
Be this the day of doome to one of vs, 
For now my heart hath ſworne immortall hate 
To thee, and all the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Clifford. And heere I ſtand, and pitch my foote to thine, 
Vowing neuer to ſtir, till thou or I be flaine. 
For neuer ſhall my heart be ſafe at reit, 
Till I haue ſpoild the hatefull houſe of Yorke. 
Alarmes, and they fight, and Yorke hils Cu 
Yorke. Now Lancaſter ſit ſure, thy ſinewes ſhrinke, 
Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 
Yeeld vp thy crowne vnto the prince of Yorke. 
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Exit Yorke, 
* 
Alarmes, then enter young Clifford alon- WC 
Yong Clifford. Father of Cumberland, . 
Where I may ſeeke my aged father forth? iy 
Oh diſmall fight, fee where he breathleſſe lies, 
All ſmeard and weltred in his luke- warme blood, 
Ah, aged pillar of all Cumberlands true houſe, Mi 
Sweete father, to thy murdred ghoſt I ſweare 
Immortall hate vato the houſe of Yorke, 
Nor neuer ſhall I fleepe ſecure one night, 7 
Till I haue furiouſly reuengde thy death, I hg 
And left not one of them to breathe on earth. \nd 


f ' 


He takes him b 
And thus as old Antijes ſonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe, 
And tought with him againſt the bloody Greexcs, 


of Youre and LAxcas TER. 


Een ſo will I. But ſtay, heer's one of them, 
To whom my ſoule hath ſworne immortall hate, 


ater Richard, and then Clifford layes dune his father, fightes 
him, and Richard flies away againe. 


Hut crook'd-backe villaine, get thee from my ſight, 
aut { will after thee, and once againe 

[When I haue borne my father to his tent) 

lle try my fortune better with thee yet, 


Exit yong Clifford with his father. 


Alarmes againe, and then enter three or foure, bearing the 
duke of Buckingham wounded to his tent, 


Alarmes flill, and then enter the King and Queene. 


une. Away my lord, and flye to London ſtraight, 
Mike haſt, for vengeance comes along with them: 
A Come, ſtand not to expoſtulate let's go. 


= nz. Come then faire queene, to London let vs haſt, 
ad ſummon vp a parliament with ſpeede, 

Y | 

Wo {top the fury of theſe dyre euents. 


_ Exit King and Queene. 
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Alarmes, and then a flouriſh, and enter the duke of Yorke, 
Edward, and Richard. 8 


erbe, How now boyes, fortunate this fight hath bene, 

bps to vs and ours, for Englands good, 
| 4nd our great honoar, that ſo long we loſt, 
hüt tajnt-heart Henry did vſurpe our rights. 

bv! did you fee old Salſtury, ſince we 

With bloody minds did buckle with the foe ? 

* not for the loſſe of this right hand, 

at ought but well betide that good old man. 


Vor. III. 1 Rich. 


e 


The Contention of the Two fimous Houſes 


Rich. My lord, I faw him in the thickeſt throng, 
Charging his lauce with his old weary armes, 

And thrice I ſaw him beaten from his horſe, 
And thrice this hand did ſet him vp againe, 
And ſtill he fought with courage painſt his foes, 
The boldeſt ſpirited man that ere mine cyes beheld. 


Enter Saliſbury and Warwicke, 


Eduard. See noble father, where they both do con- 
The onely props vnto the houſe of Yorke. 
Sal. Well haſt thou fought this day, thou valiant due, 
And thou braue bud of Yorkes encreafing houſe, 
The ſmall remainder of my weary life, 
I hold for thee, for with thy warlike arme, 
Three times this day thou haſt preſeruv'd my life. 


Yorke, What ſay you lords, the king is fled to Len 


There as I heere to hold a parliament. 

What faies lord Warwicke, ſhall we after them? 
War, After them, nay before them if we can : 

Now by my faith lords, t'was a glorious day. 

Saint Albones battaile won by famous Torke, 

Shall be eterniz'd in all age to come. 

Sound drums and trumpets, and to London all, 

And more ſuch dayes as theſe, to vs befall. 


Exit mme 
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THE SECOND PART. 


Containing the 
T R A G E DIE 
O F 
E RICHARD Duke of YoRKE, 
4 AND THE 


Good King HENRY the Sixt. 


E | Enter Richard duke of Yorke, the earle of Warwicke, the duke 
= -# Norfolke, margueſſe Mountague, Edward earle of March, 
then crete backe Richard, and the young earle of Rutland, 
with drum and ſouldiers, with white roſes in their hats. 


Warwicks. 


Wonder how the king eſcap'd our hands. 


Yorke. Whilſt we purſu'd the horſemen of the north, 
He ſlily ſtole away and left his men: 


Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 
Whole warlike cares could neuer brooke retreat, 
& Chirg'd our maine battels front, and there with him 
= Lord Stafford and lord Clifford all abreſt 
Prake in, and were by th'hands of common fouldiers ilaine, 
I 2 Edward. 


The Contention of tlie Two famous Houſ-:s 


Edward. Lord Staffords father, duke of Buckinghay,, 
Is either ſlaine or wounded dangerouſly, 
I cleft his beuer with a down-right blow: 
Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 


Mont. And brother, heeres the earle of Wilt/hire; bon 


Whom I encounter'd as the battailes ioyn'd. 

Rich, Speake thou for me, and tell them what 1 did. 
Yorke. What is your grace dead my lord of Somer/-7 - 
Norf. Such hope haue all the line of n of Gaunt. 
Rich. Thus do I hope to ſhape king Henries head 
War. And ſo do I victorious prince of Yorke, 

Before I ſee thee ſeated in that throne, 

Which now the houfe of Lancaſter viurpes, 

1 vow by heauen, theſe eyes ſhall neuer cloſe. 

This is the palace of that fearefull king, 

And that the regall chaire : poſſeſſe it Yorke, 

For this is thine, and not king Henries heyres, 
Yorke. Aſſiſt me then ſweet Warwicke, aud I will 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Nerf. Weell all aſſiſt thee, and he that flyes ſhal dy: 
York. Thankes gentle Nerfolke. Stay by me my lord, 

And ſoldiers ſtay you heere, and lodge this night. 

War. And when the king comes offer him no violence, 

Vrleſſe he ſecke to put vs out by force. 

Rich. Arm'd as we be let's ſtay within this houſe. 
War. The bloody parliament {hall this be call'd, 
Valeſſe Plantagenet duke of Yorke be king, 
And baſhfall Henry be depoſde, whoſe cowardiſe 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 
Torte. Then leave me not my lords: for now 1 meate 
To take poſſeſſion of my right. 
War. Neither the king, nor him that loues him Heſt, 


The proudeſt bird that holds vp Lancaſter, 
Dare ſtirre a wing, if Farwicke ſhake his bels. 


He 
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of Youxt and Lancksrrzx. 
lle plant Plantagentt : and roote him out who dares ? 
peſolue thee Richard, claime the Zngl/b crowne. 


guter king Henry the fit, with the D. of Exceſter, the carle 
Northumberland, the earls of Weſtmerland, and Clit- 
ford the earle of Cumberland, with red roſes in their hats. 


£ 
| 
1 
is 
| 
} 
ä 
1 
} 


8 
1 
12 
1 
i 
1 
18 
11 


King. Looke lordings where the ſturdy rebell fits, 
no in the chaire of ſtate : belike he meanes 
Backed by the power of Warwicke that falſe peere) 
To afpire vato the crowne, and reigne as king. 
Farle of Northumberland, he flew thy father, 
And thine Clifford + and you both haue vow'd reuenge, 
Ou him, his ſonnes, his favourites, and his friends. 
rt h. And it I be not, heauens be reueng'd on me. 
(lit. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in ſicele. 
igt. What? ſhall we ſuffer this? Let's pull him downe, 
My heart for anger breakes, I cannot ſpeake. 
ing. Be patient gentle earle of We/tmerland. 
Cs. Patience is for pultrounes, ſuch as he; 
He durſt not fit there had your father liu'd. 
My gracious lord, heere in the parliament, 
Let vs aſſaile the family of Yorke. 
erb. Well haſt thou ſpoken coſen, be it ſo. 
ng, O know you not the citty fauours them, 
and they have troopes of ſouldiers at their becke, 
*xet. But when the duke is ſlaine, theyl quickly flye. 
King. Far be it from the thoughts of Aenries heart, 
Eo make a ſhambles of the parlament houſe: 
Colen of Exeter, words, frownes, and threats, 
Sal be the warres that Henry meanes to vie. 


$101 factions duke of Yorke, deſcend my throne, 
am thy ſoueraigne. 


Tarte. Thou art decein'd, I am thine. 
ret. For ſhame come downe, he made thee duke of Yorke. 
I 2 Yorke® 


= 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſcs 


Toric. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 
Exet. Thy father was a traitor to the crowne. 
War, Exeter thou art a traitor to the ING 
In following this vſurping Henry. 
. Whom ſhould he follow but his naturall king. 
War. True Clifford, and thats Richard duke of Tor, 
King. And ſhall I ſtand while thou ſitſt in my thror- 7 
Yorke. Content thy ſelfe, it muſt and ſhall he ſo. 
War. Be duke of Lancaſter, let him be king. 
Wet. Why? he is both king and duke of Lanca/ter, 
And that the earle of Weftmer/and ſhall maintaine. 
Mar. And Warwicke hall diſprooue it. You forge: 
That we are thoſe that chac'd you from the field 
And flew your father, and with colours ſpred 
Marcht through the citty to the pallas gates. 
Nerth. No Warwicke, I remember't to my oreeſe : 
And by his ſoule, thou and thy houſe ſhall rew it. 
Weſt. Plantagenet of thee and of thy ſonnes, 
Thy kinſmen and thy friends, Ile haue more hues, 
Then drops of blood were in my fathers veines. 
Clif. Vrge it no more, leaſt in revenge thereof, 
I {end thee Harwicke ſuch a meſſenger, 
As ſhall revenge his death before I ſtirre. 
War. Poore Cliford, how I ſcorne thy worthlefe thre! 
Yorke. Will ye we ſhew our title to the crowne, 
Or elſe our ſwords ſhall pleade it in the field? 
King. What title haſt thou traitor to the crowns * 
Thy father was as thou art, duke of Torke - 


Thy grand-father Roger Mortimer earle of March. 
I am the ſonne of Henry the fift, who tam'd the F-:»), 
And made the Dolphin ſtoope, and ſeiz'd vpon Y 
Their townes and prouinces. 
War. Talke not of France ſince thou haſt loſt it ai! 4 


7 * 
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. "of -Yokte and Lancasrrr;, | © 


xing. The lord protector loſt it, and not I, 
When I was crown d, I was but nine months old. 

Rich. Y'are old enough now, and yet methinkes you loſe 
Father, teare the crowne from the vſurpers head. 

gdw. Do ſo ſweet father, ſet it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou'ſt and honour'ſt armes, 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cauilling thus. 

Rich, Sound drums and trumpets, aud the king will Nye, 

Yorke. Peace ſonnes, 

North. Peace thou, and giue king Henry leaue to ſpeake. 


King. Ah Plantagenet, why ſeek'ſt thou to depoſe me ? 
Are we not both Plantagenets by birth? 


And from two brothers lineally deſcent ? 
Suppoſe by right and equity thou be king : 
Thinkſt thou, that I will leaue my kingly ſeate, 
Wherein my father, and my grandſire {ate ? 
No, firſt ſhall warre vnpeople this my realme, 
! 2nd our colours often borne in France, 
And now in England (to our hearts great ſorrow) 
ball be my winding ſheet. Why faint you lords? 
u titles better farre than his. | 
= VU. Prove it Henry, and thou ſhalt be king. 

King. Why Henry the fourth by conqueſt got the crowne, 

Yorke, Twas by rebeliion gainſt his ſoueraigne. 

King. I know not what to ſay, my titles weake, 
Tel! me, may not a king adopt an heire * 

Mar., What then? | 
= Fig. Then am L lawfull king. For Richard 
W {be {ccond, in the view of many lords, 

E Regn'd the crowne to Henry the fourth, 
\Vhoſe heire my father was, and I am his, 

Pork, 1 tell thee he roſe againſt him being his ſoueraigne, 
; Aud made him to reſigne the crowne perforce. 


I 4 War. 
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War. Suppoſe my lord he did it vnconſtrain'd, 

Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the crowne ? 
| Exet. No, for he could not fo reſigne the crowne, 

But that the next heyre muſt ſucceede and reigne. 
King. Art thou againſt vs duke of Exeter? 

Exer. His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 

King. All will reuolt from me, and turne to him. 

*North. Plantagenet, for all the claime thou laiſt, 

Thinke not king Henry (hall be thus depoſde. 

War. Depoſd he ſhali be in deſpight of thee, 

Nor. Tuſh Warwicke, thou art deceiu'd : 
Tis'not thy ſoutherne powers of Ee, Suffolke, Norſ+!s, 
And Kent, that makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 
Can ſet the duke vp in deſpight of me. 

Chf. King Henry be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vowes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and ſwallow me aſiue, 

Where I do kneele to him that ew my father. 
King. O Clifferd, how thy words reuiue my ſoulc. 
Yorke. Henry of Lancaſter reſigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you? Or what coofpice” you lords? 
War. Do right vnto this princely duke of Yorke, 

Or I will fill the houſe with armed men, 


Enter ſoldiers. 


And over the chaire of ſtate where now he fits, 
Write vp his title with thy vſurping blood, 
King. O Warwicke, heare me ſpeake : 
Loet me but reigne in quiet while I liue. 
Yorke. Confirme the crowne to me, and to mine heilte 
Aud thou ſhalt reigne in quiet whillt thou liu'ſt. 
King. Conuey the ſouldiers hence, and then I will, 
Har. Captaine conduct them into Tuthill fields. 
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Clif. What wrong is this vnto the prince your ſon ? 

War. What good is this for England and himſelfe? 

Meth. Baſe, feartull, and deſpairing Henry. 
Clif. How haſt thou wronged both thy ſelſe and vs ? 
aß. I cannot ſtay to heare theſe articles. 


Clif, Nor I, come coſen lets go tell the queene. Exit. 
North. Be thou a prey vnto the houſe of Yorke, 
and die in bands for this vakindly deede. Exit, 
Clif. In dreadfull war mayſt thou be ouercome, = 
Ot liue in peace abandond and deſpiſd. Exit. 
„. They ſecke reuenge, and therefore will not yeelde my 
3 lord. | 


Kino. Ah Exeter ? 
War, Why ſhould you ſigh my lord? 
King. Not for my ſelfe lord Warwicke, but my ſonne, 

Whom I vnnaturally ſhall diſinherit. 

Put be it as it may. I heere intaile the crowne 

To thee and to thine heyres, conditionally, 

That hcere thou take an oath, 

| To ceaſe theſe ciuill broyles, and whilſt I line 

To honor me as thy king and foneraigne. _ 
yl. That oath I willingly take, and will performe. 
Jar. Long live king Henry. Plantagenet embrace him. 
king. And long liue thou, and all thy forward ſonnes. 
de, Now Yorke and Lancaſter are reconcilde. 


£xet. Accurſt be he that ſeekes to make them foes. 
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Sound trumpets, 

M lord, Ile take my leaue, 

de Wakefield, to my caſtle, 

3 Exit Yorke and bis fonnes, 

And He keepe Landen with my ſouldiors. Exit. 
ak, And lle to Nerfolke with my followers. Exit. 
Meng. And I to the ſea from whence I came, Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter the Queene and the Prince. 


Exet. My lord, heere comes the queene, Ile ficale zwar 

King. And fo will J. 

Que ne. Nay ſtay, or elſe Ile follow thee. 

King. Be patient gentle queene, and then Ile ſtay. 

Dueene. What patience can there be? ah timerous may, 
Thou haſt vndone thy ſelfe, thy ſonne, and me, 


And given our rights vnto the houſe of Yorke. 


Art thou a king, and wilt be for'cſt to yeeld ? 

Had I bene there, the ſouldicrs ſhould haue toſt 

Me on their launces points, before I would hauc 

Granted to their wils. The duke is made 

Protector of the land: ſterne Fawconbridge 

Commands the narrow ſeas : and think'ſt thou then 

To ſleepe ſecure ? I heere divorce me Henry 

From thy bed, vntill that acte of parliament 

Be recald, wherein thou yeeldeſt to the houſe of e. 

The northerne lords that haue forſworne thy colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they ſee them ſpread, 

And ſpread they ſhall vato thy deepe diſgrace. 

Come fonne, lets away, and leane him heere along. 
King. Stay gentle Margaret, and heare me ſpcals. 
2. Thou haſt ſpoke too much already, therefore be fe 
King. Gentle ſonne Edward, wilt thou ſtay with mn: * 


©Pueene. I, to be murdered by his enemies, Exit, 
Prin. When I returne with victory from the fuld, 
Ile ſee your grace, till then Ve follow her. Fo. 
King. Poore queene, her loue to me and to the pH 
ſon 


Makes her in furie thus to forget her ſelfe. 
Reuenged may ſhe be on that accurſed dulce, 


Come coſen of Exeter, ſtay thou heere, 
| For 
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gor Ciford and thoſe northerne lords be gone, 
| {care towards Wakefield, to diſturbe the duke. 


Enter Edward, and Richard, aud Montague. 


Fd. Brother, and coſen Montague, giue me leaue to 
ſpeake. 

ich. Nay, I can better play the orator. 

Mont. But J haue reaſons ſtrong and forceable. 


Enter the duke of Yorke, 


vile. How now ſonnes what at a iarre amongſt your ſelues? 
Rich, No father, but a ſweete contention, about that which 
concernes your ſelfe and vs, the crowne ot Zngland father. 
Yorke, The crowne boy, why Nenries yet aliue, 
And i hane ſworne that he ſhall reigne in quiet till his death. 
a., But I would breake an hundred oaths to reigne one 
yeare, 
Rich. And if it pleaſe your grace to giue me leaue, 
lle thew your grace the way to ſaue your oath, 
Aud diſpoſſeſlæ king Henry from the crowae. 
Y:rke, I prethe Dicke let me heare thy deaice. 
ich. Then thus my lord. 
bath is of no moment, 
being not ſworne before a lawfull magiſtrate. 
Heu is none, but doth vſurpe your right, 
And yet your grace ſtands bound to him by oath. 
Then noble father reſolue your ſelfe, 
aud once more claime the crowne. 
Yorve, J, ſaiſt thou ſo boy? why then it ſhall be fo. 
Lam reloln'd to win the crowne, or dye. 
ard, thou ſhalt to Edmund Brooke lord Cobham, 
Win whom the Kent i/hmen will willingly riſe, 
Thu coſen Montague ſhalt to Nerfoike ſtraight, 


* * * 8 b VR d * A 
4 9 , g WE COP WTO, - thatth Xa" Bk. ot 
p ” * P q 4 * A — A R a FOE hk 1 © ok aw 4 N 
* * 5 Cd a * * Sas cd 8 4 "TY Bed LE tht ya. 4 « $5 , 3 
" _— 4 1 9 <>. * 2 EI” of WWW * F us, Ws, > IRE» 28 F 
avs bbs PE + * N * ta Fa 4 ©. it 1 8 ä * P v4 
* * „ ; WY, : p 
a * , 


| 


144 


For 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſ-: 


And bid the duke to muſter vp his ſoldiours, 

| And come to me to Wakefield preſently, 
And Richard, thou to London ſtraight ſhalt poſte, 
i And bid Richard Neuill earle of Warwicke, 

To leaue the citty, and with, his men of warre, 
| To meete me at S. Albones ten dayes hence. 

!1 | My ſelfe heere in Sandall caſtle will prouide 

. Both men and mony to further our attempts. 

i Now, what newes ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


M/. My lord, the queene with thirty thouſand men, 
Accompanied with the earles of Cumberland, 
Northumberland, and We/lmerland, 

With others of the houſe of Lancaſter, 
Are marching towards Haefel, 
To beſiedge you in your caſtle heere. 


— — - - 


—— 


— — — 


Enter fir Iohn, and fir Hugh Mortimer, 


— 


Yorke. A Gods name let them come, 
Couſin Montague, poſte you hence. 
Aud boyes ſtay you with me. 
Sir Jahn and fir Hugh Mortimer mine vnckles, 
Yeare welcome to Sandall in an happy houre, 
The army of the queene meanes to beſiedge vs. 
Sir lohn. She ſhall not neede my lord, 
Wee'l meete her in the field. 
Yorke, What, with five thouſand ſouldiors, vacklc : 
Rich. I father, with fiue hundred for a neede, 
A woman's generall, what ſhould you feare ? 
Yorke. Indeed, many braue battels haue I wonne 
In Nermandy, when as the enemie 
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Hath bn ten to one, and why ſhould I now doubt 
Of the like ſucceſſe ? I am reſolu d. Come lets go. 
Edw. Let's march away, I heare their drums. Exit. 


(armes, and then enter the young earle of Rutland and his tutor. 


ch ſye my lord, lets leaue the caſtle, . 
W 1nd fiye to Wakefield ſtraight. 


Enter Clifford. 


vat, O tutor, looke where bloody Cliford comes. 


„ Chaplaine away, thy prieſthood ſaues thy life, 
4 As for the brat of that accurſed duke, 


= Whoſc father flew my father, he ſhall dye. 
= 7ur. Oh Cliferd, ſpace this tender lord, leaſt 
heaven reuenge it on thy head: oh ſaue his life. 
= Cf. Soldiors away, and drag him hence pectorce : 
an with the villaine. | Exit Chaplaine. 
WW Low now, what dead already? or is it feare that 
Macs him cloſe his eyes ile open them. 
= Kut. So lookes the pent vp lion on the lambe, 
on And {0 he walkes inſulting ore his prey, 
4 and fo he turnes againe to rend his limbes in ſunder, 
0 Cord, kill me with thy ſword, and 
aich ſuch a cruell threatning locke, 
W | am too meane a ſubiect for thy wrath, 
dbdou revendge on men, and let me line, 
nn vaine thou ſpeakeſt poore boy: my fathers 
WT Blood hath ſtopt the paſſage where thy words ſhould enter. 
e.. Then let my fathers blood ope it agaiae, he is a 
Wan, and Cliford cope with him. 
| hf. Had I thy brethren heere, their lives and thine 
WV cre o revenge ſufficient for me. 
gr ould I dig vp thy fore-fathers graues, 
an bang their rotten coffins vp in chalncs, 


it 


The Contention of che Two famous Houſe. 
It could ſlake mine ite, nor eaſe my heart, 
The ſight of any of the houſe of Torte, 
Is as a fury to torment my ſoule. 
Therefore till I roote ont that curſed line, 
And leaye not one on earth, Ile liue in hell therefore, 
Rut. Oh let me pray, before 1 take my death. 
To thee I pray: ſweet Clifcrd pitty me. 
Clif. I, ſuch pitty as my rapiers point affords. 
Rut. I never did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me 
Clif. Thy father hath. 
Rut. But t'was ere I was borne. 
Thou haſt one ſonne, for his ſake pitty me, 
Leaſt in reuenge thereof, ſith God is iuſt, 
He be as miſerably ſlaine as I, 
Oh, let me live in priſon all my daies, 
And when I giue occaſion of offence. 
Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Clif. No cauſe ? Thy father flew my father, therecfo:«: de 
Plantagenet, 1 come Plantagenet, | 
And this thy ſonnes blood cleaving to my blade, 
Shall ruſt vpon my weapon, ti!l thy blood 
Congeald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit 
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Alarmes, enter the duke of Yorke jolus. 


Tore. Ah Yorke, poſte to thy caſtle, ſaue thy lite, 
The goale is loſt, thou houſe of Lancaſter, 
Thrice happy chance is it for thee and thine, 
That heauen abridgde my daies, and cals me hence; 
But God knowes what chance hath betide my ſonacs: 
But this I know, they haue demeand themſelues, 
Like men borne to renowe by life or death : 
Three times this day came Richard to my ſight, 
And cried courage, father: victory or death. 
And twice ſo oft came Edward to my view, 


of Tonk and Lanxcasren: 
With purple faulchion painted to the hilts, 

la bloud of thoſe whom he had ſlaughtered. 

On harke, I heare the drums. No way to flie ? 
No way to ſaue my life ? and heere I ſtay : 

| and heere my life muſt end. 


Come blondy Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

C { dare your quenchleſſe fury to more bloud : 

us is the but, and this abides your ſhot. 

= /\::thum. Yeeld to our mercies, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif, 1, to ſuch mercy as his ruthfull arme 


Y Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his carre, 

ul made an euening at the noone tide pricke. 

Lorle. My aſhes like the Phenix may bring forth 

E A bird chat will renenge it on you all, 

Þ 4:4; in that hope I caſt mine eyes to heauen, 

= what ere you can afflift me with, 

YN hy ſlay you lords? What, multitudes and feare ? 
so cowards fight when they can flie no longer, 
i do doues do pecke the rauens piercing tallents, 

s delperate theeues, all hopeleſſe of their lives, 

WE Þrcathe out inuectiues gainſt the officers. 

lente. Oh Clifford, yet bethiake thee once againe, 
Id in thy minde ore-runnc my former time, 

$4 byte thy tongue that Nanderſt him with cowardiſe, 
Whole very locke hach made thee quake ere this. 

| Cy | will not bandy with thee word for word, 
Wb buckle with thee blowes twice two for one. 
Den. Hold valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes 
L v0uld prolong the traitors life a while. 


Wit 


q * hen Clifford, Northumberland, and the ſldwurs. 


Wrath makes him deafe, ſpeake thou Northumberland.” 
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True Contention of the Two famous Houſes 
Nr. Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſo much, 

To pricke thy finger, though to wound his heart, 

What valour where it when a curre doth grin, 

For one to thruſt his hand betweene his teeth, 


When he might ſpurne him with his foote away) 


Tis warres prize to take all aduantages, 
And ten to one, is no impeach in warres. 
f Fight and take lim, ” 
Clif. I, I, fo ſtrives the woodcoke with the gin. / 
Nerth. So doth the cunny ſtruggle with the net. W ; 
Yorke. So triumphs theeues vpon their conquer'd booty, 3 [: 
$0 true men yeeld, by robbers ouer-matcht. E 
North. What will your grace haue done with bin W 7 
®Preene. Brave warriours, Clifford and Northumberinn!, 3 A 
Come make him ſtand vpon this mole-hill heere, W 1 
That aimde at mountaines with out-ſtretched arme, We» 
And parted but the ſhadow with his hand. WW 
Was it you that reueld in our parliament, W 


And made a prechment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſſe of ſonnes to backe you now : 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George ? 
Or wher's that valiant crookt-backt prodegy ? 

_ Dickey your boy, that with his grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheare his dad in mntinies ? 
Or mongſt the reſt, where is your darling Rutlund 
Looke Yorke, I dipt this napkin in the blood, 
That valiant Clf'ord with his rapiers point, 
Made iſſue from the boſome of thy boy. 
And if thiae eyes can water for his death, 
I giue thee this to dry thy cheekes withall. 
Alas poore Yorke : but that J hate thee much, 
I ſhould. lament thy miſerable ſtate. 
I prethee griene to make me merry, Yorke : 
Stampe, raus, and fret, that J may ſing and dance. 
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| What, hath thy fiery heart ſo parch thine entrailes, 

That not a teare can fall for Rutlands death ? 

Thou wouldſt be feede I fee, to make me ſport. 

t:rke cannot ſpeake, vnleſſe he weare a crowne. 

A crowne for Yorke, and lords bow low to him, 

So, hold you his hands, whilſt I do ſet it on. 

|, now lookes he like a king. 

This is he that tooke king Henres chaire, 

| And this is he was his adopted heyre. 

Bur how is it that great Plantagenet, 

s crowd ſo ſoone, and broke his holy oath, 

s bethinke me, you ſhould not be king, 

Till our Henry had ſhooke hands with death, 

aud will you impale your head with Henries glory, 

\nd rob his temples of the diadem 

Now in his life, againſt your holy oath ? 

Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

OF with the crowne, and with the crowne his head, 

And whilſt we breathe, take time to do him dead. 

% That's my office for my fathers death. 

9cene. Yet ſtay, and lets heare the oriſons he makes. 
Yorke. She wolfe of France, but worſe then wolues of 

France; 

Whole tongue's more poiſon'd then the adders tooth, 

ill beleeming is it in thy ſexe, 

Wo winmph like an Amazonian trull, 

W\ 10 hi wocs, whom fortune captiuates ? 

| . it tat thy face is viſard-like vnchanging, 

Made impudent by vſe of euill deeds ; 

I would allay, proud queene to make thee bluſh, 

9 tell thee of whence thou art, from whom der:1'de, 

i were ſhame enough to ſhame thee, were thou not ſhameleſſe. 
17 tather beares the type of king of Naples, 

Df both the C iſles, and Jeruſalen, 
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Yet not ſo wealthy as an Engh/b yeoman. 

Hath that poore monarch taught thee to inſult ? 
It needs not, or it bootes thee not proud quezne, 
Vnleſſe the adage muſt be verifide; 

That beggers mounted, run their horſe to death. 
Tis beauty, that oft makes women proud ; 
But God he wots, thy ſhare thereof is ſmall. 

Tis government that makes them moſt admir'd, 
The contrary doth make thee wondred at. 

Tis vertue that makes them ſeeme divine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 

As the Antipedes are vnto vs, 

Or as the ſouth to the ſeptentrion. 

Oh tygers heart wrapt in a womans hide; 

How couldſt thou draine the life blood of the child: 
'To bid the father wipe his eycs withall, 

And yet be ſeene to beare a womans face? 

Women arc milde, pittifull, and flexible, 

Thou indurate, ſterne, rough, remorceleſſe. 

Bids thou me rage ? why now thou haſt thy wi!!, 
Wouldſt haue me weepe? why ſo, thou haſt th 
For ragiug windes blow vp a ſtorme of teares, 

And when the rape alaes, the raine begins. 

Theſe teares are my ſweei Rutlands obſequies, 

And euery drop begs vengeance as it fals, 

On thee fell Cliard, and the falſe French-woma:; 

North, Beſhrew me but his paſſions mone me 1o, 
As hardly I can checke mine eyes from teares. 

Yorke, That face of his, rhe hungry cannibals 
Could not haue toucht, would not. haue ſtain'd wit!: ©: 
But you are more inhumane, more inexorable, 
()-ten times more then tygers of Arcadia. 

See ruthleſſe queene, a hapleſſe fathers teares. 
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Tus cloth thou dipts in blood of my ſweete boy, 
And oe, with teares I waſh the blood away. 
Kcep2 thou the napkin, and go boaſt of that, 
Fat; if thou tell the ſtory wel!, 

; 55 vy ſoule the hearers will ſhed tea res, 

. | even my foes will ſhed faſt falling tears, 

* ay, alaſſe, it was a pitteous deed. 


auc in thy nced, ſuch comfort come to thee, 

W 1: row [ rcape at thy too cruell hands. 

W (14-4 larted Clifford, take me from the world, 

lc to heauen, my blood vpon your heads. 
V-th, Had he bin flaughterman of all my kin, 

W ! 01/4 not chuſe but weepe with him, to fee 

I Hoa ; biel anger gripes his hart, 


dee but vpon the wrong he did vs all, 
W /\ nd that will quickly dry your melting teares. 


cen. And there's to right our gentle harted kinde. 
Open thy gates of mercy gracious God, 

1 My foatc flies foorth to meete with thee, 

. ®vcone. Ott with his head, and ſet it on Nrhke gates, 
dle may over-looke the towne of Yorke. 


Wi doth my noble brother Richard fare ? 
[cannot joy vatill T be reſolu'd, 
V. 
re our night valiant father is become. 
W107 often did I fee him beate himſelfe, 

e 00th a lyon midſt a heard of neat, 
K 2 


Here, take the crowne, and with the crowne my curſe, 


21, What, weeping ripe, my lord Northumberland ? 


. There's for my oath, there's for my fathers death. 


Exeunt omnes. 


aten Edward and Richard, with drum and joldiours. 


v. Atter this dangerous fight and hapleſſe warre, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


So fled the enemies from our valiant father, 
Methinkes tis pride enough to be his ſonne. 


Three ſunnes aþpeare in ayre 
Edw. Loe, how the morning opes her golden gates, 


And takes her farwell of the glorious ſunne, 
Dazle mine eyes, or do I ſee three ſuns ? 


Rich. Three glorious ſunnes, not ſeparated by a racking 


cloud 
But ſeuered in a pale cleere ſhining ſky, 
See, ſee, they ioyne, embrace, and ſeeme to kiſſe, 
As if they vowd ſome league inuiolate. 


Now are they but one lampe, one light, one funnc, 


In this the heavens doth figure ſome euent, 
Edw. I thinke it cites vs brother to the field, 

'That we the ſonnes of braue Plantagenet, 

Already each one ſhining by his meed, 

May ioyne in one, and ouer-peere the world, 

As this the earth, and therefore hence forward, 


Ile beare vpon my target, three faire ſhining ſuns. 


But what art thou that look'ſt ſo heauily ? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mef. Oh, one that was a wofull looker on, 
When as the noble duke of Yorke was {laine. 


Edu. Oh ſpeake no more, for I can heare no mo! 


Rich. Tell on thy tale, for 1 will heare it all. 


Meſ. When as the noble duke was put to flig':., 
And then purſude by Clford and the queeae, 


And many ſouldiors moe, who all at once 

Let drive at him, and forc'ſt the duke to yeeld, 
And then they ſet him on a mole-hill there, | 
And crown'd the gracious duke in high deſpite, 
Who then with teares began to waile his tall. 


The ruthleſſe queene perceiving he did weepe, 
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- of Yorke and LANMCAST ER. 
| Cave bim a handkercher to wipe his eyes, 
Dipt in the blood of ſweet young Rutland, 
By rough Clifford flaine : who weeping tooke it vp. 
Then through his breſt they thruſt their bloody ſwords, 
Who like a lambe fell at the butchers feete. 
Then on the gates of Torke they ſet his head, 
And there it doth remaine the pitteous ſpectacle 
That ere mine eyes beheld. 
= =, Sweet duke of Yorke, our prop to leane vpon, 
Y Now thou art gone, there is no hope for vs J 
os my ſoules palace is become a priſon. 
on would ſhe breake from compaſſe of my breſt, 
| For heuer ſhall I haue more ioy. 
= {ih 1 cannot weepe, for all my breaſts moyſture 
WT 3-1/2 ferucs to quench my furnace burning hate: 
W | caunot ioy till this white roſe be dy'de, 
een in the heart blood of the houſe of Lancaſter. 
1 ?;-hard, I bare thy name, and lle revenge thy death, 
ordne my ſelfe in ſeeking of revenge. 
o. His name that valiant duke hath left with thee, 
43 His chaire and dukedome that remaines for me. 
b Rich, Nay, it thou be that princely eagles bird, 
hy deſcent by gazing gainſt the ſunne, 

For claire, and dukedome; throne and kingdome ſay, 
Fecher that is thine, or elle thou wert not his, 


= 
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3 Enter the earle of Warwicke, Montague, with drum, ancient, 


and ſouldiers. 


lo now faire lords: what fare? What newes abroad? 
(ch, Ah TYarwicke, ſhould we report the balefull newes, 
"0 2: cach words deliuerance, ſtab ponyards in our fleſh 
dc told, the words would adde 

2 fore 112uifh then the wounds. 

E /4.at lord, the duke of Yorke is flaine, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Edw. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke, that Plantagenet 
Which held thee deere: I, enen as his ſoules redempticy, 
Is by the ſterne lord CliFord, done to death. 

War. Ten dayes ago I drown'd thoſe newes in tear: 
And now to adde more meaſure to your woes: 

I come to tell you newes ſince then befalne. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath'd his lateſt gaſpe. 
Tydings as ſwiftly as the poſt could runne, 

Was brought me of your loſſe, and his departure. 
I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muſtred my ſoldiers, pathered flockes of friends, 
And very well appointed as I thought, 

Marcht to S. Albons to intercept the quceone, 
Bearing the king in my behalfe along. 

For by my ſcouts I was aducrtiſed, 

That ſhe was comming, with a full intent 

To daſh your late decree in parliament, 
Touching king Henries heires, and your lucceſſion. 
Short tale to make, we at Saint Abonf met, 
Our battailes ioyn'd, and both ſides fiercely fought . 
But whether *twas the coldneſſe of the king, 

(He look'd full gently on his warlike queenc) 
That rob'd my ſouldiers of their heated ſpleene. 
Or whether *twas report of his ſucceſſc, 

Or more then common feare of G/ifords rigour, 
Who thunders to bis captaines blood and death, 
I cannot tell. But to conclude with truth, 
Their weapons like to liglitniogs went and came. 
Our ſouldiers, like the night-owles lazy flight, 
Or like an ydle threſher with a flaile, 

Fell cently downe, as if they {mote their friends. 
I cheer'd them vp with iuſtice of the cauſe, 
With promite of hye. pay, and great rewards : 
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of Tonk and LancasTER, 


But all in vaine, they had no hearts to fight, 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day. 

ge that we fled, The king vnto the queene, 

Lord George your brother, Norfolke, and my ſelfe, 

In haſt, poſte haſt, are come to ioyne with you. 

bor in the marches heere we heard you were, 

„ Making another head to fight againe, 

EF /v, Thankes gentle Warwicke. 

T How frre hence is the duke with his power? 

dad when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
Har, Soine fine miles off the duke is with his power. 
But as for your brother, he was lately ſent 

n jour kinde aunt, dutcheſſe of Hurgundie, 

Y With aide of ſouldiers 'gainſt this needfull warre, 

3 ich, T'was ods belike, when valiant arwicle fled, 
W 0! have 1 heard thy pralſes in purſuite, 

W ut nero till now thy ſcandall of retire. 

1 Har, Nor now my ſcandall Richard doſt thou heare : 
8K For thou ſhalt know that this right hand of mine, 
dicke the diadem from faint Henriet head, 

1 Arg 1 wring the awefull ſcepter from his fiſt, 

Rr 1 das famous and as bold ia warre, 

© 13 fam'd for mildeneſſe, peace, and prayer. 

„ I know it well lord Warwicke, blame me not, 
due I bare thy glories made me ſpeake. 

W 1: in this troublous time, what's to be done 

Dae we go throw away our Coates of ſteele, 
or bodies in blacke mourning gownes, 
UL bring our Auemaries with our beads ? 

ball we on the helmets of our foes, 

x a ar geuotion with reuengefull armes? 

che laſt, ſay I, and to it lords. 

ar. Why therefore Warwicke came to finde you out: 
1nd therefore comes my brother Montague. | 
K 4 Atteud 
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In ͤcuery burrough as we paſſe along: 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Attend me lords, the proud inſulting queene, 
With Cliford, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feather many moe proud birds, 
Haue wrought the eaſie melting king like waxe, 
He ſware conſent to your ſucceſſion, 
His oath inrolled in the parliament, 
But now to London all the crew are gone, 
To fruſtrate his oath, or what beſides 
May make againſt the houſe of Lancaſter. 
Their power I geſſe them fifty thouſand ſtrong, 
Now if the helpe of Nzorfolke and my ſelfe, 
Can but amount to eight and forty thouſand, 
With all the friends that thou braue earle of March, 
Among the louing Wel/bmen canſt procure, 
Why via, to London will we march amaine, 
And once againe beſtride our foming ſtœeds, 
And once againe cry, charge vpon the ſoe, 
But neuer once againe turne backe and fiye. 
Rich. | now methinkes I heare-great Warwicke ſpenle 
Nere may he liue to ſee a ſunſhine day, 
That cries retire, when Warwicke bids him ſtay. 
Edw. Lord Warwicke, on thy ſhoulder will I !ean-, 
And when thou faints, mult Edward fall: 
Which perill heauen forefend. 
Mar. No longer carle of March, but duke of 791 -, 
The next degree is, Englands royall king; 
Aud king of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd, 


And he that caſts not vp his cap for joy, 
Shall for the offence make forfeite of his head. 
King Fdward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renowne, 


But forward to effect theſe reſolutions. 


of Lonkk and LAN CAST ER. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. The duke of Norfelke ſends you word by me, 
rie queene is comming with a puiſſant power, 
W 4:4 craues your company for ſpeedy counſell. 
„ Why then it forts braue lords, 
ec march away. Exeunt omnes. 
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er the King and Queene, prince Edward, and the north- 
1 erne earles, with drumme and ſculdionrs, 
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Nueenc. Welcome my lord to this brave towne of Yorke, 
W Yonders the head of that ambitious enemy, 
boat ſought to be impaled with your crowne. 
boom not the obiect pleaſe your eye my lord ? 
Kino. Euen as the rockes pleaſe them that fear their wracke. 
With-hold reuenge deere God, tis not my fault, 
1 wittingly haue I infring'd my vow, 
= Cl/. My gracious lord, this too much lenity 
d hacmefull pitty muſt be layde aſide, 
W 7 hom do lyons caſt their gentle lookes ? 
e the beaſt that would vſurpe his den. 
1 Whoſe hand is that the ſauage beare doth licke ? 
I Not his that {poyles his young before his face. 
e ſcapes the lurking ſerpents mortall ſting 2 
EN: be that ſets his foote vpon her backe. 
4 The ſmalleſt worme will turne being troden on, 
nn doues will pecke, in reſcue of their brood. 
J amvitions Yorke did leuell at thy crowne, 
: Thov (ailing, while hee knit his angry browes, 
danke, would haue his ſonne a king, 
Aud rate his iſſue like a loving fire. 
ben being a king, bleſt with a goodly ſonne, 
Dall give conſent to diſinherit him, 
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Should loſe his birth- right through his fathers fault 


The Contention of the TWO ſamous Hof 


Which argu'd thee a moſt vnnaturall father. 
Vnreaſonable creatures feede their yong, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes, 
Yet in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not ſcene them euen with thoſe ſame wins 
Which they haue ſometime vide in fearefull flight, : 
Make warre with him, that climbes vato their nc{l, 
Offering their owne lives in their yongs defence *? 
For ſhame my lord, make them your preſident. 
Were it not pitty thar this goodly boy, 


And long heereaiter, ſay vnto his childe, 
What my great grandfather and grandfire got, 
My careleſle father tondly gaue away ? 
Looke on the boy, and let his manly face, 
Which promiſeth ſucceſſefull fortune to vs all, 
Steele thy melting thoughts, 
To keepe thine owne, and Icaue thine owne with | 
King, Full well hath Clifford playd ihe orator, 
Inferring arguments of mighty force. 
But tell me, didſt thou never yet keare tell, 
That things ill got had ener bad ſucceſſe, 
And happy euer was it for that ſonne, 
Whoſe father for his hoording went to hell ? 
] leane my ſonne my vertuous deeds behinde, 
Aud would my father had left me no more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſuch a rate, 
As aſkes a thouſand times more care to keepe, 
Then may the preſent profite counteruaile, 
Ah coſin Yorke, would thy beſt friends did kno', 
How it doth preeue me that thy head ſtands there. 
Prgene, My lord, this harmfull pitry makes 30 
ers taint, 
You promiſd knight-hood to your princely ſonus, 
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of Yorkt and LANC AST ER. 


Vaſheath your ſword, and ſtraight way dub him knight, 
Kneele downe Edward. 

King. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a knight, 

And erte this leſſon, draw thy ſword in right. 

Prince, My gracious father, by your kingly leaue, 

lle draw it as apparant to the crowne, 

And in that quarrel, vie it to the death. 

„ Why that is {poken like a toward prince. 


Enter a Meſſenger. : 


. Royall commanders, be in readineſſe, 
or with a band of fifty thouſand men, 

Comes Warwicke, backing of the duke of Yorke, 
W 7. 1 the townes whereas they paſſe along, 

2 Froclumes him king, and many flyes to him, 

ebene sour battels, for they be at hand. 

V. 1 would your highneſſe would depart the field, 

he queene hath belt ſucceſſe when you are abſent. 

Deen. Do good my lord, and leaue vs to our fortunes. 
lg. Why that's my fortune, therefore Ile ſtay (till, 

(AH, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 

. Good father cheere theſe noble lords, 

pour ſword, ſweet father cry S. George, 

Fitch we our battell heere, for hence we wil not moue. 


Enter the houſe of Yorke, 


£01, Now periur'd Henry, wilt thou yeeld thy crowne ? 
þ nA Er >6 | 1 
a0 kncele for mercy at thy ſoueraignes feete ? 


22. Go rate thy minions proud infultiag boy, 
dec to be thus malapert 

it ore thy king, and lawfull ſoueraigne ? 

TY am his king, and he ſhould bend his knee, 
© adopted heyre by his conſent. 
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Thee reuerently. 


As thou didſt kill our tender brother Nur land, 


The Contention of the Two famous Houfe; 


George. Since when, he hath broke his oath, 

For as we heare, you that are king 

(Though he do weare the crowne) 

Haue cauſd him by new acte of parliament, 

To blot our brother out, and put his owne ſorine in, 
Clif. And reaſon George : 

Who ſhowld ſucceede the father, but the ſon ? 

Rich. Are you there butcher ? 
Clif. I crooke-backe, heere I ſtand to anſwer the-, 

Or any of your ſort. 

Rich. Twas you that kild yong Rutland, was it n 
Clif. Yes, and old Yorke too, and yet not {atisfiec. 
Rich. For Gods ſake lords giue ſignal] to the fight, 
Har. What faiſt thou Henry? wilt thou yeelde thy crown: 
QAucen. What long tongu'd Warwicke, dare you {poake : 

When you and I met at Saint Albons laſt, 

Your legges did better ſeruice then your hands, 
War, I, then twas my turne to flye, but now bis thine 
Clif. You ſaid as much before, and yet you fied. 
War, Twas not your valour Clifford drove ine thence. 
Nor. No, nor your manhood Warwick, that couſd male jo 

ſtay. 
Rich. Northumberland, Northumberland, we hold 


Breake off the parley, for ſcarſe I can refraine 

The execution of my big ſwolne heart, 

Apainſt that Cliford there, that cruell child-killer, 
Clif. Why I kild thy father, calſt thou him a child 
Rich, I like a villaine, and a treacherous coward, 


But ere ſun-ſet lle make thee curſſe the deed. 


King. Haue done with words great lords, 
An heare me ſpeake, 


Qurene, Defie them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy l, 


of Yorke and LANCASTER. 

Xing. 1 prethee give no limits to my tongue, 

being a king, am priuiledg'd to ſpeake, 

| Clif, My lord, the wound that bred this meeting heere, 
W ot be cur'd with words, therefore be ſtill. 

Fi. Then executioner vnſheath thy ſword, 

W 73; him that made vs all, I am reſolu'd 

That Cliffords man-hood hangs vpon his tongue. 

= £/y, What ſayſt thou Henry, ſhall I have my right or no? 
W  touſnd men haue broke their faſt to day, 

1 That nere ſhall dine, vnleſſe thou yeeld the crowne. 

A Har. If thou deny, their bloods be on thy head. 

bor Forte in iuſtice, puts his armour on. 

Pin. If all be right that Farwicke ſayes is right, 

Y There is no wrong, but all things mult be right. 
. Whoſoeuer got thee, there thy mother ſtands, 
W Fo; well I wot thou haſt thy mothers tongue. 

Auen. But thou art neither like thy fire nor Jam, 

W Bat like a fowle miſhapen ſtigmaticke, 

W Markt by the deſtinies to be auoided, 

W 4s cnom'd todes, or lizards fainting lookes. 

Kid. Iron of Naples, hid with Eugliſb gilt, 

EF Thy father beares the title of a king, 

As if a channell ſhould be cald the ſea ; 


® 
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iam'ſt thou not, knowing from whence thou art derlu'de, 
e parlic thus with Englande lawfull hevres ? 

u. A wiſpe of firaw were worth a thouſand crownes, 
o make that ſhameleſſe caller know her ſelfe, 

re, hulbands father reueld in the hart of France, 

WAN tam'de the French, and made the Dolphin ſtoope : 
3 had he matcht according to his ſtate, 

aht haue kept that glory till this day. 

en he tooke a begger to his bed, 

Fat thy poore fire with his bridall day: 

en thai ſun-ſhine bred a ſhowre for him, 

Nuch waſhr his fathers fortunes out of France, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Hou: 


And heapt ſeditions on his crowne at home. 
For what hath mou'd theſe tumults, but thy pride 
Hadſt thou bene meeke, our title yet had ſlept, 
And we in pitty of the gentle king, 
Had ſlipt our claime vntill another age. 

George. But when we ſaw our ſummer brought th gains, 
And that the harueſt brought vs no increaſe, 
We ſet the axe to thy viurping roote, 
And though the edge haue ſomething hit our ſclucs, 
Yet know thou we will neuer ceaſe to ſtrike, 
Till we haue hewne thee dowae, 
Or bath'd thy growing with our heated blouds. 

Edw. And in this reſolution, I detie thee, 
Nor willing any longer conference, 
Since thou denieſt the gentle king to ſpeake. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloudy colours waue, 
And either victory, or elſe a graue. 

Qucene. Stay Edward, ſtay, 

Edw. Hence wrangling woman, Ile no longer {ty 
Thy words will coſt ten thouſand liucs to day. 

Ee unt ON, 
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Alarmes. Enter Warwicke. 


War. Sore ſpent with toile, as runners with the race 
I lay me downe a little while to breathe, 
For ſtrokes receiude, and many blowes repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit ſinewes of their ſtrength, 
And force perforce, needs muſt I reſt my ſelfe. 


Enter Edward. 


Flv. Smile. gentle heauens, or ſtrike vngentle dcach, 
That we way die vnleſſe we gaine the day: 
What fatall ſtarre malignant frownes from heaven, 
Vpou the harmeleſſe line of Terkes true houſe ? 


of Lonxk and LAN CAST ER. 
Enter George, 


urge. Come brother come, lets to the field againe, 
Fr jet there's hope enough to win the day: 
Ihen let vs backe to cheere our fainting troopes, 


l ealt they retire now we haue left the field. 
Jar. How now my lords, what hap ? what hope of good? 


Enter Richard running. 


eh, Ah Warwicke, why haſt thou witkdrawne thy ſelfe ? 
i noble facher iu the thickeſt throngs, 

Cride ſtill for Warwicke, his thrice valiant ſonne, 
| Vntill with thouſand ſwords he was beſet, 

aud many wounds made in. his aged breſt, 

4\n1 as be tottring fate vpon his ſteede, 

He waft his hand to me, and cride aloud, 
hoard, commend me to my valiant ſoane, 
and ſtitt he cride, Warwzicke revenge my death, 
\nd with thoſe words he tumbled off his horſe, 
And ſo the noble Saſſhury gaue vp the ghoſt. 

Var. Then let the earth be drunken with his bloud, 

e hill my horſe, becauſe I will not flie : 
And heere to God of heauen I make a vor, 
\cuer to paſſe from forth this bloudy field, 
am full reuenged for his death. 

Ef, Lord Warwicke, I do bend my knees with thine, 
\nd in that vow acw ioyne my ſoule to thee, . 
[101 letter vp and puller downe of kings, 
bouchfate a gentle victory to vs, 

Ur let vs die before we loſe the day. 
ve;7752, Then let vs haſte to cheere the ſouldiors harts, 
ah call them pillars that will ſtand to vs, 
And dige promiſe to remunerate 
$167 truſty ſeruice, in theſe dangerous warres. 
Rich. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſe; 


Rich. Come, come away, and ſtand not to debate, 
For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 
Brothers, giue me your hands, and let vs part 
And take our leaves, vntill we meete againe, 
Where ere it be, in heauen or in earth. 
Now I that never wept, now melt in woe, 
Jo fee theſe dire miſhaps continue ſo, 
Warwicke, farewell. | 
War. Away, away, once more {weete lords farewe]! 
Excunt om 


Alarmes, and then enter Richard at one deore, and Clitfd a 
the other. 


Rich. A Ciifford, a Clifford. 
Clif. A Richard, a Richard. 
Rich. Now Cliford, for Yorke and young Rutland: dn 
This thirſty {word that longs to drinke thy blond, 
Shall lop thy limbes, and lice thy curſed heart, 
For to reuenge the murders thou haſt made. 
Ci. Now Richard, I am with thee heere alone, 
This is the hand that ſtab'd thy father Yorke, 


And this the hand that flew thy brother Rutland, 

And heere's the heart that triumphs in their deaths, A 

And cheeres theſe hands that ſlew thy fire and brother, 

To execute the like vpon thy ſelfe, 

And ſo haue at thee, | 

Alarmes. They fight, and then enters Warwicke and re{cues 0 
Richard, and then exeunt omnes. Oh 


Alarmes flill, and then enter Henry V. 


Hen. Oh gracious God of heaven looke downs 01 = 
And ſet ſome endes to thele inceſſant grietes. 
How like a maſtleſſe ſhip vpon the ſeas, 
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| Now let me fee what ſtore of gold thou haſt. 
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of Yorks and LANAT ER: 
This wokull battaile doth continue ſtill, 


' Now leaning this way, now to that ſide driue, 


And none doth know to whom the day will fall. 
Oh, would my death might ſtay theſe ciuill jarrs ! 
Would I had neuer raign'd, nor nere bene king. 
Margaret and Clifford, chide me from the field, 
owearing they had beſt ſucceſſe when I was theuce. 
Would God that I were dead, fo all were well, 

Or would my crowne ſuffice, I were content 

To yeeld it them, and live a private lite, 


* 


Enter a Soldiour with a dead man in his armes, 


Faul. Ill blowes the winde that profits no body, 


| Tis man that I haue Caine in fight to day, 
May be poſſeſſed of ſome ſtore of crownes, 


And 1 will ſearch to finde them if I can, 
But ſtay ; methinkes it is my fathers face: 
Oh L tis he whom I have flaine in fight. 
From London was I preſt out by the king, 


My father he came on the part of Torke, 
And in this conflict I haue (laine my father, 


Oh pardon God, I knew not what I did, 


| And pardon father, for I knew thee not. 


Enter ansther Soldiour with a dead man, 


2, Soul. Lie there thou that foughtſt with me ſo ſtoutly, 


But ſtay, methinks this is no famous face: 

Oh no, it is my ſonne that I haue flaine in fight, 
Vn monitrous times, begetting ſach enents, 

How crucil, bloudy, and ironous, 

his Ceadly quarrell daily doth beget. 

Poore boy, thy father gaue thee lite too late, 


Aud hath bereau'd thee of thy life too ſoone. 
Vol. III. L 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſe 

King. Woe aboue woe, griefe more then common grief 
Whil'ſt lyons warre and battaile for their dens, 
Poore lambes do feele the rigour of their wraths : 
The red roſe and the white are on his face, 
The fatall colours of our ſtriving houſes, 
Wither one roſe, and let the other flouriſh, 
For if you ſtriue, ten thouſand lines muſt periſh, 

1. Soul. How will my mother for my fathers death, 
Take on with me, and nere be ſatisfide ? 

2. Soul, How will my wife for ſlaughter of my ſon2e, 
Take on with me and nere be ſatisfide? 

King. How will the people now miſdeeme their g, 
Oh would my death their mindes could fatisfie. 

1. Soul. Was euer ſonne ſo rude, his fathers blood ſoili? 

2. Sul. Was euer father ſo vnnaturall, his ſonne to kill 

King, Was euer king thus greeued and vexed {ti!] 

1. Soul, Ile beare thee hence from this accurſed place, 
For woe is me to ſee my fathers face. 
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2. Soul. Ile beare thee hence, and let them fight that wil ( 
For I haue murdered where I ſhould not kill. ] 
Exit vith his m. 1 

King. Weepe wretched man, Ile lay the? teare e tone, A 
Here fits a king, as woe begon as thee. ; 4 
| = 

Alarmes, and enter the Qaeene. 1. 

iT, 

. Lic 

DPueenc, Away my lord, to Barwicke preſent!y, | 

| 15 A. 

The day is loſt, our friends are murdered, Ec 
No helpe is left for vs, therefore away. 1 
. 

a ws. bo 

Enter prince Edward. 5 
1\9 
Prince. Oh father fic, our men haue left the e, | Th 
| An 


Take horſe ſwect father, let vs ſaue our ſelues. 
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of Yorke and LAucAsTxR: 


E nter Exeter. 


Exet. Away my lobd, for Vengeance comes has with him: 
Nay ſtand not to expoſtulate, make haſte, 
O elſe come after, Ile away before. 

, Hen. Nay ſtay good Exeter, for Ile along with thee, 


nter Clifford wounded, with an arrow in his neche, 


if. Heere burnes my candle out, 
That whilſt it laſted, gaue king Henry light. 
Ah Lancaster, I fearc thine ouerthrow, 
ore then my bodies parting from my ſoule. 
My louc and feare glude many friends to thee, 
Aud now I die, that tough commixture melts. 
impairing Henry, ſtrengthened miſproud Yorke, 
Th: common people ſwarme like ſummer flies, 
And whether flies the gnats, but to the ſunne ? 
And who ſhines now, but Henries enemy ? 
O adus, hadſt thou neuer giuen conſent, 
That Phaeton ſhould checke thy fiery ſtcedes, 
Thy burning carre had neuer {corcht the earth. 
And Henry, hadſt thou liu'd as kings ſhould do, 
Ana as thy father and his father did, 
lung 10 foote vato the houſe of Yorke, 
and ten thouſand in this wofull land, 
Hach lekt no mourning widdowes for our deaths, 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy throne in peace. 
For what doth cheriſh weeds, but geatle aire ? 
Aud what makes robbers bold, but lenity ? 
pootletle are plaints, and cureleſſe are my wounds, 
o way to flie, no ſtrength to hold out flight, 
| The foe is mereileſſe and will not pitty me, 
Aud at their hands I haue deſerude no pitty. 
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And he nor ſees nor heares vs what we ſay. 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds, 


And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint, 


Come Yorke and Richard, Warwicke and the reſt, 
I ſtab'd your fathers, now come ſplit my breaſt. 


Enter Edward, Richard, Warwicke, and /ould.cr: 


Edw. Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpwars 
Courle, and we are grac'd with wreaths of victory 
Somme troopes purſue the bloudy minded queene, 
That now towards Barwick doth poſte amaine, 

But thinke you that Ci:#yrd is fled away with them 

War. No, tis impoſſible he ſhould eſcape, 

For though before his face I ſpeake the words, 
Your brother. Kichard markt him for the graue. 


And where ſo ere he be, I warrant him dead. 
Clifford grones, and , Ye. 
Edu. Harke, what ſoule is this that takes his beau 1:110/ 


Rich. A deadly grone, like life and deaths de Partire. 

Edu. See who it is, and now the battailes ended, 
Friend or foe, let him be friendly vſed. 

Rich. Reuerſe that doome of mercy, for Us C5. -:/, 
Who kild our tender brother Xut/and, 
* ſtab'd our princely father, duke of T 

War. From off the gates of Yorke fetch downs the 

Head, your fathers head which Cliford placed the: 
Inſtead of that, let his ſupply the roome. 
Meaſure for meaſure mutt be anſwered. 

Ed. Bring forth that fatal] {critchowle to vur, hits, 
That nothing ſung to vs but bloud and death, 


Now his euill boding tongue no more ſhall ſpeake. 


War. I thinke his vnderſtanding is bereft. 
Say Chfferd, doſt thou know who ſpeakes to thee : 
Darke cloudy death ore-ſhades his beames of lite, 
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of Yorke and LANSAST ER. 


nich. Oh would he did, and fo perhaps he doth, 

And tis his pollicy that in the time of death, 
He might auoid ſuch bitter ſtormes as he 
[a his houre of death did gine vnto our father. 

Gorrge. Richard, if thou thinkeſt fo, vex him with eager 
words. | | | 
Rich, Clifford, aſke mercy and obtaine no grace. 

Edu, Clifford, repent in bootleſle penitence. 
Har. Cliferd, deuiſe excuſes for thy fault. 
George, WhiPſt we deuiſe fell tortures for thy fault. 

Rich, Thou pittiedſt Yorke, and 1 am ſonne to Yorke. 
E441, Thou pittiedſt Rutland, and I will pitty thee. 
Grrge, Where's captaine Margaret to fence you now ? 
Mar. They mocke thee Clifford, ſweare as thou waſt wont. 
Rich, What, not an oath ? Nay then I know hee's dead : 
W 7; hard when Gifford cannot foord his friend an oath, 
1 By this I know hee's dead, and by my ſoule, 

8 Would this right hand buy but an houres life, 
That I in all contempt might raile at him) 
ide cut it off, and with the iſſuing bloud, 
W $tifle the villaine, whoſe inſtanched thirſt, 
aud young Rutland could not ſatisfie. | 
| or. 1, but he is dead, off with the traitors head, 
And rcare it in the place your fathers ſtands. | 

\nd now to London with triumphant march, 
Lacte to be crowned Englands lawfull king. 
om thence ſhall Warwicke croſſe the ſeas to France, 

| An! ale the lady Bona for thy queene. 
50 Halt thou ſinew both theſe landes together, 

Aud having France thy friend, thou needs not dread 
Tae ſcattered foe that hopes to riſe againe. 
u though they cannot greatly Ning to hurt, 
x ct woke to haue them buſie to offend thine eares. 

virit, lie (ce the coronation done, 
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. The Contention of the Two famous How; 


And afterward Ile croſſe the ſeas to France, 
To effect this marriage, if it pleaſe my lord. 
Edu. Eugen as thou wilt good Warwzicke let it be, 
But firſt before we goe, George kneele downe, 
We here create thee duke of Clarence, 
N And pirt thee with the ſword. 
Our younger brother Richard, duke of Clgſter. 
Warwicke as my ſelfe (hall do and vndo as himſelfe pleaſet!; tell 
Rich, Let me be duke of Clarence, George of Cle, 
For Glaſters dukedome is too ominous, 


nenn 
. 2 


Har. Tuſh, that's a childiſh obſeruation. 3 
Jo ſee theſe honours in poſſeſlion, E xc:nt ones, 3 


Enter two keepers with bow and arrow 


. Keeher. Come, lets take our ſtands vpon this bil, 
And by and by the deere will come this way. 
But ſtay, hcere comes a man, lets liſten him a wr: 


Enter king Henry diſgν⁰d. 


Hen. From Scotland am I ſtolne even of pure tone, 

And thus diſguiſde to greete my native land. 

No Henry, no, it is no land of thine, 

No bending knee will call thee Cæſar now, 

No humble ſuters ſues to thee for right. 

For how canſt thou helpe them, and not thy ſelle 
Keeper. I marry ſir, heere's a deere, his ſkinne 3 

Keepers fee. Sirra ſtand cloſe, for as I thinke, 

This is the king, king Edward hath depoide. 

. Hen. My queene and ſonne, poore ſoules are 5516 0 4/7 

And as I heare, the great commanding Warw:h, 

To intreate a marriage with the lady Bona. 

If this be true, poore queene and ſonne, 


= 


of Yorke and Lancavres: 


| 
| 
Four labour is but ſpent in vaine, | 
For Lewis is a prince ſoone won with words, | "1 
And Warwicke is a ſubtle oratour. | 
He laughes, and faies his Edward is inſtalde. "yt 
She weepes, and ſaies her Henry is depoſde. | = 
He on his right hand aſking a wife for Edward, 
%e on his left fide, crauing aide for Henry, 
ieeher. What art thou that talkes of kings and queens ? 
Hen, More then I ſeeme, for leſſe I ſhould not be. | 
A man at leaſt, and more I cannot be, | 
And men may talke of kings, and why not I ? | 
Keeþer, I, but thou talkes, as if thou wert a king thy ſelfe- | 
Hen, Why ſo J am in minde, though not in ſhew ? | 
Keeper. And if thou be a king, where is thy crowne ? 
Hen, My crowne is in my heart, not on my head, 
I crowne is cald content, a crowne that 4 
I Kings do ſildome times enioy. 
= Ker. And if thou be a king crownd with content, 
bor crowne content and you, muſt be content 
] Jo go with vs vato the officer, for as we thinke, 
W You are our quondam king, king Zdwdrd hath depoſde, 
W .\d therefore we charge you in Gods name and the kings, 
do along with vs vato the officers. 
4 n Gods name be fulfild, your kings name be, 
ae, and be you kings, command and Ile obey, 


Exeunt omnes. 


r 
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1 Enter king Edward, Clarence, and Gloſter, Montague, Haſtings, 
3 and the lady Grey, 


4. Edu. Brothers of Clarence, and of Gigſter, 

E | 1's 12dies huſband here, fir Richard Grey, 

batte of S. Albones did loſe his life, 

Ms lands then were ſejz'd on by the conqueror. 
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The Contention of the Two famous Hobſes 
Her ſute is now to repoſſeſſe thoſe lands, 
And ſith in quarrell of the houſe of Yorke, 
The noble gentleman did loſe his life, 
In honour we cannot denie her ſute. 
Glo. Your highneſſe ſhall do well to grant it then. 
K. Edw. I, ſo I will, but yet Ile make a pauſe. 
Glo. I, is the winde in that doore ? 
Clarence. I ſee the lady hath ſome thing to grant, 
Before the king will grant her humble ſute. 
Gl. He knowes the game, how well he keepes the wind 
R. Edu. Widow, come ſome other time to know cur rind, 
La. May it pleaſe your grace, I cannot brooke delaics, 
I befeech your highneſſe to diſpatch me now. 
K. Ed. Lords giue vs leaue, we meane to try this widowe: 
wit. 
Cla. I, good leaue haue yon, 
Gh. For you will haue leave, till youth take leauc, 
And leane you to your crouch, 
K. Ed. Come hither widow, how many children Haſt thou? 
Cla. I thinke he meancs to beg a childe on her. 
Glo. Nay whip me then, hee“ rather giue her Wo. 
La. Three, my moſt gracious lord. 
Glo, You ſhall haue foure if you will be rulde by hin 
K. Ed. Wer't not pitty they ſhould loſe their fathers lands: 
La. Be pittitull then dread lord, and grant it them. 
R. Edu. Ile tell thee how theſe lands are to be got 
La. So ſhall you binde me to your highneſſe ſervice. 
K. Edw. What ſeruice wilt thou do me, if I grant it them! 
La. Euen what your highnefſe ſhall command. 
Gh. Nay then widow Ile warrant you all your 
Huſbands lands, if you grant to do what he 
Commands. Fight cloſe, or in good faith 
Jou catch a clap. 
Cla. Nay I feare her not vnleſſe ſhe fall. 


of Yorke and LANCAST ER. 

ch. Marry godsforbot man, for hee'l take vantage then. 
Ia. Why ſtops my lord, ſhall T not know my taſke ? 

. Edw. An eaſie taſke, tis but to loue a king. 

I That's ſoone performd, becauſe I am a ſubiett. 

M Ed, Why then thy huſbands lands I freely pine thee. 
Lo. I take my leaue with many thouſand thanks. 

Ch. The match is made, ſhe ſeales it with a curtſie. 

K. Edw. Stay widdow ſtay, what loue doſt thou thinke 
I fue fo much to get? 

Li. My humble ſeruice, ſuch as ſubiekts owes, and the 
| [1wes commands. 

4 K. Edo. No by my troth, I meant no ſuch loue, 
oel thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. 

i Iz. To tell vou piaine my tord, J had rather lic in priſon. 
K. Ed. Why then thou canſt not get thy huſbands lands. 
L.. Then mine honeſty ſhall be my de ver, 

W For by that loſſe I will not purchaſe them. 

Edu. Herein thou wrongſt thy children mightily. 
L. Hercin your highneſſe wrongs both theta and 

I Me, but mighty lord, this merry inclination 

1 Aprees not with the ſadneſſe ot my fute. 

Pad it your highneſſe to diſmiſſe me, either with I or no. 
K. Edw, I, if thou ſay I to my requelt, 

, if thou fay no to my demand, 

fa. Then no my lord, my ſute is at an end. 

Clo, The widdow likes him not, ſhe bends-the drow. 
Gs, Why he is the blunteſt wooer in chriſtendome, 
. Edv. Her lookes are all repleate with maieſty, 

e way or other ſhe is for a king, 

eh ſhe (hall be my lone or elſe my queene. 

; o tnat king Edward tooke thee for his queene. 

Lach. Tis better faid then done, my gracious lord, 
| a a lubiect fit to ieft withall, 

But farce unfit to be a ſoucraigne 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſcs 


King Edu. Sweete widdow, by my ſtate I ſweare, 1 ſneaks 
No more then what my heart intends, 
| And that is to enioy thee for my loue. 
| Lady. And that is more then I will yeeld vato, 
| I know I am too bad to be your queeae, 


1 | And yet too good to be your concubine. 

| | K. Ed. You cauill widdow, I did meane my qucey- 

$ La. Your grace would be loath my ſons ſhold c jy 
father. 


| | K. Edw. No more then when my daughters call 0. 
Ri | ther. 
. Thou art a widdow, and thou haſt ſome children, 
And by Gods mother, I being but a batchellor, 
Haue other ſome. Why tis a happy thing 
To be the father of many children. 
Argue no more, for thou ſhalt be my queene. 
Gl. The ghoſtly father now hath done his fu 
Cla. When he was made a ſhriuer, *twas for (kit 
, K. Edu. Brothers, you muſe what talke the widdow 


— 


| And J haue had, you would thinke it ſtrauge p 

| If I ſhould marry her, # 
4 Cla. Marry her my lord, to whom ? 4 
40 0 K. Edu. Why Clarence to my ſelfe. © 
wal Glo. That would be ten dayes wonder at the legal. K 
Wil Cla. Why that's a day longer then a wonder lalts. A 1 
9 Glo. And ſo much more are the wonders in extremes 3 
K. Edu. Well, ieaſt on brothers, I can tell you, her | A 


Sute is granted for her huſbands lands. 


Enter a Neſſenger. 


Mei. And it pleaſe your grace, Henry you oe 
Taken, and brought as priſoner to your pallace ge 

K. Edw. Away with him, and ſend him to the toes, 
And lets go queſtion with the man about 


of YorRKkE and LANCASTER, 


115 apprehenſion. Lords along, and vie 
This lady honourably. Exeunt omnes. 


* 


Manet Gloſter, and ſpeakes, 


„ 1, Edward will vie women honorably, 
oa be were waſted, marrow, bones and all, 
u {0m his loynes no iſſue might ſucceed, 

} 3 o hinder me from the golden time I looke for, 

W For 1 am not yet lookt on in the world. 

I Fi is there Eduard, Clarence, and Henry, 
ais bonne, and all they looke for iſſue 

or tbeir loynes, ere I can plant my ſelfe. 

ac promeditation for my purpoſe, 

oer other pleaſure is there in the world beſide ? 
L ] will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 
lol my felte within a ladies lap, 

4 And witch ſweet ladies with my words and lookes. 
3 Wu monitrous man, to harbour ſuch a thought! ? 
IV hy love did ſcorne me in my mothers wombe. 
\nd for 1 ſhould not deale in her affaires, 
did corrupt fraile nature in the fleſh, 

4 And plac'd an enuious monntaine on my backe, 
1 here ſits deformity to mocke my body, 

8 10 dy mine arme vp like a withered ſhrimpe, 

y To make my legs of an vnequall ſize, 

adam | then a man to be belou'd ? 
ac to compaſſe twenty crownes. 
an ſmile, and murder when I ſmile, 

Je content, to that which greeues me moſt, 

| aa adde colours to the camelion, 

And for a need change ſhapes with Protheus, 

\nd ſet the aſpiring Catalin to ſchoole. 

Man 1 do this, and cannot get the crowne ? 

tola, were it ten times higher, Ile pull it downe. Ext. 
Enter 
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Enter king Lewis, and the lady Bona, queene Margaret, prince 


Edward, and Oxford, with others. 


Lewis, Welcome queene Margaret, to the court of 


It fits not Lewis to fit while thou doſt ſtand, 
Sit by my fide, and heere I vow to thee, 
Thou ſhalt haue aide to repoſſeſſe thy right, 
And beate proud Edward from his vſurped cate, 
And place king Henry in his former rule, 

Queen. I humbly thanke your royall maieſty, 
And pray the God of keauen to bleſſe thy ſtate, 


Great kng of France, that thus regards our wronrs 


Enter Warwicke. 


Lewis. How now, who is this? 


Queen. Our earle of Warwicke, Edwards cheeſcil friend, 


Lewis. Welcome braue Warwicke, what bring, 
France ? | | 

War, From worthy Edward, king of England, 
My lord and ſoueraigne, and thy vowed friend, 
I come in kindnefſe and vnfained lone, 
Firſt to do greetings to thy royall perſon, 
And then to craue a league of amity, 
And laſtly to confirme that amity 
With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchſafe to grant 
That vertuous lady Zona thy faire ſiſter, 
To Englands king in lawfull marriage. 

Qu. And if this go forward all our hope is don: 


ar. And gracious madame, in our kings c 


Jam commanded with your loue and fauour, 
Humbly to kiſſe your hand, and with my tongus 
To tell the paſſions of my ſoueraignes heart, 
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Where fame late entring at his heedfull eares, 

44th plac'd thy glorious image and thy. vertues, 
9vcene. King Lewis and lady Bona, heare me ſpeake, 

| pefore you anſwere Warwicke or his words, 

ber he it is hath done vs all theſe wrongs. 

War, Iniurious Margaret. 

Prince Edw. And why not queene ? 

ar. Becauſe thy father Henry did vſurpe, 

chou no more art prince then ſhe is queene. 

I Jx. Then Warwicke diſanuls great o of Caunt, 

did ſubdne the greateſt part of Haine, 

4 And after Ihn of Gaunt, wile Henry the fourtl, 

I Wwe wiledome was a mirrour to the world. 

3 And after this wiſe prince Henry fift, 

W vo with his proweſſe conquered all France, 

det our Henry is lincally deſcent. 

Vir. Cx/ord, how haps that in this ſmoothe diſcourſe, 

You told not how Henry the ſict had loft 

b that Henry the ſift had gotten, 

unte theſe peeres of France ſhould ſinile at that, 

W tt for the ret, you tell a pedigree 

O hicelcore and two yearse, a filly time 

Ian preſcription for a kingdomes worth, 

| /. Wny Warwicke, canſt thou deny thy king, 

hon obeyedſt thirty aud eight veares, 

ray thy treaſons with a bluſh ? 

Var. Cats Oxford that did euer fence the right, 
$0 00k !cr falſhood with a pedigree ? 

For Harte leaue Henry, and cull Edward king. 
Call him my king, by whom mine cider 
Prother the lord gHaubray Vere was done to death, 
then ſo, my father euen in the 


* 
b 14 Ty 
Aud 0! 


8 n 
LOrnelall of his mellowed yeares, 


Mer age did call him to the doore of death? 


1 


No 
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No Warwicke, no, whil'ſt life vpholds this arme, 

This arme vpholds the houſe of Lancafter, 

War. And I the houſe of Yorke. 

R. Lewis, Queene Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, vouchſafe to forbeare a while, G 
Till I do talke a word with Warwicke, 

Now Warwicke, euen vpon thy honor tell me trug 

Is Edward lawfull King, or no? 

For I were loath to linke with him, that is not lawful] 1c 
Mar. Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credit 
Lewis. What, is he gracious in the peoples ches? 
War. The more, that Henry is vnfortunate. 
Lewis, What, is his loue to our ſiſter Pena 
Har. Such it ſeemes, 

As may beſecme a monarch like himſelfe. 

My ſelfe haue often heard him ſay and ſweare, 

That this his loue was an eternall plant, 
The roote whereof was fixt in vertues ground, 
The leaues and fruite maintain'd with beauties !:: 
Exempt from cnuy, but not from diſdaine, 
Vnleſſe the lady Bana quit his paine. 
Lew. Then ſiſter let vs heare your firme roo): 
Bona. Your grant or deniall theil be mine, 
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But ere this day 1 muſt confeſſe, when 1 2 
Haue heard your Kings delerts recounted, 3 
Mine eares haue tempted indgement to detire, C 
Lew, Then draw nere queene Margaret, a1. he a wit ö ; 
That Bana ſhall be wife to the Exgliſb king. 3 
Price Edu. To Edward, but not the #15! kin), E 


Jar. Henry now lines in Scotland at his calc, 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lote, 
And as for you your ſelfe, our quondam queeiic, 
You haue a father able to maintaine your ſtate, 
And better *twere to trouble him then France. 1 


of Yorke and LAxcASTER. 


Sound fer a poſte within. 


Levi. Heere comes ſome poſte Warwicke, to thee or vs. 
P;fe, My lord ambaſſador, this letter is for you, 

dent from your brother, marqueſſe Montagiie. 
is from our king, vnto your maieſty. 

Aud theſe to you madam, from whom I know not. 

9x/, 1 like it well, that our faire queene and miſtreſſe, 


Smiles at her newes, when Warwicke frets at his. 

P. Ed. And marke how Lewis ſtampes as he were netled. 
Len Now Margaret and Warwicke, what are your newes ? 
Ne een 


Mine is ſuch, as fils my heart with ioy. 
Har Mi ne, full of ſorrow and hearts diſcontent 


Len, What, hath your King married the lady Gray: 
I | And now to excuſe himſelf, ſends vs a poſt of papers? 
W [10 Jares he preſume to vic vs thus? 
= 9. This prooueth Eduards love, and Warwickes honeſty, 
Var. King Lewis, I heere proteſt in fight of heauen, 

abs the hope T haue of heauenly bliſſe, 


1 9 
3 
, 4 


iin cicere from this miſdeed of Edwards. 

uss my king, for he diſhonours me, 

Jad moſt himſelfe, if he could ſee his ſhame. 

Ja | forget, that by the houſe of Yorke, 

N My bather came to an vntimely death? 

gase che abuſe done to thy neece ? 

l impale him with the regall crowne ? 

\nd toruſt king Henry from his native home? 

Fl (molt vngratefall) doth he vie me thus? 

1.41083 queene, pardon what is paſt, 

1c2torth Jam thy true ſeruitor : 

I . 1-12nge the wrongs done to lady Bona, 
9. v. 


t Henry in his former ſtate. 


les Warwicke, Ile quite forget thy former faults, 
L 00 11:01 wilt become king Henries friend. 
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War. So much his friend, I his vnfained friend, 
That if king Lewis vouchſafe to furniſh vs 
With ſome few bands of choſen ſoldiers, 
Ile vndertake to land them on our coaſt, 
And force the tyrant from his ſeate by warre, 
Tis not his new made bride ſhall ſuccour him. 

Lew. Then at the laſt I firmly am reſolu'd 
You ſhall haue aide: and Engliſß meſſenger, returns 
In poſt, and tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoled king 
That Lewis of France is ſending ouer maſkers, 
To reue!l it with him, and his new bride. 

Bona. Tell him in hope hee'l be a widdower ſhortly, 
lle weare the willow garland for his fake, 

©ueene, Tell him my mourning weeds be lid: (de, 
And I am ready to put armour on. 


War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore Ile vncrowne him cr't be long 
There's thy reward, be gone. 

Lewis, But now tell me Warwicke, what affuranc 
I ſhall have of thy true loyalty ? 

War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant loyalty, 

If that our queene and this young prince agree, 
Ile ioyne mine eldeſt daughter and my ioy 
To him forthwith ia holy wedlocke bands, 

Qꝛicene. With all my hart, that match I like ful! well, 
Loue her ſonne Edward, ſhe is faire and young. 

And giue thy hand to Warwicke for thy loue. 

Lewis, It is enough, and now we will prepare, 
To leuie ſoldiors for to goe with you. 
And you lord Bourbon, our high admirall, 
Shall waft them ſafely to the Engli/h coaſt, 
And chaſe proud Edward from his flumbring 
For mocking marriage with the name of Franc. 


* 
£ 
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Mar. I came from Edward as embaſſador, 
2 1 rerarne his ſworne and mortall foe : 
Matter of marriage Was the charge he gave me, 
dot dreadfull warre ſhall anſwere his demand. 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me ? 
zen none but I ſhall turne his jeſt to ſorrow, 
| was the cheefe that raiſde him to the crowne, 
4nd lle be cheefe to bring him downe againe, 
3 Vor that I pitty Henriet miſery, 
| 1 put tecke revenge on Edwards mockery, Exit. 


"ter king Edward, the Queene, Clarence, Gloſter, Montague, 
Haſtings, and Penbrooke, with /oldiors. 


| +, Brothers of Clarence, and of Glo/ter, 
YN Vit thiake you of our marriage with the lady Crey ? 
| . My lord, we thinke as Harw:icke and Lewis 


. Su "way they do, hey are but Lewis and Warwicke, 
I C/. 1 [am both your king and Varwichs. 
* > will be obeyed, 
I Chi. And ſhall, becauſe our king, but yet ſuch 
aden marriages fildome proneth well. 
8 £1. ea brother Richard, are you apainſt vs too? 
„Not | my lord, no, God forefend, that 1 
Would once gainfay your highneſſe pleaſure, 
W, ind twere pitty to funder them that yoke ſo well together. 
1 au, Setting your ſkornes and your diſlikes aſide, 
me lon! reaſons why the lady Grey, 
} 10 not be my joue, and Englands QUETCNE 5 ? 
* ake treely erence, Gloſter, 
4 lague. and 12 oh, 
. My lord, then this is mine opinion, 
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That Warwicke being diſhonored in his embaſſage, 
Doth ſeeke reuenge to quit his iniuries. 
Glo. And Lewis in regard of his ſiſters wrongs, 
Doth ioyne with Warwicke to ſupplant your Nate. 
Ed. Suppoſe that Lewis and Warwicke be appcaſile, 
By ſuch meanes as I can beſt deuiſe. 
Mont. But yet to haue ioynd with France in us 
Alliance, would more haue ſtrengthened this on; 
Common-wealth, gainſt forraine ſtormes, 
Then any home-bred marriage. 
Haſt. Let England be true within it ſelte, 
We need not France, nor any alliance with them. 
Ca. For this one {pecch, lord Haftings well delerus. 
To haue the daughter and heyre of the lord 7/un;-r/44/ 
Ed, And what then ? it was our will it ſhould be 
Cla. I, and for ſuch a thing too the lord Sc 
Did well deferue at your hands, to haue the 
Daughter of the lord Bed, and left you; 
Brothers to go ſeeke elſe- where, but in your madnelle 
You bury brother: hood. 
Edw. Alas poore Clarence, is it for a wite 
That thou art male-content, 
Why man be of good cheere, Ile prouide thee on: 
Cla. Nay, you playde the broker ſo ill for your cite, 
That ye ſhall give me leaue to make my choiſe 
As I thinke good: and to that intent 
L ſhortly meane to leaue you. 
Edu. Leaue me, or tarry, IT am tull refolu'd, 
Edward will not ve ty'd to bis brothers willes, 
24. My lords, do me but right, 
And you muſt confeſſe, before it pleaſd lis highne? 
To aduance my ſtate to title of a queene, 
That I was not ignoble from my birth. | 
Edu. Forbeare my lous to fawng vpon then ve, 


iN 
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rr thee they muſt obey, nay ſhall obey, 
4,4 if they looke for fauour at my hands. 


ont. My lord, here is the meſſenger return'd from France, 


Enter meſſenger. 


£/ Now ſirra, what letters? or what newes? 
No letters my lord, 
uch newes, as without your bighneſſe pardon, 


+ dare nat relate. 


d. We pardon thee, and (as neere as thou canſt) tell me, 


n ſaide Lewis to our letters: 


\:{. At my departure theſe were his very wordes. 
Go tell falſe Edward thy ſuppoſed king, 


That Lewts of France is ſending over maſkers, 
E [0 (cnell it with him, and his new bride. 


„ I: Lewis ſo braue? Belike, he thinkes me Henry. 


Yn pe lady Bona to theſe wrongs 


5 Tel! him, quoth ſhe, in hope hee! proue a widdower 


ort, lle weare a willow garland for his fake. 


Ed. She had the wrong, 


I nle:d (he could ſay little leſſe. But what ſaid Henrie- queene, 
or as 1 heare, ſhe was then in place? 


, Vell him quoth ſhe, my mourning weeds be done, 
Au Ham ready to put armour on. 
Sd. Then belike ſhe meanes to play = Amazon. 


En what {aide Zarwicke to theſe iniurics 


Ve}. He more incenſed then the reit my lord, 


am quoth he, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore He vncrowne him er't be long. 
Ed. a, durſt the traitor breath out ſuch proud words? 
ui arme me to preuent the worſt. 
at is /arwicke friends with Margaret? : 
M 2 Me: 
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M-z/. I my good lord, they are ſo linkt in friendſiig 
That young prince Edward morries Warwicke danghtcr 
Cla. The elder, belike Clarence ſhall haue the yonger, 
All you that lone me and Warwicke follow me. 
Exit Clarence and $Soiner{ 
Ed. Clarence and Somer/et fled to Warwicke, 
What ſay you brother Richard, will you ſtand to vs ? 
L Glo. I my lord, in deſpight of al! that ſhall wichſtand voy, 
L For why hath nature made me halt downe righr, 
But that I ſhould be valiant and ſtand to it 
For if I would, I cannot runne away. | 
Edw. Penbrocke, go raile an army preſently, 
Pitch vp my tent ; for in the field this night 
I meane to reſt, and on the morrow morne, 
Ile march to meete proud Warwicke, ere he land 
Thoſe ſtragling troopes which he hath got in Fr: 
But ere I go, Montague and Haſtings, 
You aboue all the reſt are neere allyed 
In blood to /FYarwicke : therefore tell me, 
If you fauour him more then me, or not. | 
Spcake truly, for I had rather haue you open c, 
Then hollow friends. 
Mont. So God helpe Montague, as he proues tus. 
Haft. And Haſtings, as he fauours Edward: cu 
Edw. it all ſufſice, come then let's march a 


Ec ehe. 


Enter Warwicke and Oxford with ia, 


War. Truſt me my lords, all hitherto gocs wel, 
The common people by numbers ſwarme to 
But ſee where Semerſet and Clarence comes, 
Speake ſuddenly my lords, are we all friends ? 

Cla, Feare not that my lord, 
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gur. Then gentle Clarence, welcome vnto Warwicke, 
4nd welcome Somerſet, I hold it cowardiſe, 
To reſt miſtruſtfull, where a noble heart 
Hatch pawnd an open hand in ſigne of loue, 
Flle might I thinke that Clarence, Edward; brother, 
Were but a fained friend to our proceedings, | 
Bur welcome ſweet Clarence, my daughter ſhall be thive, 
And now what reſts but in nights couerture, 
Thy brother being carleſly encampt, 
s {oldiors lurking in the towne about, 
\nd but attended by a imple guard, 
21 furprize and take him at our pleaſure, 
or {cots haue found the adventure very eaſie, 
ea king Henry with reſolued mindes, 
And breake we preſently into his tent. 

Ca. Why then lets on our way in filent ſort, 
r Variete and his friends, Cod and 8. George, 
| or. This is bis tent, and fee where his guard doth ſtand, 
enge my ſouldiers, now or neuer, 
elles me now, and Edward ſhall be ours. 


47 


All A TWarwicke, a Warwicke. 


Alarmes, and Gloſter and Haſtings flies. 


. ho gocs there? 

ur, Higbard and Haſtings, let them go, heere is the duke. 
e duke, Why /arwicke when we parted 

Latt, thou calledſt me king. 
I, but the caſe is altred now. 
ech you difgrac'ſt me in my embaſſage, 
Thea I dfrrac't you from being king, 
100 doe am come to create you duke of Yorke. 

VE, how ſhould you gouerne any kingdome, 

hat knowes not how to vſe embaſladors, 

Md 3 Nor 
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Nor how to vſe your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſhroud your ſelfe from enemies. 
Edu. Well J//arwicke, let fortune do her worſt}, 


Edward in minde will beare himſelfe a king. 
War. Then for his minde, be Edward England, ing, 


But Henry now ſhall weare the Engliſb crowne, 
Go conuay him to our brother archbiſhop of Tre, 
And when I haue fought with Penbrocke and his followers, 
Ile come and tell thee what the lady Bona ſaies, 
And ſo fur a while farwell good duke of Yorke. 
Exit ome with Edward 
Cla. What followes now ? all hitherto goes well 
But we muſt diſpatch ſome letters into France, 
To tell the queene of our happy fortune, 
And bid her come with ſpeed to ioyne with vs. 
War. i that's the firſt thing that we haue to do, 
And free king Henry from impriſonment, 
And ſce him ſeated in his regall throne. 
Come lets haſte away, and having paſt theſe cares, 
Ile poſte to Yorke, and ſee how Edward fares. 
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Enter Gloſter, Haſtings, and fir William Stan! 


Ch. Lord Haſtings, and fir William Stanly, 

Know that the cauſe I ſent for you is this, 

I looke my brother with a {lender traine, 

Should come a hunting in this forreſt heere, 

The biſhop of Yorke befriends him much, 

And lets him vſe his pleaſure in the chaſe, 

Now I haue prinily ſent him word, 

How I am come with you to reſcue him, 
And ice where the huntiman and he doth conic. 


of Yorke and LAN cAST ER. 


Enter Edward and a Huntſman. 


funt/. This way my lord the deere is gone. 
aw. No this way huntſman, 
See where the keepers ſtand, Now brother and the ref}, 
ee ſyou provided to depart ? 
. 1, 1, the horſe ſtands at the parke corner; 
4 Come, to Lin, and fo take ſhipping into Flanders : 
d. Come then, Haſtings and Stanley, 
| will requite your loues. Byſhop farewell, 
Shþc214 thee from Warwickes frowne, 
a pray that J may repoſſeſſe the crowne, 
wy huntſman, what will you do? 
Hun. Marry my lord, I thinke I had as good 
Go with you, as tarry heere to be hangd. 
dt. Come then lets away with ſpeed. Exeunt amnes. 
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Enter the Queene, and the lord Rivers. 


. Tell me good madame, 
is your grace fo paſſionate of late ? 
au. W hy brother Rivers, heare ye not the newes 
0! that ſuceeſſe king Fdward had 1 late? 
acta. What? loſſe of ſome pitcht battaile againſt Warwick, 
a, feare not faire queene, but caſt thoſe cares aſide, 
ard noble minde, his honours doth diſplay ; 
Varwicke may loſe, though then he got the day. 
| 2. It that were all, my greefes were at an end, 
: 32 greater troubles will I feare hefall. 
bat, is he taken priſoner by the foe, 
110 the danger of his royall perſon then? 
21201, U ther's my greefe, king Edward is ſurpriz'd, 
i led away as priſoner vato Yorke. | 
Us, The newes is paſſi ing ſtrange I mutt confeſſe ; 
Let comfort your ſelfe, for Edward hath more friends, 
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Then Lancaſter at this time muſt perceyue, 
That ſome will ſet him in his throne againe. 

Qu. God grant they may; but gentle brother cone, 
And let me leane'vpon thine arme awhile, | 
Vatill I come vnto the ſanctuary, 

There to preſerue the fraite within my wombe, 
King Edwards ſeed, true heire to Englands crowne. 7; 


Enter Edward and Richard, and Haſtings, with f 
Hollanders, 


Edw. Thus far from Pelgia haue we paſt the ſcus 
And marcht from Raunſpur hauen vato re. 
But ſoft the gates are ſhut, I like not this, 

Rich. Sound vp the drum, and call them to the wal 


\Y 
* 
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Enter the lord maior of Yorke, vþon the 1; 


” LEED EF 


Mair. My lords we had notice of your comming, 
And that's the canſe we ſtand vpon our guat, 
And ſhnt the gates for to preferue the tous. 
Henry now is king, and we are iworne to him 

Edu. Why my lord maior, if Henry be your k: 

ward J am ture at leaſt, is duke of Tore. 

Maior. Truth my lord, we know you for no |: 

Edw. I craue nothing but my dukedome. 

Rich. But when the foxe hath gotten in his he 
Hee'l quickly make the body follow after. 

Hat. Why my lord maior, what ftand you v, 1 
Open the gates, we are king Henries friends, 


Maior. Say you fo, then Ile open them preſc And 
Rich. By my faith, a wiſe ſtout captaine, ind n p4 


Waded. 
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The maior opens the doore, and brings the heies in his hand, 


Fe, So my lord maior, theſe gates muſt not be ſhut, 
| pt in the time of warre, giue me the keyes : 

ya, feare not man, for Edward will defend 

E 7: towne and you, deſpight of all your foes. 


Inter fir Iohn Mountgomery, with drum and foldiors. 


; mow now Richard, Who is this? 
© 7, Brother this is fir John Montgommery, 
SE \ (caftic friend, vnleſſe I be deceinde. | 
F. Welcome fir hn. Wherefore come you in armes? 
| Sr {bn. To helpe king Edward in this time of ſtormes, 
S /; cuery loyall ſubiect ought to do. 
e. Thankes brane Montgomery, 
E ut | onely claime my dukedome, 
wen pleale God to fend the reſt. 
F 4 - 724, Then fare you well. Drum ſtrike vp and let vs 
March away, I came to ſerue a king, and not a duke. 
v, Nay ſtay fir %, and let vs firſt debate, 
Wia what lecurity we may do this thing. 
„ Gy, What ſtand you on debating, to be briefe, 
Fept you prefently proclaime your ſelfe our Ling, 
$ © ence 1gaine, and keepe them backe 
That come to ſuccour you, why ſhould we fight, 
Vea you pretend no title? 
is brother, ſtand you vpon tearmes? 
FE Refolue your ſelfe, and let vs claime the crowne. 
| am refolude once more to claime the crowne, 
And win it too, or elle to loſe my life. 
' 1, 1, now my ſoueraigne ſpeaketh himſelfe, 
[6 0079 Will T be Edwards champion, 
Hand trumpets, for Edward ſhall be proclainid. 
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Edward, 
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Edward the fourth, by the grace of God, king «© England 
and France, and lord of Ireland; and whoſoeucy gig 
fajes king Edwards right, by this I challenge in ,, 
fingle fight. Long live Edward the fourth. 

All. Long line Edward the fourth. 
Edu. We thanke you all. Lord major leade on th- 4 

For this night wee'l harbour here in Yorke, 

And then as early as the morniog ſunnc, 

Lifts vp his beames abouc this horiſon, 

Wee'l march to London, to meete with Farwickc, 

And pull falſe Henry from the regall throne, 

E Xeunt 
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Enter Warwicke and Clarence uu the orowne, and 
Henry, Oxford, Somerſet, and ihe young carl of Bic 


King. Thus from the priſon to this princely ene, 
By Gods great mercies am I brought againe. 
Clarence and Warwicke, do you keepe the crowne. 
And gouerne and protect my realme in peace, 
And I will ſpend the remnant of my daics, 

To ſinnes rebuke, and my Creators praife, 

War, What anſweres Clarence to his ſouetaigue 

Cla. Clarence agrees to what king Henry like: 

King. My lord of Somerſet, what pretty boy 
Is that you ſeeme to be ſo carctull of? 

Sam. If it pleaſe your grace, it is young Haun 
Earle of Richmond, 

King. Henry of Richmond, come hither pet 1:0 
If heauenly powers do aime aright 
To my dinming thoughts, thou pretty boy, 
Shalt prone this countries bliſſe. 

Thy head is made to weare a princely crowne, 
Thy lookes are all repleate with maicſty, 
Make much of him my lords, 
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For this is he ſhall helpe you more, 
Then you are hurt by me. 


Enter one with a letter to Warwicke. 


rr. What counſell lords, Edward from Belgia, 
in naſtie Germanes and blunt Hollanders, 
s paſt in ſafety through the narrow ſeas, 
3 1 with his troopes do march amaine towards London, 
* 3 many giddy headed people follow him, 
oo: [is beſt to looke to this betimes, 


In vil be bird for vs to quench it out, 
| Jr, In Warwickſhire T have true hearted friends, 
E > mutinous in peace, yet bold in warre, 
2 The „ will I muſter vp, and thou ſonne Clarence, 
5 Shalt in Eſex, Suffolke, Norfolke, and in Kent, 
| Sic vp the knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
Jud thou brother Montague, in Leifter/bire, 
* «kingham and Northamptonſhire {hall finde, 
Da well inclinde to do what thou commands, 

1 nd thou braue Oxford, wondrous well belou'd, 
ben in thy countries muſter vp thy friends. 
1 7 (overaigne with his louing cittizens, 
J 3 121! relt in Landon till we come to him. 

. * lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply, 
2 cell my ſoueraigne. 
King. Ferwell my Hector, my Troies true hope. 
War. Farwel ſweet lords, lets meete at Couentry. 


Al. Agreed. Exeunt omnes. 
Enter Edward and his traine. 


| ©. S:i2e on the ſhamefac'ſt Henry. 
ud once againe conuey him to the tower, 
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Away with him, 1 will not keare him ſpeake. 
And now towards Couentry let vs bend our courſe, 
To mecte with Varuicke and his confederates, 


Exe1 7 10mm 
Enter Warwicke om the wal. 


Mar. Where is the poſte that came from valiant / / 
How farre hence is thy lord, my honeſt fellow ? 
Oxf. pofte, By this at Daintry marching hithery 
War. Where is our brother Montague 
Where is the poſte that came from Montague 7 
Pgfte. I left him at Donſmore with his troopes, 
War. Say Summerfield, where is my louing tonne ; 
And by thy gueſle, how farre is Clareny? hence * 
Summer. At Southam my lord J left him with 
His force, and do expect him two houres hence, 
War. Then Oxford is at hand, I heare his drum. 


Enter Edward and his power. 


| Glo. See brother, where the ſurlie Warwzicke mans the wal 
| Mar. O vnbid ſpight, is ſpotfull Edward come 
Where ſlept our ſcouts, or how are they ſeduc g. 
| That we could haue no newes of their repaic ! 
: Edu. Now Warwicke, wilt thou be ſorry for thy 1 
And call Edward king, and he will pardon tles. 
War. Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backs, 
Confeſſe who ſet thee vp and puld thee downe, 
0 Call Warwicke patron, and be penitent ? 
\, And thou ſhalt ſtill remaine the duke of Yorks. 
> Cl. I had thought at leaſt he would baue 
Or did he make the caſt againſt his will, | 
War. "Twas Warwicke gaue the kingdome to 
Edu. Why then tis mine, if but by i,] e 
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7:7. 1, but thou art no Atlas for ſo great a weight, 
And weakling, Warwicke takes his gift againe, 
iris my king, Warwicke his ſubiect. 
| 74, I prethee gallant Warwicke tell me this, 
is the body when the head is off? 
„ Alaſſe, that Warwick? had no more foreſight, 
I dat whillt he ſought to ſteale the ſingle ten, 
I The king was finely fingred from the decke. 
e poore Henry in the biſhops pallace, 
to one you'l meete him in the tower. 
Dis euen fo, and yet you are old Warwicke ſtill. 
Yr, O cheerefull colours, fee where Oord comes. 


Enter Oxford, with drum and fouldiors. 


-. Oxſord, Oxford, for Lancaſter. Exit. 
due gates are open, fee, they enter in, 
b [ts follow them, and bid them battaile in the ſtreetes. 
No, {o ſome other might ſet vpon our backes, 


WW ol {tzy till all be entered, and then follow them. 


Enter Somerſet, drum and ſeldiors. 


Sm, Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 

6, Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerſet, 
Hive lalde their lines vnto the houſe of Yorke, 

ad thou ſhalt be the third, if my ſword hold. 
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Enter Montague, with drum and foldiors. 


fa # $* 


mt, Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter. 
eh | FUTETrOUS Montag ue, thou aud thy brother 
cceecrcly abide this rebellious acte. 
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Enter Clarence with drum and ſeldiors 


War. And loe where George of Clarence [weepes along, 
Of power enough to bid his brother battailc. 
Cla. Clarence, Clarence, for Lancaſter. 
Edw. Et tu Brute, wilt thou ſtab Caſar too! 
A parlie ſirra, to George of Clarence. 


Sound a parlie, and Richard and Clarence whiſSer; 70ct/r 
and then Clarence takes his red "ye out of his 15 
throwes it at Warwick, 


_ 3 


War. Come Clarence, come, thou wilt if Wick e 
Cla. Father of Warwicke, know you what this moan; 
I throw mine infamy at thee, 
I will not ruinate my fathers houſc, 
(Who gaue his blood to lime the ſtones together) 
And ſet vp Lancaſter. Thinkeſt thou, 
That Clarence is ſo harſh vnnaturall, 
To lift his ſword againſt his brothers life, 
And fo proud hearted J/arwicke I dehie thee, 
And to my brothers turne my bluſhing cheekes, 
Pardon me Edrvard, for I have done amille, 
And Richard do not frowne vpon me. 
For henceforth I will proue no more vnconſtan: 
Edu. Welcume Clarence, and ten times more 
Then if thou neuer hadſt deſeru'd our hate. 
Glo. Welcome good Clarence, this is brothe 
War. Oh paſſing traitor, periur'd and vniu't, 
Edw. Now Warwicke, wilt thou leaue 
The towne and fight? or ſhall we beate the 
Stones about rhine eares ? 
Har. Why I am not coopt vp heere for cetence, 
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vill away to Barnet preſently, 
And did thee battaile, Edward if thou dar'ſt. 


| 644. Yes Warwicke he dares, and leades the way, 
| 1:9 to the field, faint George and victory. 


Exeunt omnes. 
Alarmes, and then enter Warwicke wounded. 


| ir, Ah, who is nie? Come to me friend or foe, 
uc tell me who is victor, Yorke or Warwicke ? 
n alle 1 that ? my mangled body ſhewes, 
iar! muſt yeeld my body to the earth. 

by my fall the conquelt to my foes, 

uns yeelds the cedar to the axes edge, 

ob armes gaue ſhelter to the princely eagle, 
Vader whoſe ſhade the rampant lyon ſlept, 

Vc top branch over-peerd Ioues ſpreading tree, 
Je wrinckles in my browes now fild with bloud, 
Were likened oft to kingly ſepulchers. 

E For v0 lin'd king, but I could dig his graue? 

En! who durſt ſmile, when Warwicke bent his brow ? 
Lo now my glory {meard in duſt and blood, 

My patkes, and walkes, my mannors that 1 had, 

FE en now forfake me, and of all my lands, 

{1: nothing left me but my bodies length. 


Enter Oxdord and Somerſet. 


| "if. Ah Warwicke, Warwicke, cheerè vp thy ſelfe and liue, 
Puget there's hope enough to win the day. | 

Dur warlike queene with trocpes is come from France, 

And at S9ulh-hampton landed all her traine, | 

| 0d m'oktſt thou line, then would we never flie. 

| Yar. Why then I would not flie, nor haue 1 now, 
Hercules himſelle muſt yeeld to ods, 


For 
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For many wounds receiu'd, and many more repaide, 
Hath robd my ſtrong knit ſinewes of their ſtrength, 
And ſpite of ſpites needs muſt I yeeld to death. 
Sem. Thy brother Montague hath breath'd his laſt 
And at the pangs of death I heard him cry 
And ſay, commend me to my valiant brother : 
And more he would haue ſpoke, and more he 
Which ſounded like a clamour in a vault, 
That conld not be diſtinguiſht for the ſound, 
And fo the valiant Montague gave vp the ghoſt 
War. What is pompe, rule, reigne, but earth ad dy" 7 
And live we how we can, yet dye we muſt. 
Sweet reſt his ſoule, flye lords, and faue your fluss, 
For Warwicke bids you all farewell to meete in heaucn, 
He yet, 
O. Come noble Somerſet, let's take our hong, | 
And cauſe retreate be founded through the camps, 
That all our friends that yet remaine aliue, 
May be forewarn'd, and ſaue themſelues by fle, 
That done, with them weell poſte vnto the quecne, 
And once more try our fortune in the field, [*xit arty, 


Enter Edward, Clarence, and Gloſter, wit e, 


Fdw. Thus ſtill our fortune giues vs victoris, 
And girt our temples with triumphant joyes. 
The big-bon'd traitor Warwicke hath breath'd ! 
And heauen this day hath fmil'd vpon vs all. 
But in this cleare and brightſome day, 

I fee a blacke ſuſpitious clowd appeare, 

That will encounter with our glorious ſunne, 
Before he gaine his eaſefull weſterne beames ; 
I meane thoſe pow'rs which the queene hath £9 it #7470 


Are landed, and meane once more to meuace , 


- of Yorke and LAN cASTERR. 


Gh. Oxford and Somerſet are fled to her, 
4nd 'tis likely, if ſhe haue time to breath, 
Yer faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. 
du. We are aduertiſde by our loning friends, 
That they do hold their courle towardes Tewkſbury : 
Thither will we, for willingneſſe rids way: 
And in euery country as we paſte alang, 
| Our lengths ſhall be augmeuted, 
Come lets go, for if we ſlacke this bright ſummers day, 
| Sharpe winters ſhowers will marre our hope for Haie. 


£ xXeunt omnes. 


Vater the Queene, prince Edward, Oxford and Somerſet, 
with drum and joldiors, 


©cene, Welcome to England, my ſouing friends of France, 

ud welcome Somerſet, and Oxford too. 

| Once more haue we ſpread our ſailes abroad, 

and though our tackling be almoſt conſumde, 

| And [Farwicke as our maine maſt onerthrowne, 

Yet warlike lords raife you that ſturdie poſte, 
Traibeares the ſailes to bring vs vato reſt, 

Aud Ne and J as willing pilots ſhould, 

Tor once with carefull mindes guide on the ſterne, 

To beate vs through that dangerons gulte 

That heeretofore hath ſwallowed vp our friends. 
"rince. And if there be (as God forbid chere ſhould) 

[Amongſt vs a timerous or fearetull man, 

Let him depart before ihe battailes iovne, 

Laſt he in time of need entice another, 

Ant fo withdraw the foldiours hearts from vs. 

| vill not ſtand alvofe and bid you fight, 

* Put with my {word preaſe in the thickeſt throngs, 


14 1 . 
and bngle Sdward from his ſtrongeſt guard, 
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The Contention of the Two famous Houſcs 
And hand to hand enſorce him for to yeeld, 
Or leaue my body as witneſſe of my thoughts. 

Oxf. Women and children of ſo high reſolue, 
And warriors faint, why twere perpetuall ſham, 
Oh brane young prince, thy noble grandtather 
Doth live againe in thee, 
Long maiſt thou live to beare his image, 
And to renew his glories. 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when ſuch do gli, 
Let him to bed, and like the owle by day ” 
Be hiſt, and wondered at if he arile, 


Euter e Meſſenger. 


Mefj. My lords, duke Edward with a mighiy power 
Is marching hitherwards to fight with you. 
Oxf. I thought it was his policy to rake vs voprovided 
But here will we ſtand and fight it to the dent 


Enter X. Edward, Clarence, Gloſter, Haſtings, ang. 


Edt. See brothers, yonder ſtands the thoray wood, 
Which by Gods aſſiſtance, and your proweſſe, 
Shall with our ſwords ere night be cleane gut 
| Queen. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what J mould % 
| | My teares gainſay. For as you lee, I drinke 
| The water of mine eyes. Then no more but tis 
Henry our king 1s priſoner in the tower, 

His land, and all our friends, are quite diſtreſt, 
And yonder ſtands the wolfe that makes all this, 
Then on Gods name lords together cry, laing 72% 
All. Saint Gorge for Lancaſter. 
\ 


23 


| 1 
a 1 „ 0 9 1 1. 44 i 
Alarmes to the battell, Yorke hies, then tb i N 
- A #2 

612 * 


charged. Then enter the King, Clarence, GU he 
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ref, making 4 great ſhout, and cry, for Yorke, for Yorke, 
and then the Queene, Prince, Oxford, and Somerſet are 
talen, and then found and enter all againe, 


gdw. Lo here a period of tumultuous broyles, 
away with Oxford to Hames caſtle ſtraight, 
Far Somerſet, off with his guilty head. 
Away, 1 will not heare them ſpeake. 
0 For my part Ile not trouble thee with words. 


| Exit Oxf. 
$52: Nor I, but ſtoop with patience to my death. | 
Exit Sum. 
Zw. Now Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 
Yor Qlirring vp my ſubiects to rebellion ? 
Prin, Speake like a ſubiect proud ambitious Yorke 
Suppoſe that Lam now my tathers mauth, 
Refigne thy chaire, and where I ſtand, kneele thou, 
uilſt 1 propoſe the ſelfeſame words to thee, 
Which traitor thou wouldſt haue me anſwer to. 
Hu. Oh that thy father had bene fo reſolu'd. 
G/o, That you might ſtill have Kept your peticote, 
And nere have ſtolne the breech from Lancaſter. 
Prin. Let #foþ table in a winters night, 
lis cariith riddles forts not with this place, 
. By heanen brat, Ile plague you for that word. 
94, |, thou waſt borne to be a plague to men. 
15, For Gods ſake take away this captiue ſcold. 
Prin, Nay take away this ſcolding crooke-backe rather. 
Eee, Peace wilfull boy, or I will tame your tongue. 
Ca, Vatutor'd lad, thou art too malapart. 
"rin, I know my duty, you are all vndutifull. 
Lacinions Edward, and thou periur'd George, 
aud thou miſhapen Dicke, I tell you all 
em your better, traitors as you be. 


N 2 Edu. 
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Edt. Take that, thou likeneſſe of this railer her- 


tabs him 


Au. Oh kill me too. 
G/o. Marry and ſhall, | 
Edo. Hold Richard hold, for we haue done 00 1 
alreadic, 
Clo. Why ſhould ſhe hue to fill the world with vo, 
Ed. What doth ſhe {wound ? 
Make meanes for her recouery. 
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4 Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the king my brother, 4 

| 1 muſt to London on a ſerious matter, 

| Ere you come there, you {hail heare more newes. I 
Cla. About what, prethee tell mc ? 3 


Gl, The tower man, the tower: Ile roote them on 
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Q. Ah Ned, ſpeake to thy mother boy: 
Ah, thou canſt not ſpeake. 
4 Traitors, tyrants, bloody homicides, 
They that ſtab'd Car ſhed no blood at all, 
For he was a man; this, in reſpect a childe, 
And men nere ſpend their fury on a childe. 
What's worle then tyrant that I may not nam 
You haue no children diuels, if you had, 
The thought of them would then haue ſtopt you: 11% 
But if you ever hope to haue a ſonne, 
Locke in his youth to haue him fo cut off, 
|| As traitors you haue done this ſweet young prince 
G Edu. Away, and beare her hence. 
Oucene. Nay nere beare me hence, diſpatch 
| Me heerc, heere ſheathe thy ſword, 
% Ile pardon thee my death. Wilt thou not? 
Then Clarence, do thou do it. 
Cla. By heanen I would not do thee ſo m¹iẽ]j]ẽͥ; 
Hneent. Good Clarence do, ſweet Clarence m my 7. 
(la. Didſt thou not hcare me fweare I Would 
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Queen, I, but thou vſeſt to forſweare thy ſelfe, 


Tw2s finne before, but now tis charity. 
Where's the dinels butcher, hard- fauoured Richard, 
Vi hard where art thou? He is not here, 
Murder is his almes-deed, 
Petitioners for blood, hee'l nere put backe. 
| Edw. Away I ſay, and take her hence perforce. 
©. So come to you and yours, as to this prince. Exit: 
Fw, Clarence, whether is Glofter gone? 
(la. Marry my lord to London, and as I gueſſe, 
To make a bloody fupper in the tower, 
Ew, He is ſudden if a thing come in his head, 
Woll, diſcharge the common foldiors with pay 
And thanks, and now lets toward London, 
de our gentle queene how ſhe doth tare, 
ber by this I hope ſhe hath a ſonne for vs. 
J Exeunt omnes. 


Enter Gloſter to king Henry in the tower, 


C. Good day my lord. What at your bocke fo hard? 
| Jer. I my good lord. Lord I ſhould fay rather, 
I fone to flatter, good was little better, 
| ©ood Glo/fer, and good diuell, were all alike, 
| What ſcene of death hath Rofcus now to acte? 
Che. Suipition alwaies haunts a guilty minde. 
Hen, The bird once limge, doth feare the fatall buſh, 
An 1 the hapleſſe maile to one poore bird, 
aue now the fatall obie& in mine eie, 
* = 4c my poore young was limde, was caught and kild, 
Why, what a foole was that of Creete ? 
That 3 his ſonne the office of a bird, | 
4nd yet for all that the poore fowle was drowad. 
Hen, J Dedalus, Wy poore ſonne lcarns, 
Ti'y tather Ainet that denide our courſe, 
N 3 
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Thy brother Edward, the ſunne that ſearde his wings, 
And thon the envieſt milf that ſwallowed him, 
Oh better can my breaſt abide thy daggers point, 
Then can mine cares that tragicke hiſtory. 
Glo. Why doſt thou thinke I am an executioner ? 
Hen. A perſecutor I am fiire thou art, 
And if murdering innocents be executions, 
Then I know thou art an execationer. 


© Gb, Thy ſonne I Kild for his preſumption. 
Hen. Hadſt thou bin xd when firſt thou didſt proſune, 


Thou hadſt not liude to kill a ſonne of _ 

And thus! propheſie of thee. 

That many a widow for her huſbands death, 

And many an infants water ſtanding eie, 

Widowes for their huſbands, children for their {athr: 
Shall curſe the time that ener thou wert borne. 

The owle ſhrikt at thy birth, an euill ſigne, 

The night crow cride, aboding luckleſſe tune. 


Dogs howld, and hideous tempeſts ſhooke downe trees 


The rauen rookt her on the chimaies top, 

And chattering pies in diſmall diſcord ſung, 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers Joe, 
And yet brought forth leſſe then a mothers hope, 
To wit: an vndigeſt created lumpe, 

Not like the fruite of ſuch a goodly tree, 

Teeth had(t thou in thy head when thou waſt bonne, 
To fſignifie thou cam'ſt to bite the world, 
And if the reſt be true that I haue heard, 
Thou cam'ſt into the world 


Glo, Die prophet in thy ſpeech, Ile heare no Hole, 


For this among lt the reſt was I ordain'd. 
Hen. I. and for much more laughter after this. 
O God forgine my ſinnes, and pardon thee. : 
Ch. What? will the aſpiridg blood of Lanco/ rr 


Siake into the ground? I had thought it would have 20mm 


The Contention of the To famous Hon: 


9 
Es, þ +481 
abs“ 


of Yorkt and LavcasTER: 


dee how my ſword weepes for the poore kings death, 
ow may ſuch purple teares alwayes be ſhed, 
kor ſach as ſeeke the downfall of out houſe, 


12 Stabs him agen. 
bonne, dovne to hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither : 
1, that have neither pitty, loue, nor teare, 
indcede twas trove that Henry told me of, 
E 7; 1 have often heard my mother ſay, 
{ came into the world with my legges forward. 
ad had I not reaſon thinke you to make haſt, 
d ſecke their rutnes that vſurp'd our rights? 
The women weeping, and the midwife crying, 
W \) [clus bleſſe vs, he is borne with teeth: 
| ind ſo 1 was indeede, Which plainly ſignified, 
rc! ſhould ſuarle and bite, and play the dogge- 
; Then, ſince heauen hath made My body ſo, 
er hell make crook'd my minde to anſwer it, 
S {1 no father, I am like no father 
E | +2110 no brothers, I am like ao brothers: 
And this word Joue, which gray-beards terme diuine, 
berechen in men like one another, 
ad not in me, Lam my ſelfe alone. 
Garmnce beware, thou keptſt rue from the light, 
Ibn | will fort à pitcny day for ther: 
to 1 val buz abroad ſuch propheſies, 
| Voder pretcace of outward ſeeming ill, 
% Uard ſhall be fearefull of his life, 

Aud then to purge his feare, Ile be thy death. 
[ing Hege, and the prince his ſonne are gone, 
vw Clarence thou art next muſt follow them, 
one end one diſpatching all the reſt, 

dig my felfe but bad, till 1 be beſt. 


e yi * / . 
h body in another roome, 

ot Inn h Henry in thy day of Joome, Exit, 
vt 


N 4 


The Contention of the Two famous Houſes 


Enter king Edward, queene Elizabeth, and a nurſi 1 th, 
 . young prince, and Clarence, Gloſter, Haſtings, ander. 


Edu. Once more we ſit in Englands throne, 
Repurchaſt with the blood of enemies, 
What valiant foemen like to Autumnes corne, 
Haue we mow'd downe in tops of all their pride ? 
Three dukes of Somer/et, three-fold renownd 
For hardy and vndoubted champions. 
Two Chfords, as the father and the ſonne, 
And two Northumberlands, two brauer men 
Nere ſpurd their courſers at the ti umpets found. 
With them the two rough beares, Varwicke and gen 
That in their chaines fettered the kingly lion, 
| And made the forreſt tremble when they roard, 
Thus haue we {wept ſuſpition from our ſcat, 
And made our tootſtoole of ſecurity, 
Come hither Beſſe, and let me kiſſe my boy, 
Young Ned, for thee, thine vackles and my felf- 
Haue in our armours watcht the winters night, 
Marcht all afout, in ſummers ſcalding heate, 
That thou mightſt repoſſeſſe the crowne in peac-, 
And of our labours thou ſhalt reape the paine. 
Glo. Ile blaſt his harveſt, if your head were laid, 
For yet I am not lockt on in the world. 
This ſhonlder was ordaind fo thicke to heave, 
And heaue it ſha!! ſome weight, or breake my bac, 
Worke thou the way, and thou ſhalt execute. 
Edu. Brothers of Clarence and of Glhater 
Pray lone my lonely queene, 
And kiſſe your princely nephew, both. 
Cls. The duty that I owe vuto your maicly, 
I ſeale vpon the roſiate lips of this fweete ba 


Nucene. Thankes noble Clarence, worthy brother t a 
Gl 


of 'Yorxe and LAN cAST ER. 


Gl, And that I loue the fruite from whence thou ſprangſt, 
Witneſſe the louing kiſfe I giue the childe. 

To ſay the truth, ſo Iudas kiſt his maſter, 

And ſo he cride all haile, and meant all harme. 

Fd, Now am I ſeated as my ſoule delights, 

l. What will your grace haue done with Margaret? 
Rey nard her father, to the king of France 

Hath pawnd the Cicels and Jeruſalem, 

414 hither haue they ſent it for a ranſome. 

dv. Away with her, and waft her hence to France, 

E Aid now what reſts, but that we ſpend the time, 

| With ſtately triumphs and micthfull comicke ſhewes, 

ch 45 befits the pleaſures of the court. 

EF Sound drums and trampets, farwell to ſowre annoy, 

F tur hegte J hope begins our laſting toy, 
| Exeunt omnes, 
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the pittifull rx of his innocent Nephewes : 
is tyrannicall Vſurpation: with the whole 


111. 


Pane of his deteſted Life, and moſt deſerued 


E 77); tr-2cherous Plots againſt his Brother Clarence: 


; it hath beene lately ated by the Kings NM 
Servants. 
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macd by Thomas Creede, and are to be fold by Ma- 
ew Lawe, dwelling in Pauls Church-yard, at the 
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$5* This Play has been collated with the 50. 
lowing Editions. 

1598. Thomas Creede, for Andrew i 

1602. Ditto, 

1624. Thomas Purfoot, Thomas Pur fac, (cc, 

1629. John Norton, &c. 

1634. Jaln Norton, &c. and another pech 
Copy, differing from the reit, but without : 
Title Page. 
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TR O TDI E 
o FP 


Log RICHARD the Third. 


Enter Richard duke of Gloceſter, felus. 


- OW is the winter 7 diſcontent, f 

1 I Made glorious fommer by this tonne of Torte: 
E Y And all the cloudes that /owrd + vpon the houſe, 
4. In the deepe before f of the ocean buried, 

aue our brewes bound with victorious wreathes, 


or 01d armes hung vp for monuments, 

| 1- 41arums changd to merrie meetings, 
ora 1 norches to delightfull plrafures d, 
OE ne warre, hath ſrrcothde his wringled front, 
en dead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 

3 o igut he ſoules of fearefull aducrſaries, 
e in a ladies chamber, 
blliadus pleaſing of a love. 

J Put | hat am not /harpe for || ſportiue trickes, 
Wo made to court an amorous looking glaſſe, 

* 114m rodely ſtampt, and want loues maieſtie 
le lint before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

El om curtaild of this faire proportion, 
Cd of feature by diſſembling nature, 
EUoormd, vatioiſht, ſent before my tune 

$1210 this breathing world halfe tt made vp, 

lan that fo lamely and vnfaſhionable, 

en dogs barke at me as I halt by ++ them: 
hin this weake piping time of peace 

Have no delight to paſſe away the time, 


£1 wr. Neu. i 50w0e(s, & meaſurts, I ſhapre of. 11 ſcarte. 1 a. £5 whiles 
| Vuleſſe 
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Vnleſſe to ſpie my ſhadow in the ſunne, 
And defcant on mine owne deformitie : 
And theretore ſince I cannot prone a lover 
To entertaine theſe faire well ſpoken daies, 
I am determined to prone a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleaſures of theſe daies 
Plots haue I laide, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken propheſies, libels and dreames, 
To ſet my brother Clarence and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againſt the other, 
And if king Edward be as true and iuft 

As I am fubtile, falſe and trecherous : 
This day ſhould Clarence eloſely be mewd vp, 
Abont a propheſie which fries that G. 

Of Edwards heires the murtherer ſhall bee. 
Diue thoughts downe to my ſoule, 


Enter Clarence with a guard 5 11.1: 
Here Clarence comes, 
Brother, good dayes, what means this armed gu 
That waitcs vpon your grace ? 
Cla. His maieſtie tendering my perſons fafetis lt); appoints 
This conduct to conuey me to the tower, 
Gh. Vpon what caule ? 
Cla. Becauſe my name is George. 
Glo. Alack my lord, that fault is none of your :, 
He ſhould for that commit your good fathers * 
O belike his maieſtie hath fome intent 
That you ſhall be new chridned in the tower, 
But what igt the matter Clarence may 1 know . 
Cla. Yea Richard when It know, for I 
As yet I do not, but as I can learne, 
He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 
Aud irom the croſſe-rowe pluckes the letter G : 
* godfarker. T 0b ats, 1 1 4%; 


Rrcnanr THE Tals. 
And faies a wizard told him that by G, 
Ils iſſue diſinberited ſhould be, 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
. /ellwes $5 in bis thonght that I am he, 
1\;c{ as I learne, and ſuch like toyes as theſe, 
e woued his highneſſe to commit me now. 
( Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 
T'z not the king that ſends you to the tower, 
My lady Gray his wife, Clarence tis ſhee 
That 7empts “ him to this extermitie : 
V-: it not the and that good man of worſhip 
gat beny Wooduilie her brother there, 
That made him ſend lord Hajtings to the tower, 
F.om whence this preſent day he is delivered ? 
We are not ſafe Clarence, we are not tate, 
{/1, By heauen I thinke there is no man | ſecurdg 
But the queenes Kindred, and night-walkig heralds, 
That tradge be/waxt Y the king and miſtreſſe Shoare : 
Heard pe not what an humble ſuppliant 
Lord Haſtings was to her for his deſiuerie? 
C Hrmble {| complaining to her deitie, 
Cot my lord chamberlaine his libertie, 
lle tell you what, I thinke it zs + our way, 
| ve will keepe in favour with the king, 
To be her men, and weare her livery, 
The jealous oreworne widow and her ſelfe, 
vie that gur brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
ue riighti» goſſips in this monarchy. 
Pre, I belcech your graces both to pardon me? 
u maicftic hath ſtraightly giuen in charge, 
Tat go man ſhall haue priuate conference, 
UV! wha! degree ſocuer with his brother. 
5%, Even ſo and pleaſe your worſhip Brokeabury, 
£01 way partake of any thing we ſay : 
Kb. * *-mpers, | man js, 9 betencenc. 1 bumbly, Þ it «vere, 


an 
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We ſpeake no treaſon man, we ſay the king 
Is wiſe and vertuous, and hs noble quecne 
Well ſtrooke in yeares, faire, and not iealous, 
We fay that Shores wife hath a pretie foote, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a paſling pleaſing ic 
And that the-queenes kindred are made gentle fo; 
How ſay you ſir, can you deny all this? 
Bro. With this (my lord) my ſelfe haue naught 0 6 
Ch. Naught to do with miſtcetle Shore, I tel! thee fellow 
He that doth naught + with her, excepting one, | 
Were beſt he + do it ſecretly alone. 
Bro. What one my lord? 
Cle. Her huſband knaue, wouldſt thon betray ms / 
Bro. I beſeech your grace to pardon me, an. 
for beare 
Your conference with the noble duke. 
Cla. We know thy charge Brokenbury, und will 03, 
Ch. We are the queenes abiefts and mult of 
Brother farewell, I will vnto the king, 
And whatioever you will imploy me in, 
Were it to call king Edwards widow ſiſter, 
I will performe it to infranchiſe you, 
Meane time this deepe diſgrace in brotherhoo 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 
C!a. I know it pleaſeth neither of vs well. 
Clo. Well, your impriſonment ſhall not be long 
I will deliver you, or lic tor you, 
Meane time haue patience. 
Ja. I mult preforce, farewell. 
Gh. Go tread the path, that thou halt uc 
Simple plaine Clarence, I do loue thee ſo, 
That T will ſhortly fend thy ſoule to heaven, 
If heauen will take the preſent at our hand: : 
But who comes here, the new delivered Hau, 


Y the, » bath T nougt, Þ ' 


Ricard TZ Third: 


Enter Lord Haſtings. 


Hf, Good time of day vnto my gracious lord, 

„ As much vnto my good lord chamberlaine : 
ill are eus welcome to this open aire, 

0 hath your lordſhip brookt impriſonment ? 
Wim patience (noble lord) as priſoners mult + 
I 1 hall line my lord to give them thankes, 
Fuat were the cauſe of my impriſonment. 
s 7, No doubt, no doubt, and ſo (hall Clarence too, 
day that were your enemies are his, 
ab haue preuaild as much on him as you. 
as. More pittie that the eagle ſhould be mewed, 
ne kites and buzars prey at libertie. 
what newes abroad ? 
| aft, No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home: 
enge fickly, weake and melancholy, 
And his Phiſitians feare him mightily. 

C/o, Now by Saint Paul this newes is bad indeed, 
he hath kept an ewil + diet Jong, 
ud onermuch conſumed his royall perſon, 
Is very greenous to be thought vpon, 

What, is he in his bed? 


Haji, He is. 


He cannot line L hope, and muſt not die 

Till George be packt with polt horſe vp to heauen, 
Vein to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

hes well ſteeld with weightie arguments, 
ah falle aot in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liae : 

Which gone, God take king Edward to his mercy, 


* Will you are. ＋ is, ft which, 


Clo, Got you before, and J will follow you, Ex af? 


f And 
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And leave the world for me to buſſell in: 

For then Ile marry Warwicks youngeſt daughter, 
What though I kild her huſband and her father, 
The readieft way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her huſband and her father: 

The which will I, not all ſo much for love, 

As for another ſecret cloſe intent, 

By marrying her which I muſt reach vnto, 

But yet I run before my horſe to market: 
Clarence ſtill breathes +, Edward till (ues and + raignez 
When they are gone, then muſt I count my gains, £1; 


Enter Lady Anne, with the hearſe of Harry des. 


Lad) Anne. Set downe, ſet downe your honours ble | 
If honour may be ſhrowded in a hearſe 
Whileſt I a while obſequioully lament 
The vatimely fall of vertuous Lancaſter. 
Poore kei-co!d figure of a holy kiog, 

Pale aſhes of the houſe of Lancafter, 

Thou bloodles remnant of that royall. blood, - 
Be it law full that I inuocate thy ghoſt, 

To heare the lamentations of poore Anne, / 
Wite to thy Edward, to thy flanghtred ſonne, 
Stabd by the ſcliefame hands that made theſe 1» <- 
Loe, in thole windowes that let foorth tay l. 
I powre the helpeleſſe ame of my poore c=. 
Curſt be the hand that made he F fatall hols, 
Curſt be the heart that had the heart to do it, 
More direfull hap betide that hated wreich, 
That makes vs wretched by the death of ther 
Then I can wiſh to adders, ſpiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 


„ kill, Þ ler, T five; and omitted, þ 56%: 


RicHard THE TIA. 


if euer he haue child, abortiue be it, 1 
prodigious and vntimely brought to light: | 
8 who vgly and ynnaturall aſpect 1 
nnr (right the hopefull mother at the view, 1 
3 * euer he haue wife, let her be made * | 
A miſerable by the death of him, 1 
| 4 4am made by my poore lord and thee. | 
0 me now towards Chertſey with your holy load 
ran from Poules to be interred there: 
aus (ill as you are a wearie of the waight, 
kt you whiles I lamente king Henries coarſe. 


Enter Gloſter, 


G15. 2 you that beare the coarſe, and ſet it done. 

ber blacke magitian conjures vp this fend 

| 87 op gens charitable deeds ? 

h. Villaine, ſer down the coarſe, or by Saiat Paul, 
D. make 2 coarſe of him that diſobcyes. 

| Con, My lord + ſtand backe and let the coffin paſſe, 
Cl, Yamanerd { dog, ſtand thou when I commang, 

dance thy balbert higher then my breſt, 

| N * Sint Paul Ile ſtrike thee to my foote, 

11 {purne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes, 

| i. What do you tremble, are you all atraide ? 

Las, 1 blame you not for you are mortall, 

mortal cyes cannot endure the dinell. 

Brant thou Jreadfull |} miniſter of hell, 

ip gadſt but power ouer his mortal! bodie, 

is foule thou a not haue, therefore be gone. 

% oweet faint for charitie, be not ſo curſt, 

Li Fo ul 1 4 for Gods ſake hence and trouble vs not, 


n halt made the happie earth thy hell: 


£ 


b * 


a + My lord ogutted. T Unnazrerly. i feareful, 
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Fild it with curſing cries, and deepe exclaimes, 

If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh gentlemen ſee, fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afreſh. 
Bluſh, bluſh, thou lump of foul deformitie, 

For tis thy preſence that exhales this blood 

From cold and emptic veynes where no blood duc“ 
Thy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Pronokes this deJudge moſt vunaturall. 


Oh God, which: this blood madſt, revenge his deat) 
Oh earth which this blood drinkſt, reuenge his dach: 


lagd 


SW. 


Eicher heaven with lightning ſtricke the murthere 
Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quick*, 
As thou doeft * ſwallowe vp this good kings blood. 
Which his hekgovernd arme hath buickered, 
Clo. Ladie, you know no rules + of charitie, 
Which renders good for bad, bleſſings for curſcs. 
La. Villanne, thou knowſt no law of God nor 1: 
No beaſt ſo fterce, but knowes fome touch of tie. 
Glo. But I know none, ard therefore am no 
La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 
Glo, More wonderſull when angels are fo an 7, 
Vouchſafe divine perfection of a woman, 
Of theſe ſuppoſed enils to gine me leave, 
By circumſtance but to acquite my ſelfe. 
La. Vouchſafe defuſed infection of a man, 
For theſe knowne euils, but to give me leaur, 
By circumſtance to curſe thy curſed ſelfe. 
Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let in; 
Some patient leiſure to excuſe my ſelte. 


Pa 


La. Fouler then heart can thinke thee, thou ante 


No excuſe currant, but to hang thy ſelfe. 


4 4. 7 rule, 


574 


RICHARD THE Trip. 


Gh. By ſuch diſpare I ſhould accuſe my lelfe. | 
1, And by diſparing ſhouldſt thou ſtand excuſde, 
doing worthy vengeance on thy ſelfe, 
* zich dideſt vnworthy ſlaughter vpon others. 
Cl. Say that Ile them not. 
Ja. Why then they are not dead: 
1 por dead * are, and diuzliſh ſlaue by thee. 
3 did not kill your huſband. 
N = 5 hy then he is alive. 
1 Nay, he is dead and ſlaine by Edwards hand. 
ums foule throat thou lyeſt. Queene Margret ſaw 
I thy! bead kaulchion ſmoking in his blood, 
True wb ict thou once didſt bend againſt her breſt, 
E but thai thy brother I beat aſide the poynt. 
= '/, 1 was progoked by her ſlanderous tongue 
: N , © laid 7407 || guilt ypon my guiltleſſe ſhoulders, 
Abou waſt prouoked by thy bloodie minde, 
3 * dich neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 
Vw it thou not Kill this king ? 
. 1 grant yee 5. 
. Doeſ graunt me hedgehog, then God grant me too 
: Thou mai-!t be damned for that wicked deed. 
One was gentle, milde, and vertuous. 
, 2 fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 
1:0 15 171 heauen, where thou ſhalt neuer come. 
Let him thanke me that holpe to ſend him thither, 
be ſvas fitter for that place then earth. 


7, Ant thou vnfit for any place but hell. 


( Yes one place elſe, if ye + will heare me name it. 
. Some dungeon. 


6 


d 
woo 
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A 


Tour bed-chamber, 
P 


4. 


"my ii! reſt betide the chamber where thou lieſt. 
So ah it madame, till I le with you. 
1 0 | 


J. | Lratbers, Her. § yea. + you. 
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Taz Tracrepie of 
La. I hope ſo. 
Glo. 1 know ſo, but gentle ladie Anne, 
To leave this kind incounter of our * wits, 
And fall ſomewhat into a flower methode: 
Is not the cauſer of the time · leſſe deaths 
Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blamefull as the executioner ? 
La. Thou art the cauſe, and moſt accurſt eÞ>5, 
Cho. Your beautie was the cauſe of that effect. 
Your beantie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
To vadertake the death of all the world, 
So I might reſt that + hovre in your ſweet boſome. 
La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 
Theſe + nailes ſhould rend that beautic from my ches 
Glo. Theſe eies could neuer endure {weet beauic 
You ſhonld not blemiſh them if I ſtood by: 
As all the world is cheared by the funve, 
So I by that, it is my day, my life. 
La. Black night ouerſhade thy day, and denth thy ite 
Glo. Curſe not thy ſelfe faire creature, thou art „eth 
La. I would I were to be renengde on ti.c. 
Gb. It is a quarrell moſt vnnaturall, 
To be reuengde on him that loueth yon. 
La. It is a quarrell iuſt and reafonable, 
To be reuengd on him that flew my huſband. 4% 
GH. He that bereft thee lady of thy huſband, J i 
Did it to helpe thee to a better huſband. 2 
La. His better doth not breath vpon the car? % 
Glo. Go too, he lines that loues you better then 17 4 
Lz. Name him. 


43 


| Glo, Plantagenet. 
La. Why what S was he? | IF 
Glo, The ſelfe ſame name, but one of better 1 
u. Fan. t my. 1 bar. . 
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RIcHARD TAE TRIRD. 


#4, Where is lice ? . 
Ch, Heere. Shee ſpitteth & at him. 
Why doeſt thou ſpit at mee! + 
Ia. Would it were mortall poyſon for thy fake. 
G1. Neuer came poyſon from ſo ſweete a place, 
71, Neuer hung poyſon on a fowler toade, 
Out of my Gght, thou doeſt infect my eyes. 
. Thine eyes ſweet lady haue infected mine. 
Ie Would they were baſiliſkes to ſtrike thee dead. 
Cl. 1 would they were, that I might dye at ouce, 
Por now % {| Kill mee with a living death: 
8 Tho _ M { thine, from mine hane drawne falt teares, 
heir aſpect with ſtore of childiſh drops, 


i 


1 ] neuer Tt | wO/ end $ nor encme, 


\ 


4 ah tongue could never learne ſweete ſoothing + words. 
But now thy beautie is propoſde my fee: 
My proud heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to ſpeake, 
1 Teach not thy ** lips ſuch ſcorne, for they were madę 
Fo: Kifing lady, not for ſuch contempr. 


: Il ch, revengeful! heart cannot forgiue, 

here I lend thee this ſharpe pointed ſword, 
nich if thou pleaſe to hide in this true boſome, 
ade the ſoule forth that adoreth ++ thee : 
Ilie it naked to the tt deadly ftrcke : : 
© 4nd humbly beg the death vpon my knee |||, 


I, do not pawſe, twas I that kild your huſband, 
tus thy beautie that prouoked mee: 
cou diſpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, 

Das thy heavenly face that ſet me on: 

lere ſhe lets fall the fword. 
word againe, or take vp re, 


1] . 
AEC Vp T1 
1 


— Jpit at bim? ey. & find. I ſnoetbint 
a. tt . z 6 4% 


14 . 
14 


Tan Tack DIE or 
La. Ariſe diſſembler, though 1 wiſh thy death, 
J will not be the executioner. 


Glo, Then bid me kill my ſelfe, and I will doe 


La. I haue alreadie. 
G/o, Tuſh, that was in he rage: 


_ Speake it againe, and euen with the word, 


That hand which for thy + loue did kill thy love, 
Shall for thy loue kill a {arre truer loue, 
To both their deaths thou ſhalt be acceſſarie 

La. I would I knew | thy heart. 

G. Tis figured in my tongue, 

La. I feare me both are falſe. 

Gio. Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp your ſword. 

Ch. Say then my peace is made. 

La. That ſhall you know hereafter, 

Glo. But I ſhall hue in hope. 

La. All men I hope line fo. 

Glo, Vouchſafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is not to giue. 

Glz. Look how this ring incompaſſeth thy f nge 
Euen ſo thy breaſt incloſeth me || poore heart. 

Here 8 both of them, for both of them are this 
And if thy poore $* ſuppliant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeſt confirme his happineſſe for euer: 

La. What is it: 

Glo. That it would pleaſe thee leaue theſe do 
To him that hath more caulc to be a mourner, 
And preſently repaire to Grgbie place, 

Where after J haue folemnely enterred 
At Chert/ie monaſterie this noble king, 


— 


* thy, 1 . 1 4b. i Wy. 8 are, 


R1enarD Tur Turnxp: 

« d wet his graue with my repentant teares, 
Ain with all expedient dutie fee you : 

1 27 diners vnk nowne reaſons, 1 beſeech you 

3 *# mat me this boone. 

- wink all my heart, and much it ioyes me too, 

4 Ir, {ve you are become ſo penitent : 

bent, goe along with me. 

| - bid me farewell. 

/- Tis more then you deſerue: 

1 pat ſince you teach me how to flatter you 

q vinc | have (aid farewell alreadie. 

Sire, take vp the corſe. 

ger, Towards Chertſie noble lord? 


Exeunt. lane 


enam in this humor woed ? 
Woman in this humour vonne? 
it ner, but I will not keepe her long. 
What / that kid her huſband and her || father, 
. er hearts extreamelt heate 8. 
an ber mouth, teares in her eyes, 
Er he bleeding witneſſe of her hatred by: 
Bin; God, her conſcience, and theſe barres agaiaſt me, 
Win! nothing to backe my ſuite withall + 
| tas plaine divell and diſſembling lookes, 

a yt to win her all the world to ** nothing. Hah? 
plath tie forgot alreadie that brane prince 

ward, her ard, whom I fome three months ſince 

aa in my angry mood at Tewxbury ? 

Weter and a Joucher gentleman, 
ach ia the prodigalitie of nature: 

allant, wile, and no doubt right ropyall, 


* 
545 


Exit. 


o Vhite Fryers : there attend my comming, 


Glo. 


. i What ? I baveq 37 & bate, + at 4 
+ 


The 


» 
© - == — 
„ 4 4 * _— -4 _ 


— — — — 
1 * g. 2 _ - — 2 
— — — -” 


— 43227 — 


122 — — 


\ 
” 
Y 
[1 4 
4 
* 
j 
'14 
, SY 
* 


6 » . 4% 
2 
— * 
= * —— of by = os 
_ . Mm — . — — 
= 
— — —— — — -» 


— — 


— -- 


2 
——— — 2 
- — 


— 


—— 


— * 


! 
| 
' 
l 
4 
U 
| 
1 


OS I A 


— 3 — q — 
a _ — — — 
- — 9 ——— — — — hol. 
—— — — „ . 8 —_—— * — 
= = __ * 5 * 
- 
— 


— 


— 


— — — 
— — v2 a 


Tur Tractnit of 


The ſpacious world cannot againe afford. 
And will ſhe yet debaſe her eyes on me, 
That cropt the golden prime of this ſweete prince, 
And made her widdow to a wofull bed? 

On me, whole all not equals Edwards moity, 
On me that halt, and am vnſhapen thus? 

My dukedome to be a beggerly denier, 

I do miſtake my perſon all this while, 

Vpon my life ſhe finds, although I cannot 

My ſelfe, to be a maruailous proper man. 

Le be at charges jor a looking-plalle, 

And entertaine ſome fcore or two of tailors 

To {tudie faſhions to adore + my bodie, 

Since I am crept in fauour with my ſelfe, 

I will maintaine it with 4 © little coſt, 

But firſt Ile turne you || fellow in his graue, 
And then returue lamenting to my love, 

Shine out faire ſunne, till I baue 492g47 a glu 
That I may fee my ſhadow 4s I palle. 


Enter Qpeetie, lord Rivers and Gray, 


Ri. Haue patience madame, thers no doubt mals! 
Will {con recover his accuſtomed health. 

Gray. In that you brook? it ill, it makes him 
Therefore for Gods fake entertajine good c 
And cheare his grace with quicke and merry word: 

Su. If he were dead, what would betide of me © 

Ki. No other harme but loſſe of ſuch a lord. 

Qu. The loſſe of ſuch a lord includes all harm 
Cray. The heavens have bleſt you with a g 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

Ru, Oh he is yong, and his minoritie 


* charge. + aden. 1 fame, 1 „n. 


£ 


RIchARD The Try), 
js pot vnto ® the traſt of Rich. Gloceſter, 

that loues not me, nor none of you. 
itt concluded he ſhall be protector? 


ry + is determined, not concluded yet, 
15 7 it pay be 1 1: the King miſcarrie, 


a 2 


Enter Buck. Darby. 


lere comes the lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
3, Good time of day vnto your royall grace. 
B Gu make your maieſtie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
©, The counteſle Richmond good my lord of Darby 
1 { praters will ſcarcely | ſay, Amen: 
\ 1 , ee ſhees your wife, 
And loues not me, de you good lord aſſured 
lte 10t 791 for her proud arroganci?. 
Dar. 7 beſeech you either not Heleeue 
The envious flaunders of her &“ acculers, 
Or if ſhe be accuſde in true report, 
Bei with het weakenefle, which I thinke proceeds 
From wayward fickneſte, and no grounded malice. 
kt. Saw you the king to day my lord of Darbiz ? 
ur. Put now the duke of Buclingham and I, 
me from viſiting his maieſtie, 
% hat ** likdibood of his amendment lords? 
ame, good hope, his grace /zeakes ++ chearfully, 
Jo grauut him health, did you confer with him? 
. Macame we did: he delices to make attonement 
the duke of Glcefter and your brothers, 
it them and my lord chamberlaine, 
bat to warne them to his royall preſence. 
i Would all were well, bot that will neuer be. 
s gar happineſſe is at the higheſt, 
s. s | 3 hp he wy PAS! 
| {APD 
Enter 


TRE T RAGEDIE OF, 
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Enter Gloceſter, 


ch. They doe me wrong, and I will not indure !: 
Who are they that complaines vnto the king ? 
That I forſooth am ſterne and loue them not: 
By holy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his cares with ſuch difentious * rumors : 
Becauſe I cannot fatter and ſpeake faire, 
Smile in mens faces, ſmooth, deceiue, and cog. 
Ducke with French nods, and apiſh courtcſic, 
I muſt be held a rankerous enemie. 
Cannot a plaine man live and thinke no harme, 
But thns i + ſimple truth muſt be abuſe 
By ſilken ſlie inſinuating iackes ? 

Ri. To whom in all | this preſence ſpeakes your 9 

Glo. To thee, that haft ner honeſtie nor grace 
When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Or thee, or thee, or any of your ſation ? | 
A plague vpon you all, His royall perſon 
(Whom God preſerue better then you would $ with) 
Cannot be quiet ſcarce a breathing while, 
But you muſt trouble him with lewd complaints, 

OV. Brother of Clocefter, you miſtake the matte. 
The king of his owne royal! diſpoſition, 
And not prouokt by any ſuter elſe, 
Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 
Which in your outward actions ſhewes it il, 
Againſt my kinred, brother, and my felfe ; 
Makes him to ſend, that thereby d“ he may go 
The ground of your ill will, and to remove it. 

Clo. I cannot tell, the worlde is growne to 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not | 


* diſcentions, Þ+ hits I omitted, 1 * 
&® wwberely, © nale. 
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Ricnard THE Trip; 

seen lecke bee a geitleman 
There's many à gentle perſon made a iacke. 

24. Come, come, we know your meaning brother Glo. 
you 1142 mine aduancement and my friends, 
| God grant we neuer may haue necd of you. 

I Mcane time, God grant“ that we haue need of you, 
gu brother is impriſoned by your meanes, 
| My ſelte diſgraced, and the nobllitie 


Held in contempt, Whilſt many faire promotions 
Are daily giuen to enoble thoſe, | 

uus ſcarce ſome two days ſince were worth a noble. | 

du. By him that raiſde me to this carefull height, Wl 

| From that contented hap which I enioyed, 0 
| never did incenſe his maiĩeſtie ng 
Avinft the duke of Clarence, but haue beene | 


In earneſt adnocat to pleade for him. 
My lord, you do me ſhamfull iniurie, 
Filſely to draw me in the + vile /uſpetts f. 
Cle. You may denie that you were not the cauſe, 
Oi My lord Haftings late impriſonment. 
Reu, She may my lord. 
She may, L. Rivers, why who knowes not ſo ? 
Se may doe more fir then denying that: 
die may help you to many Faire || preferments, 
Aud then denie her ayding hand therein, 
and lay thoſe honours on your high deſerts, 
What my d ſhe not? ſhe may, yea marrie may ſhe. 
teu, What marry may ſhe ? | 
Cl, What marry may ſhe ? marry with a king 
A haichcler, a handſome ſtripling too. 
s jour grandam had g worſer match. 


— 


0 | 'J 
ot Glecefter, T haue too long borne 4 

; 4 9 * . i ; 
ned y "hang ? J*: 65 1 ſugect. [! faire omitted, & may. | | l 


Tur TAD or 


Your blunt vpbraldings, and your bitter ſcoffes, 
By heanen Iwill acquaint his maieſtie, 
With thoſe groſſe taunts I often have endured. 

I had rather be a countrey ſeruant mayd, 

Then a great queene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, ſcorned, and baited at 
Smal joy haue I in being Englands queene, 


Enter Qu. Margret. 


9. Mar. And leſned be that ſmall, God I be 
Thy honour, ſtate, and ſeate is due to me. 
Ci. What? threat you with the telling 27 * the !1n; 
Tell him and ſpare pot, looke what 7 $ (yd, 
I wil! auouch in preſence of the king: 
Tis time to ſpeake, my paines are quite forgor. 
Qu. Mar. Ont diuel, I remember them tov we!!, 
Thou ſleweſt my huſband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward my poore ſonne at Teuxburic, 
Clio. Ere you were queene, yea or your hoben Kin, 
I was a pack-horſe in his great affaires. 
A weeder out of his proud aduerſaires, 
A liberall rewarder of his friends : 
To royalize his blood I ſpilt mine one. 
Qu. Mar. Yea, and much better blood, then bis or this 
G15. In all which time, you and your huſband © g. 
Were factious for the houſe of Lancaſter : 
And Rivers, ſo were you, Was not your hv (band 
In Margarets batrale at Saint Alben; ſlaine: 
Let me put in your mindes g if yours forget 
What you haue bene ere now, and what you 
Withall, What I haue bene, and what I an. 
Qu. Mar, A murtherous villaine, and fo {''! | 


ben art 


® or, t 7 bave, 4 winde. 


Nuchakb THE TIRO. 


7, Poore Glarence did for ſake his father Warwicke, 
Yea and forſwore himſelfe (which 1% pardon). 
Ou. Mar. Which God revenge, 
60. To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 
And fer his meede (poore lord) he is newed vp: 
1 world to God my heart were flint like Eowards, 
O Zlvards ſoft and pittifull like mine, 
! 2m too childiſh fooliſh for this world. 
91. Mar. Hie thee to hell for ſhame, and leave the world, 
Thou cacodemon, there thy kingdome is, 
Ri, My lord of G. ocefler | in thoſe buſie daies, 
Which here 900 vrge to proue vs enemies, 
we followed then onr lord, our lawfull king, 
80 ould we e you; if you Mould be our king. 
5 if | hould be? I had rather be a pedler, 
| Forte be it from my heart the thought of it. 
* 91, Mar. + As little ioy (my lord) as you ſuppoſe 
-2 ſhould enioy, Were you this countries king, 
; little lo may you ſuppoſe in me, 
That I enioy being the queene thereof. 
A Mar, A little ioy enioyes the queene thereol, 
Um ine, and altogether 10yleſſe, 
ano longer hold me patient. 
n me you wrangling pyrates that fall out, 
i /oaring 4, out that which you haue pild from me: 
Wach of you rembles t not that lee | on me ? 
on, that [ being queene, you bow like ſubiects, 
el that by you deps/de 9, you quake like rebels: 
bende villaine, do not turne away. 
%., Foule wrinkled witch, what makſt thou in my ſight 2 
4 I. But repetition of what thou haſt mard, 
nac will make, before I let thee goe : 


$ 
_ 
* iſe t 


7 e ſpeeches are joined in one of the copies. 1 Bo, Lale. 
role, | locker, Y diſpet'd, | 
A huſ- 
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Tur Taaczpit or 


A huſband and a ſonne thow oweſt to d me, 
And thou a kingdome, all of you allegeance : 
The ſorrow that I haue, by right is yours, 
And all the pleaſures you vſurpe, is * mine. 
Glo, The curſe my noble father laid on thee, 


When thou didſt crowne his warlike browes wit! paper, 


And with thy ſcorne drewf + rivers from his cy, 
And then to drie them, gan'ſt the duke a clout, 
Steept in the | blood of prettie Rutland : 
His curſes then from bitterneſſe ot ſoule, 
Denounc'd againſt thee, are !| fallen vpon theo, 
And God, not we, hath plagude thy bloodie Jecd, 
Au. So iuſt is God to right the innocent. 
Haft. O twas the fouleſt deed to ſlay that babe, 
And rhe moſt mercileſſe that cuer was heard of, 
Ri. Tyrants themſelues wept when it was pn 
Derfſ. No man but prophecied revenge for it. 


Buc. Northumberland then preſent, wept to lee it. 
9. M. What? were you ſnarling all before 1 cam 


Readie to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now {* your hatred ai? m 
Did Torkes dread curſe preuaile fo much wiih 1c, 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 
Their kingdomes 4% ++, my wofull baniſkunen!, 
Could all but anſwere for that peeuiſh brat ? 

Can curſes pierce the cloudes, and enter heaven / 


Why then give way dull cloudes to my quick 


If not by warre, by ſurfet die your king 
As our I by murder, to make him a king. 


Edward thy ſonne, which now is prince df 


For Edward my ſon, which was 99 prince of # att: 


Y undo. are. Þ+ drew. t the fu 
bt "I — 25 „„ 
led. © Vit . 


RICHARD, THR Tap. 


die in his youth, by like yntimely wialence +, 
Thy ſelfe a queene, for me that was a qucene, 
Out live thy glorie, like my wretched ſelfe: 
oog maiſt thou live to waile thy childrens loſſe, 
dach ſee another, as I fee thee now, 
Deckt in thy glorie 4, as thou art ſtald in mine: 
Loag die thy happie daies before thy death, 
And after many lengthened houres of greefc, 
Nie neithet mother, wife, nor Englands queene, 
Rivers and Dorfet, you were ſanders by, 
And ſo was thou Ls. || Haftings, when my ſonne 
Was ſtabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 
That none of you may live your naturall age, 
by ſome vnlookt accident cut off, 
%, Haze done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
91, MA. And leaue out thee ? ſtay dog, for thou ſhalt kear me, 
hauen haue any greeucus plague in ſtore, | 
Exceeding thoſe that I can with vpon thee : 
O let them keepe it till thy ſinnes be ripe, 
od then harie downe their indignation 
Jn thee ihe tronbler of the poore worlds peace: 
ie vorm? of conſcience ſtill begnaw thy ſoule, 


Th 
Bu y fric nds ſuſpect for traytors while thou liueſt, 
And 


take deepe traytors for thy dearcſt friends, 
Y [icepe ciole vp that & deadly eye * of thine, 
Vatelle it be whileſt ſome tormenting dreame 


\ 


F Afitiglits thee, with a hell of vgly diuels, 
u 5 „ * of TY w—_— 3 
Thou lui ** markt, abortive rooting hog, 
| {hon that walt ſeald in thy natiuitic. 


Ihe dme of nature, and the ſonne of hall, 


* 
: 1 
& 116): 


ayer of thy mothers heauie wombe, 


0 Died, 
—_. 


T VINCE. ripbts, Lord. e. ger. 
| T ri; l , 


ol. III. P Thos 


Tur TaAEDIE or 


Thou loathed iſſue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou rag of honour, thou deteſted, &c. 


Glo. Margaret. 
9u. M. Richard. 


Gln, Ha. 

Qu. Ma. 1 call thee not. 

65. Then I crie thee mercie : for I had thought 
Thou adi“ cald me all theſe bitter names. 
Qu. Mar. Why ſo I did, but t + for no reply 


* 
— 


O let me make the period to my curſe. 
Gi. Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 


+ 2u. Thus haue you breathed your curſe againſt your f, 
Qu. M. Poore painted queene, vaine flourith of my ortung: 


Why Rrewſt thou ſuger on that botled ſpider, 
Whoſe deadly web ininareth thee about? 
Foole, foole, thou whetft a Knife to kill thy ſelfe, 
The time will come when !| thou ſhalt wiſh for me. 
To helpe thee curſe that p/oned F bunchbackt ron, 
Haſt. Falſe hoading woman, end thy frantike cute 
Leaſt to thy harme thou moue our patience. 
Qu. M. Foule ſhame upon you, you haue oli mond 
Ri. Were you well ſeru'd you wonld be taught your dt, 
Pu. M. To ſerue me well, you al! ++ thovid do me ©: 
Teach me to be your queene, and you my ſubiccts 
O ferue f me well, and teach your felues that Jute, 
Der}. Dilpute not with her, ſhe is lunarique. 
Qu. M. Peace maiſter marqueſſe, you arc maizpert, 
Your fire-new ſtamp of honour is ſcurce currant : 
O that your young nobilitic could judge, 
What t'were to loote it and be miſerable ? 


* Loft, + lotke, t This line in ſome copies is 1 
, Pl 


f that, S poiſerouts Y* Geaſting. Ta omitted. 


RrIicHaARD THE THIRD. 


They that ſtand high, haue many * blaſts to ſhake them, 
1nd if they fall they daſh them /e/ues + to peeces. 

ie. Good counſell marry, Jearne it, learne it marques. 
High It toucheth you (my lord) as much as me. 

G/,, Yea, and much more, but I was borne ſo high, 

Our atery buildeth in the cædars top. 

aud dallies with the winde, and {cornes the ſunne. 

Ou. A. And turnes the ſunne to ſhade, alas, alas, 
Witnes m) 1 „ now in the ſhade of death, 


Vhole bright outſhining beames, thy cloudie wrath, 
lath in cternall dar kneſſe forl: et 1 Vp: 


"our ts buiideth iu our airies ncaſt. 
O God that {zeſt it, do not ſuffer it: 
As it was wonne with bloud, loft be it ſo. 
Buck, Haue wan for ſhame if not for charitie. 
. 3, M. Vroge neither charitte nor ſhame to me, 
Vncharitably with me haue yon dealt, 
And i by you my hopes are butcherd, 
y charitic is outrage, life my ſhame, 
no! ſhame i liue my lorrowes rage. 
+0 done. 
"rg. O princely Buckingham, 1 will kiſſe thy hand, 
2NC ol agu and amitie with thee : 
| thee, and thy princely houſe, 
| J Sarments are no! ſpotted with our bloud, 


u Witlua the compalie of my curſe. 
NI" 27 ane I here, for curſes heuer paſſe 
e aps 0! ee $* that breath them in the ayre. 
le nat delecue but they aſcend the ſkie, 
ce awake Gods gentle ſleeping peace. 
beate of yonder dog, | 
we Ween tie fawnes, he bites, and when he bites, 
. a * jelver omitted, 4+ une. I! Pull, $ none, 
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His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 
Haue not to do with him, beware of him: 
Sinne, death, and hell haue ſet their warkes on 
And all their miniſters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth ſhe ſay my lord of Buckino/ 

Buck. Nothing that I reſpect my gracious lor. 

Qu. Mar. What doeſt thou ſcorne me for my g 
And /e the dinell that 1 warne thee from 
O but remember this another day, 
When he ſhall ſplit thy very heart with forrow, 
And ſay poore Margaret was a propheteſle : 
Line each of you the ſubiects of his hate, 
And he to you 4, and ail of you to Gods. 

aft, My haire doth ſtand on end to-bea: 
Rin. And fo doth mine, I wonder ſhees at 


Gio. | cannot blame her by Gods holy mottH- 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repen! 
ly part thereof that I haue done. 
Ou. + I never did her any to my knowledge 
Glo, But you have all the vantage of this wichy 
[ was too hot to do ſome body good, 
That is too colde in thinking , it How : 
Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 
He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 
God pardon them that are the cauſe of ir. 
Riu A vertaous and a Chriſtianſibe conc 
To pray for them that haue done ſcathe to 
C. So do | ever being well aduilde, 
For had I curſt, now I had curſt my felrc., 
Cat{. Madame his maieſtic duth call for, 
Aud for your nc & grace: and you my 300 
Pu. Cat/ty, we come, lords will you g 


* foot h d. 1 %%. 
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Fi. Madame, we will attend your grace. 
Exeunt. Ma. Glo. 
do thee * wrong, and firſt began to braule, 
The ſecret miſchiefe F that I ſet abroach, 
[lay vuto the grieuous charge of others, 
{/-re1:2, whom I indeed haue laid in darkeneſſe: 
! 40 boweepe to many ſimple guls: 
amely to Haſtings, Darby, Buckingham, 


(4 L443 % * 


And {y it i the queene, and her allies 

That fire | the K. S againſt the duke my brother. 

they belceue me, and withall whe? $* me 

bo be reuengd on Rivers, Vaughan, Gray. 

then ligh, and with a piece of ſcripture, 

them that God bids vs to ++ do good for euill : 5 
And thus 1 cioath my naked villanie 

ich old od ends, ſtolne out of holy writ, 

\nd ſeeme 2 faint, when moſt I play the diuell. 

But loft here comes my executioners. 


Enter Executioners. 


Row , my hardy ſtout refolued mates, 

\rc ye now 77 going to diſpatch this deed ? 

We are my lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
1140 we may be admitted where he is, 

.,, It was well thought vpon, I haue it heare about me. 
ben you haue done, repaire to Croſbie place: 

ts, be ſudden in the execution: 

Vithail, obdvrate ; do not heare him pleade, 

|: Clarence is well ſpoken, and perhaps 

Moy woue your hearts to pittic if you mark him, 


* 


91 8 } rſchiefes, 1 Was, l Airres. 8 King. © Wichs 
| ben i. IP to omitted, tt not. 
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Exe. Tuſh, feare not, my lord we will not ſtand to prate, 
Talkers are no good doers be aſſured: 
We come to uſe our hands and not our tongues. 

Clo. Your cies drop milſtones, when fooles eics dr 


J like you lads, about your buſineſſe. Pxeunt, 


Enter Clarence, Brokenbury. 


Bro. Why lookes your grace ſo heauily to day 
C/a, Oh, I haue paſt a miſerable night, 
So tull of vply ſights, of gaſtly dreames, 
That as I am a Chriſtian faithfull man, 
I would not ſpend another ſuch a night, 
Though t'were to buy a world of happie dayzs, 
So full of diſmall terror was the time. 
Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tel! 
Gli, Me thought I was imbarkr for Burgundie 
And in my company my brother Cisceſter, 
Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, thence we laat “ toward nel 
And cited vp a thouſand fearefull times, 
Dui ing the warres of Terke and Lancaſter, 
That had befallen vs: as we paßt + along, 
Vpon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Me thought that G/z{-r ſtumbled, and in ſtun"! 
Strooke me (that thought to ſtay him) oner-bourd 
Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 
Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drow, 
What dreadful! noyſe of waters in mine cares, 
What vgly {:2hts || of death within mine eyes 
Me thought I ſaw 4 thouſand fearefull wracks, 
Ten thouſand men that fiſhes gnawed vpon, 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heapes of pearis, 
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ſneſimable ſtones, vnvalued tewels, 
Some lay in dead mens ſculs, and in thoſe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
/« rwere * in ſcorne of eyes, refleting gems, 
Which wade + the ſlimie bottom of the deepe, 
4nd mockt the dead bones that lay ſcattered by. 
?ro, Had you ſuch leiſure in the time of death, 
To gaze vpon the ſecrets of the deepe ? 
( Me thought I had: for ſtil the enuious flood 
Kept in my ſoule, and would not let it foorth, 
To leebe + the emptie vaſt and wandring ayre, 
Pat ſmothered it within my panting bulke, 
Which almoſt burſt to belch it in the ſea, 
rk, Awakt you not with this fore agonie ? 
Cn. O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 
O then began the tempeſt 70 {| my toule, 
Who palt me thought) the melancholy floud, 
With that prim ferriman which poets write of, 


o the kingdome of perpetuall night: 


The firſt that there did greete my /{ranger & ſoule, 


| Wo my great father in law, renowned Warwick, 
* hy "a . . 6 
| 409 Criet alouad, what ſcourge for periuric 


C1 this darke monarchie afford falſe Clarencs ? 
19 19 he vaniſnt: then came wandring by, 
A dow like an angell, in bright naire, 


Vabled in bloud, and he ſqueakt out aloud, 


Th 14538 36 t " . * * 
„ene 18 come, falle, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 


Tear itz2hd me in the eld by Tæuxburie: 
92 00 him furies, take him to your torments, 
Fith '14t me thought a legion of ſoule fiends 

MMIToned me about, and howled in mine eares, 


Hidin wot ' 1 
eus Cries, that with the very noiſe, 


4 it Were, T word, 1 feek, | *f- F Srangers, 
P4 I trem- 
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T trembling, wakt, and for a ſeaſon after, 
Could not beleene but that I was in hell, 
Such terrible impreſſion made the dreame. 
Bro. No mar uell (my Le. *) though it affrighted voy. 
I promile you, I am afraid to heare you tell it. 
Cla. O Brokenburie, T have done thoſe things, 
Which now beare + cuidence againſt my ſoule, 
For Edwards fake, and ſee how he requites me. 
I pray thee gentle Keeper ſtay by me, 
My ſoule is heauie, and I faine would ſleepe. 
Brok. Iwill (my lord) God give your grace good e, 
Sorrow breakes ſcaſons, and repoſing howers 
Makes the night morning, and the noonetide ng 
Princes hane but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toyle : 
And tor vatelt imagination 7, 
They often feele a world of reſtleſſe cares: 
So that betwixt your | titles, and lowe names, 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


The murthercers enter. 


In Gods name what are you, and how came you #itt! 

Exe. 1 would ſpeake with Clarence, and I came get 

legs. 

Bro. Yea, are ve fo briete ? 

2. Exe, O fir, it is better to be briefe then. t. 
Shew him our £ commiſſion talke no more. e 4 

Bro. I am in this commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands, 
I will not reaſon what is meant thereby 
Becavſe I will be guiltleſſe of the meaning: 


13 


* Lord, Þ bearc:, 1 imaginations, 
85 reades. 
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Heere are the keyes, there fits the duke a ſleepe: 
ile to his maieſtie and certifie his grace, 
Thar thus I have reſignd my place to you, 
©+2, Do fo, it is a poynt of wiſedome. 
>. What ſhall we ſtab him as he ſleepes? 
1. No, then he will ſay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 
2. When he wakes, 
Why foole ke ſhall neuer wake till the judgement day. 
|. Why then he will ſay we ſtabd him tleeping. 
2. The vroing of that word iudgement, hath bred 
a Lind of remorſe in me. 
1. What, art thou afraid? 
2. Not to kil him hauing a warrant for it, but to be damud 
For killing him, from which no warrant can defend vs. 
1. Backe to the duke of Glefter, tell him fo. 

pray thee ſtay a while, I hope my holy humour will 
Change, twas woat to hold me but while one would * tel. xx. 
, How doeſt thou feele thy ſelte now? 
2, Faith ſome certaine dregs of conicience are yet within me. 
Remember our reward when the deed is dune, 
. Zoands he dies, I had forgot the reward. 
1. Where is thy conſcience now? 
2. In the duke of Glofters purſe. 

50 when he opens his purſè to giue vs our reward, 
Thy conſcience flies out. 


x-I 


* 


2, it it goe, ther's fewe or none will entertaine it. 
„oa If it come to thee againe ? 
Ile not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing, 
mils a man a coward. A man cannot ſtcale, 
1 2culeth him, he cannot /eele + but it checks him: 


cannot iye with his neighbours wite but it detects 


® could, + [weare, | 
Him, 
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Him, it is a bluſhing mat ſpirit that mutinies 
In a mans bofome : it fils one full of obſtacles, 
It made me once reſtore a piece of gold that I found. 
It beggers any man that keepes it: it is turnd out of a! 
Townes and cities for a dangerous thing, and euery 
Man that mcancs to live well, endevours to truft 
To himſelfe, and to live without it. 

1. Zounds, it is even now at my elbow perſwadina n 
Not to kill the duke. 

2. Take the deuill in thy minde, and belecue him . 
He would inſinuate with thee to make thee (igh. 

1. Tut, I am ſtrong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 
I warrant thee. 

2. Stood + like a tall fellow that reſpects his repnia:! 
Come ſhall we to this geare ? 

1. Take him oner the coſtard with the hilts ot - 
And then we will chop him in the maimfey-bu! 

roome : 

2. Oh, excellent device, make a /oþ/e { of him 

1. Harke, he ſtirs, ſhall I ſtrike ? 

2. No, firſt lets reaſon with him. Cl. 

Cla. Where art thou keeper, gitie me cup of \ 

1. You ſhall haue wine enough, my L2. 5 2: 

Cla. In Gods name, what art chou? 

2. A man, as you are. 

Cla. But not as I am, royall, 

I. Nor you as we are, loyal. 

Cla, Thy voyde is thunder, but thy lookes are hw! 

2. My voyce is now the kings, my lookes hung 0% 6 

Ca. How darkely and how deadly dooil neun,, 
Tell me who are you ? wherefore come & you 

Am. To, to, to. 


i 


fame ful. + pole, 1. thy. ll !coopes y 1.94 
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1. To murther me ? 

Am. I. 

(lr, You ſearſely “ haue the hearts + to tell me fo, 

aud therefore cannot haue the hearts f to do it, 

herein my friends haue I offended you? 

. Off-.nded vs you haue not, but the king. 

(. 1 hall be reconcild to him againe, 

2. Neuer my Ls, 4 therefore prepare to die, 

. Are you cald forth from out a world of men 

To lay the innocent? what is my offence ? 

Whore arz the enidence fo accuſe me? 

Wh! bw fall gueſt haue 9 giuen their verdict vp 

Vnto the frowning iudge, or who pronounc'd 

The bitter ſentence of poore Clarence death, 

keigre 1 be conuict by courſe of law? 

To threaten me with death is moſt vnlawfull: 

charge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

7 C wiſts deare blood hed for our grecuous fins 

at you deparc and lay no hands on me, 

1 decde you vndertske is damnable. 

What we will do, we do vpon command, 

2, And he that hath commanded zs $* the king. 

| Ca. Frronious vaſſaile, the great King of kings, 
Hate! in his tables t+ of his law commanded, 

E | bit thou (halt doe no murther, and wilt thou then 

1 at his edict, and fulfill a maus? 

| + ic heede, for he holdes vengeance in his hands, 

i uw ure pon their heads that breake his law. 

2, and that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 

or base forf wearing and for murder too? 

vn - UI receive the holy facrament 

Te fight in quartell of the houſe of Lancafter, 
gs 


Jeerce, F keart, 1 Tord. bat do, & barbs &® v3 15, 
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Tur Teacenie or 
1. And like a traitor to the name of God, 

Didſt breake that vow, and with thy trecherous bl: 4- 

Vuripſt the bowels of thy foneraignes ſonne. 

2. Whom thou wert ſworne to cheriſh and deen 

1. How canſt thou vrge Gods dreadfull law to 
When thou haſt broke it in ſo deare degree? 

Cla. Alas, for whoſe {ake did I that ill decd ? 

For Edward, for my brother, for his ſake : 

Why firs, he ſends ye * not to murder me for this, 

For in this ſinne he is as deepe as I. 

It God will be reuenged for this deede, 

Take not the quarrell from his powerful arme, 

He needs no indirect nor lawful! + courſe, 

To cut off thoſe that haue offonded him. 

3, Who made thee then a bloody miniſter, 

When gallant ing g, braue Plantopenet, 

That || princely nonice was ſtrooke dead by thee ? 
Cla. My brothers loue, the deuill, and my ge. 
1. Thy brothers Joue, the deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 

Cla. Oh, if you /wwe $ brother, hate not me, 

Jam his brother, and I Jove him well: 

If you be hirde for need “, go backe againe, 

And I will {end you to my brother Gloce/7or, 

ho will reward you better for my lite, 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

2. You are deceiu'd, your brother Glocefter hates 10 

Cla. Oh no, he loues me and he holds me dear? 
Go you to him from me. 

Am. I, fo we will. 

Cla. Tell him, when that our princely father 

Bleſt his three ſonues with his viftorious arme 

And chargd vs from his foulc to Jouve each oiher, 


V9 you, + ac. 1 ring ing. [| Tee. Slows 
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tle little thought of this dinided triendſhip, 

d Choefler thinke of this and he will weepe. 
im. 1 milſtones, as he leſſond vs to weepe. 
. O, do not flander him, for he is kinde. 
icht, as ſaow in harueſt, thou deceiuſt thy ſelfe, 

Ti: he that ſent vs hither now to murder thee. 

1, It cannot be: for when I parted with him, 

He hudg me in his armes, and ſwore with ſobs. 

That be would labour my deliuerie. 

„ Why fo he doth, now he deliners thee 

en this worlds thraldome : to the toyes of heauen. 

Make peace with God, for you muſt die my lord. 

(. Haſt thou that holy feelling in thy foule, 

zanſell me to make my peace with God, 
{ thou 225 to thy owne ſoule ſo blind, 


$ * 


That thou wilt war with God for * murdering me ? 
Ah fr. ks he that ſet you on 
do this decde, will hate you fot this deede. 


What ſhall we do? 
La. Releat and ſave your ſoules. 

1. Releat; tis cowardly and womanih, 

Ca., Not to relent, is beaſtly, ſauage, and diveliſh 
My trend t {pie ſome pittie in thy lookes: 
Ou thy eye be not a flatterer, 


ne thou on my hde and entreate for me: 
79117 prince, what beover pitties nat ? 
ng Prince, at Legge! af ties not? 


thus, and thus: if this will not ſerue, He flabs him. 
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le chop thee in the malmeſey but in the next rome. 
:. 4 bioadie deede, and deſperately performd, 

Mov Mine like Pilate would I wath my hand, 

OI ibis moſt gricuous guiltie murder done, 


© 


'. Wiy doeſt thou not helpe mc ? 
7 , 
eau 4 5 che duke (bail no W 2 how ſtacke > thou art, 
* by, 


Tur Tractpie of 


2. I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what J ſay, 
For I repent me that the duke is Naine. 
1. So do not I, goe coward as thou art: 
Now muſt I hide his body in tome hole, 
Vntill the duke take order for his buriall : 
And when I haue my meed I muſt away, 
For this wil cut, and here I muſt not ſtay. Exent 


Enter King, Queene, Haſtings, Rivers, 


King. So, now I haue done a good dayes works, 
Yon peeres continue is + vnited league, 


q I every day expect an embaſſage 

| From my Red<cmer, to redeeme me hencs : 

i And now in peace my foule ſhall part # f beanci 

N Since I haue ſet my friends at peace on earth : 

1 Rivers and Haſtings, take each others hand, 

ll Diſſemble not your hatred, ſweare your Jouve, 

ll Ri, By heaucn Tay heart is purgd from prudg i: 


And with my hand 7 ſeale my true hearts louc, 
| Haſ?. So thrine I as I /weare | the like. 
1 Ving. Take heed you dally not before your k. 
i" . * 9 
Leaſt he that is the ſupreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falſhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
Haft. 80 Pre per L, 28 J ſweare periect ou: 
Riu. And I, as I lone Heſiings with my eu 
Kin. Madam, your ſelfe are $ not exempt it 
Nor your lonne Dor/et, Buckingham, nor You, 
You haue beene factious one againſt the other: 
ts * o . b 
| Wife, loue lord Ha/linos, let him kiſſe your band. 
| 5 2 & 4? 4 
And what you do, do it vnfainedly: 
| 
b 
0 
id 
| 
1 
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94, Here Haſtings, Iwill neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thrive J and mine. 

Dr. Thus * enterchange of loue, I here proteſt, 
Vpon my part hall be vnuiolable. 

Ha, And fo fweare I+ my lord. 

bin. Now princely Buckingham feale thou ꝗ this league, 
' With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 

And make me happie in your | vaitie. 

yo, When cuer Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Ou vou, or Jours, but with ail dutious loue 

oth cheriſh you and yours, God puniſh me 

Wich hate, in thoſe where I expect moſt loue, 

When | have moſt needs to imploy a friend. 

od moſt alſured that he is a friend, 

Diebe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 

bee vnto me. This do I begge of God, 

When lam cold in zeale to you or yours, 

*. A pleaſing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

{« this thy vowe vnto my ſickly heart: 

Pure wanteth now our brother CHfter here, 

o make the perfect period of this peace, 


Enter Gloceſtcr. 


And ' in good time here comes the noble duke. 
, Good morrow to my ſoucraigne king and queene, 

1 princely preres, a happie time of day. 

_\n. Happie indeed, as we haue ſpent the day: 

"other, we haus done deedes of charitie : 

Made peace of eamitie, faire love of hate, 

fIWeene thete f welling wrong incenſed peeres. 

\ viefled labour moſt $ ſoueraigne liege, 


"ng tis princely heape, if any here 


7 1 ⁊veare. T up, I bit. 9 ry moſt, 
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By falſe intelligence, or wrong ſurmiſe, 
Hold me a foe, if I vowittingly or in my rape, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this preſence, I deſire 
To reconcile me to his + friendly peace, 
Tis death to me to be at enmitic. 
I hate it, and deſire all good mens loue. 
Firſt madame, I intreat + peace of you, 
Which I will purchaſe with my dutiovs ſeruicc 
Ot you my noble couſen Buckingham, 
If euer any grudge were lod'gd betweene vs. 
Of you my lord Riters, and lord Gray of you, 
That all without deſert haue frownd on me, 
Dukes, carles, lords, gentlemen, in deed of ail 
} do not know that Engli/b man aliue, 
With whom my ſoule is any jotte at oddes, 
More then the infant that is borne to night : 
{ thanke my God for my humilitie, 

Qu. A boly day ſhall this be kept hereafter, 


I would to God all fries | were well compound 


My ſoueraigne liege I do beſeech your maieſtic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 
Glo, Why madame, haue L oftred loue. 10 
To be thus feornde { in this royall preſence ? 
Who kyowes not that the noble duke is dend 
You do him imiurie to ſcorne his coarte. 
Ri. Who knowes not he is dead? who Kt 
Au. All ſeeing heaven, what a world 15 tas 
Buc. Locke I fo pale lord:Dor/eft as the reti 


Dor. I my good lord, and ns one “ in this pies! 


But his red colour hath. forſooke his checke. 
Kin. Is Clarence dead? the order was eus 


* thovphr, + this, | intreat true. I £1! 


* None. of 


RicfARD THE Tnp. 


Gl, But he (poore ſoule) by your firſt order aide *, 
gad that a winged, Mercury did beare, 
dome tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 
That came too lagge to ſee him buried: 
God graunt that ſome leſſe noble, and leſſe loyall, 
Necrer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood: 
Helerde not worſe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from ſuſpition. 


Enter Dar bie. 


Dar. A boone (my ſoueraigue) for my ſeruice done; 
\n, I pray thee peace, my ſoule is full of ſorrow. 
Dar, I will not riſe vnleſſe your highneſſe graunt. 
Kin. Then ſpeake at once, what is it thou demaundſt? 
Dar. The forfeit (ſoueraigne) of my ſervants life, 
Wo flew to day a ryotous gentleman. 
| Lately attendant + on the duke of Melle. 

Kin, Haus 1 a tongue to doome my brothers death, 
And ſhall the fame giue pardon to a ſlaue; 
My brother flew no man, his fault was thought , 
And get his puniſhment was cruell death, 
ho ſued to me for him? who in my rage, 
Knceid at my feete and bad me be aduiſde? 
Wis pake of brother-hood ? who of lone ? 
P10 told me how the poore ſoule did forſake 
The oight'e Warwicke, and did fight for me! 
Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 
Mica 91%} had me downe, he reſcued me, 
and faid, dcare brother, liue and be a kiag ? 
No 0.1 me when we both lay in the field, 
072 almoſt to death, how he did lapþe || mae, 
1: 15 0wne garments , and gaue himſcife 
Au, 
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All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? 

All this from my remembrance brutiſh wrath 

Sinfully pluckt, and not a man of you 

Had ſo much grace to put it in my minde, 

But when your carters or your waighting vaſlailes 

Haue done a drunken laughter, and defac'd 

The precious image of our dear“ Redeemer, 

You ſtraight are on your knees for pardon, pardo: 

And I vniuſtly too, muſt graunt it you 

But for my brother, not a maft + would ſpeake, 

Nor I (vngracious) {peake vnto my ſelte, 

For him, poore ſoule: the proudeſt of + you all 

Have bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his life: 

Oh God, I feare thy mſtice will take holde 

On me, and you and mine, and yours for this. 

Come Haſtings, helpe me to niy cloſet, oh pours Crrency, 
Eul. 

Ce. This is the fruite of rawnes ]: markt yon no 

How that the guiliie kindred of the queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence dent! 

Oh, they did urge it {till vnto the king. 

God will renenge it. But come lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company, Excunt 


Enter dutches of Yorke with Clarence © 


Boy. Tell me good granam, is our father dend“ 
1 Dut. No boy. 
1 Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat you! brez't? 
And crie, Oh C rence my vnhappy ſorne ? 
Girle, Why do you looke on vs and thake your 1999+ 
| And call us wretches $, orphanes, caffawayes, 
| If that our noble father be aliue ? 


* geareſt, T man, } one, | nafÞreje F e. 
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Hut. My prettie coſens, you miſtake me much, 
do lament the ſickneſſe of the king: 
a: loth to looſe him, not“ your fathers death + : 
+ were loſt labour to weepe for one's that loſt. 
Boy. Then granam you conclude that he is dead, 
The king my vncle is too blame tor this. 
Cod will revenge it, whom ! will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effect. 
Dut. Pres childrea peace, the king doth love you well, 
[n-apable and ſhallow innocents, 
You cannot geſſe who cauſde your fathers death. 
?%;;, Granam, we can: for my good vncle CH eſter 
Told me, the king en by the queene, 
| Deuis'd impeachments-to impriſon him: 
nd when he : told me ſo he wept, 
and hugd me in his arme t, and kindly kiſt my cheehe bs 
Ar FR me rele on him as on my father, 


| 
Aud he would loue me dearely as his childe. 


TE 


Ut. Oo that deceit ſhould ſteale ſuch gentle ſhapes, 
And with 2 vertugus vizard hide foule guile, 


Co $4 


/ tonne, yea and therein my ſhame 2 

let 1 my dugs he drew not this deceit, 
Py. Thinke you my vncle did diſſamble, pranam ? 
Dit. 1 boy. 


boy. ] cannot thinke it, harke, what noiſe is this? 


Enter the Queene. 


[ 
1 
M. 5 
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WT Hall hinder me to waile and weepe, 
ny fortune, and torment myſelfe? 
: he with blacke diſpaire againſt my fe $*, 

" 0.7 lelfe become an enemie. 
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Dut. What meanes this ſceane of rude impaticn 
Qu. To make an act of tragicke violence, 
Edward, my lord, your ſonne our king is dead, 
Why grow the branches, now the roote is withre. 
Why wither not the leaues, the ſap being gone! 
If you will live, lament : it die, be briefe: 
That our ſwift winged ſoules may catch the {n+ 
Or like obedient ſubieéts, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetuall reſt, 
Dut. Ah fo much intereſt haue I in thy forrorw, 
As I had title in % “* noble huſband : 
I hane bewept a worthy huſbands death, 
And liu'd by looking on his images. 
But now two mirrors of his princely ſemblance, 
Are crackt in peeces by malignant death, 
And I for comfort haue but one falſe glaſic, 
Which greeues me when I ſee my ſhame in hin, 
Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 
And haſt the comfort of thy children left the 
But death hath ſnatcht my children fro mine 9m 5, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble him. 
Edward and Clarence, oh what cauſe hauc ! 
Then, being but moitie of my grieſe +, 
To ouergo thy plaiats and drowne he cries ? 
Boy. Good aunt, you wept not for cur H Coal, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tcarcs ' 
Girl. Our fatherleſle diſtreſſe was left vamon. 
Your widowes dolours likewiſe be vnwept. 
24, Give me no helpe in lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth laments, 
All {prings reduce their currents to mine gie, 
That I being gouernd by the watry moan: $, 


6 7. | T e fe. i thy, 5 my. N N. 
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May ſend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 

Oh for my huſband, for my heire Lo. Edward, 

lg. Oh for our father, for our deare Lo. Clarence. 
Hut. Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Ou. What ſtaie had I but Edward, and he is pone. 
Amb, What ſtaie had we but Clarence, and he i; * gone? 
Hut. What fates + had I but they, and they are gone? 
Su. Was neuer | widow, had ſo deare a loſſe. 
gb. Was euer orphanes had à dearer || loſic ? 
Dat. Was ever mother had a dearer loſſe, 

das, Jam the mother of theſe moanes, 

[heir woes are parceld, mine are generall : 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do I: 

[ for a Clarence weepe, ſo doth not ſhe: 

Theſe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I: 

for an Edward weepe, and ſe do they &, 

Alas, you three on me threefold diſtreſt. 

Powre all your teares, I am your ſorrowes nurſe, 

Aud I will pamper it with lamentations. 


Enter Gloſter, 11th others. 


65. Madam haue comfort, all of vs haue cauſe 
To waile the dimming of our ſhining ſtarre: 
ut none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 
Madame my mother, I do cry yon mercie, 
did got fee your grace, humbly on wy knee 
| craue your biefling. 
bet. God bleſſe thee, and put meeknes in thy mine, 
LOW, Charitie, obedience, and true dutie. 
e Amen, and make me die a good old man. 
Thats the butt end of my * mothers blefling : 
| maruell {ny her grace did leaue it out? 


* 


in be, ay. 1 ever, | ſo deare a. 8 ſe do net they, 8 a, 


Q 3 Huck. 
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Buck. You cloudy princes, and hart ſorrowing peercs, 
That beare this mutuall heauie load of moane, 
Now cheare ca:h other, in each others loue : 
Though we haue ſpent our harueſt this king, 
We are to reape the harueſt of his ſonne : 
The broken rancour of your high {wolne hearts, 
But lately ſplinted, knit, and joynd together, 
Muſt greatly + be preſeru'd, cheriſht, and kept. 
Me ſecmeth good that with ſome little train, 
Forthwith from Ludlau the yong prince be fetch. 
Hither to Landon, to be crowud our king, 
Glo. Then be it fo: and go we to determine 
Who they ſhall be that ſtraight ſhall poſt to Ladis, 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go, 
To give your ceuſures in this waightie buſineſſe. 
Anſ. With ait our hearts. Exeunt. Manet Git. ac, 
Buck, My lord, who ener iourneyes to the prince C.1 
For Gods fake let not vs two be bchinde: 
For by the way Ile fort occaſion, 
As index to the. {torie we la talkt off, 
To part the queenes proude kindred from che king. 
Glo. My other ſelfe, my counſc!s conſiſtoric, 
My oracle, my propher, my deare coſen: 
{ like a Ciulde will go by thy direction: 
Towards Ludlo then, for we will not ſtay beine. £5 


Enter two Citizens, 


r Cit, Neighbour well met, whither away io (alt : 
2 Cit. T promiſe you, I ſcarcely know my ſelte. 
1. Heare you the newes abroad ? 
2. I that the king is dead. 
1. Bad newes birlady, ſeldome comes the better, 
fear, 1 feare, twill prooue a troublejame || wo | 
* of, T g*ty. Þ lates ff 11 ures 
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Enter another Cit, 


. Good morrow neighbours, 
Nath this newes hold of good kings Edward; death? 

1. 1 doth. 

„ Then maiſters look to ſee a froublbus“ world. 

1. No, no, by Gods grace his ſonne ſhall raigne. 

Wo to that land thats gouernd by a childe. 
'n him there is a hope of government, 

That in his nonage, counſell vnder him, 

Aud in his full and ripened yeeres himſelfe, 

\ doobt ſhall then, and till then gouerne well. 

1. $9 ſtood the Rate when Harry þ the ſixt 
Vis crownd at Paris, but at nin | moneths olde. 

Stood the fate io? no good my friend not to, 
"or chen H, land was famouſly enricht 
With politike graue counſell: then the king 
Had vertuous vncles to protect his grace. 
„ So hath this, both by the father and mother. 
„ Better it were they all came by the father, 
Ur by the father there were none at all: 

emulation now, Who ſhall be neareſt 8, 
touch vs all tog neare if God preuent not. 
of danger is the duke of GHeeſter, 

Ache queenes kindred hautie and proude, 
ere they to be rulde, and not to ** rule, 

el land might ſolace as before. 

. Lome, come, we {care the woorſt, all ſhall! be well. 
ben clouds appeare, wiſe men put on their cloakes. 
"01 great leaves fall, the winter is at hand: | 
When the fun ſets, who doth not looke for night? 


| 1 
Vaumeh. 


'y iormes make men 44 expect a dearth : 
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All may + be well: but if God fort it ſo, 
Tis more then we deſerue, or J expect. 


1. Troely the ſoules of men are full of dr-ad ' 


Ye || cannot almoſtrreafon with a man 


That lookes not heaily & and full of ſeate. 
3. Before the times {* of change, Nill igt: 


By a diniae inſtinét mens mindes miſtruſt 
Enſuing dangers, as by proote we tee, 


The waters {well before a boyitrous forme : 


But leave it all to God : whither away ? 
2, We are ſent for to the juſtice. 


3. And ſo was I, Ile beare you companic, 


Enter Cardinall, dutches of Yorke, Qu. 


Car. Laſt night I heard they lay at North. 


At Sfoniftratford will they be to night, 


7 
178 


To morrow or next day they will be here. 
Dut. I long with all my heart to fee the pric 


I hope he is much growne ſince laſt I faw 


- 


Du. But 1 heare no, they ſay my {onne 0 


1 * 
£11; 


2 "1 
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Hath almsft 4+ ouertane him in his tt growth 


Yor, I mother, but I would not haue 1: [o, 
Dit. Why my yong coulin it is good to oro 


My vocle Z2:izers talkt how I did prow 


More then my brother, I quoth my vnc! 
Small hearbs haue grace, great weeds grow 
And fince me thinkes T would not grow ſo a,, 


zecauſe ſweete flowers are ſlov, and weedes 
115 


Dut. Good faith, good faith: the faying « 


In him that did obie® the lame to thee : 


+ mer; 1 #read, Va, S Levy. 


| 1 met omitted. 11 I omitted, 1 0 
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tie was the wretchedſt thing when he was yong, 


So long a growing, and ſo leiſurely, 

That if this were @ rule *, he ſhould be gracious, 
Fir, Why madame, 5 no doubt he is. 

Hut. J hope ſo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 
Ur, Now by my troth if I had beene remembred 

(could haus giuen my vncles grace a ſiout, 

Tat (honld hane neerer toucht his growth then he did mine. 
Dat. How my prettie Tore ? I pray thee let me heare it. 
or. Marry they ſay, that + my vacle grew to faſt, 

That he could gnaw a cruſt at two houres bold þ : 


Tywas full two yeers ere I could get a tooth. 
Cranam this would haue beenc a prettie ieft. 
Dut, 1 pray thee prettie Torke, who told thee fo? 
Granam, his nurſe. | 
Dut. Why, ſhe was dead ere thou wert borne. 
[;r, it twere not the, I cannot teil who told me. 


u. A periious boy: 30 1007; VOU arc too ſhrewd, 
: 1 I 2 12 
Good mademe be not angry with the child. 

j + by" R f. 0 i, % 
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Enter Dortet. 


| mes vour MR lord marques Dor/er, 

Viet newes lord ma: ques? 

| duch Newes, my lord, as pricues me to vnfold. 

Du. HOW ares the prince ? 

, well, madame, and in health. 

Dit, What is te newes then? 

| wee 70 rs, and lord Grav, are ſeat to Pomfret, 
un them, ir Thomas Vaughan, priſoners, 

Who hath committed them? 


bus, T that omitted, 1 g/d. i baths 
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Der. The mightie dukes, Glotefter and Buckiny ow 
Car, For what offence ? 

Dor. The ſumme of all F can, I have difcloſe4 - 
Why, or for what theſe nobles were committed. 
Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious lady, 

Qu. Ay me, I fee the downeſall of our houſe, 
The tyger now hath ceazd the gentle hinde : 
Inſultiog tycannic begins to iet, 

Vpon the innocent and lawleſſe throane : 

Welcome deſtruction, death and maſfacre, 

J ſee as in a mappe the end of all. 

Dut. Accurſed and vnquiet wrangling daie:, 


How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? - 
My huſband loſt his life to get the crowne, c 
And often vp and downe my ſonnes were tot?, T 
For me to ioy and weepe their gaine and loi. 0 
And being ſeated, and domeſticke broyles pe 
Cleane overblown, themſelues the conqueronrs * 
Make war pon themſelues, blood againſt bloo } 
Selfe againſt ſeife, © prepoſterous ( 
And franticke outrage, end thy + damned fpic-!: 
Or let me die to Jooke on death no more. 
O. Come, come, my boy, we will to ſanctua 5 
Dut. Ve go along with you. Þ 
Ou. You haue no cauſe. TY 
Car. My gracious ladie, go. Woch 
And thither beare your treaſure and your good. 


For my part, Ile reſigne vato your grace. 
The ſeale I keepe, and ſo betide to me, 
As wel! I tender you, and all of yours: 
Come, Ile conduct you to the ſanctuarie. 


Li 
-? 
>; 
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Ne trumpets ſound. Enter ꝓong Prince, the dukes of Gloce 
ſter, and Buckingham, Cardinall, &c, 


7, Welcome ſweete prince to L-ndon to your chamber. 
G1, Welcome deare coſen my thoughts ſoueraigne. 
The wearie way hath made you meſancholie. 
Prin, No vncle, but our croſſes on the way, 
haue made it tedious, weariſome, and heauie: 
unt more vncles here to welcome me. 
., Sweets prince, the vntainted vertue of your yeeres, 
71th * not yet dived into the worlds deceit : 
Wen more can you diſtinguiſh of a man, 
Then of his outward ſhew, which God he knowes, 
deldom or nener jumpeth with the heart, 
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Thoſe racles which you want, were dangerous, Il; 
Your grace attended to their ſugred words, | 1 | 
Put lookt not on the poyſon of their hearts : wid 


God keep you from them, and from ſuch falſe friends. 1 
Prin, God keepe me from falſe friends, but they were none. 
C. My lord, the maior of London comes to grecie you, 


Enter Lord Maior. 


L;, J, God bleſſe your grace, with health and happy daies. 
Prin, 1 thanke you good my L. { and thanke you all: 
iitought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this haue met vs on the way: 

Fic, What a lug is Haſtings that he comes noi 

[10] v3 whether they will come or no. 
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Enter . Ha. 
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chin good time heere comes the {ſweating lord. 
D 7 1 5 W *? * . 
* Welcome my lord, what, will our mother come? 
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Haſt, 
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Haſt. On what occafion God he knowes not 1 
The queene your mother, and your brother Yor 
Hau“ taken ſanctuarie: the tender prince 
Would faine F come with me to meete your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld, 

Buc. Fie, what an indirect and peenith courſe 
Is this of hers ? lord cardinall, will your grace 
Perſwade the qucene hey I ſend the duke of 7::/ 
Vnto his princely brother pretently ? 

If ſhe denie, lord Haftings go with them |, 
And from her icalous armes plucke him pertorc: 

Car. My L. of Buckingham, if my weake ora 
Can from his mother winne the duke of Tor; 
Anon expect him heere : but it ſhe be ob bdura te 
To milde entreaties, God & forbid 
We ſhonld infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleſſed ſanctuaric: not for all this land, 
Would I be guiltie of ſo great ü a ſinne. 

Buck. You are too ſenceleſſe obſtinate my lord 
Too ceremonious and traditional}, 

Weigh it but with the gr:/engfe ** of thrs {| age, 
You breake not atten je in ſcazing him: 

The benefit thereof is alwajes granted 

To thoſe whoſe dealings hauc deſerued the place, 
And thoſe who haue the wit to claime the ee 
This prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferuc 
And therefore iv mine opinion cannot haue 
Then ?akting ||| him from thence that is not there, 
You breake no priniledge nor charter there: 

Oft haue I heard of ſanctuarie men, 


But ſanctuarie children never till now. 


Flath. Þ+ faine bause, 1 'n, ly 5 ms & 
$* dp. *# preaeneſſe, 11 bus, BI tat; 
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Come on lord Haſtings, will you go with me ? 


41 yncle Glorefter, it our brother come, 
Were hall we foiourne till our coronation ? 

. Where it int“ belt vato your royall ſelte: 
if 1 may counſel you fome day or two, 
our highnefe ſhall repoſe you at the Tywer : 
Then where you pleaſe & + hal be thought moſt fit 
ber your belt health and recreation. 

„. 1 do not like the Tower of an y place: 

' lulius Cafer build that place mv lord? 

3uck, He did, my gracious L.-j begin that place, 
Which fnce ſucceeding ages haue reedified. 

Prin, Is it vpon record, or els reported 
Succellively from age to age he built it? 

Buch. Vpon record my gracious lord. 

Prin. But ſay my lord it were not regiſtred, 

es the truth ſhould ſiue from ape to age, 

A; were retaild to all poſteritie, 
tnt be generall ending || day, 


* 


90 wile, ſo vong, they lay do neuer uc long. 


7 r 3 ela? 
1, nat ay you vncie: 
| 127, without characters fame liues long: 
\ H 


Ke the formal vice, iniquitie, 
| 4 10004.172 (WO meanings in one word, 


in, That Iulius Cæſar was a famous man, 
vt what his valour did enrich his wit, 
wit ſet Cowne to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conqueſt of /e & conquerour, 


* 
4 "6 »,. i, 


Ci. My lord, you ſhall ouerrule my minde for once: 


Hat. ] go my lord. Exit, Car, & Haft. 
Pri. Good lords make all the ſpeedie haſt you may. 


+ as. T TLerd. ali ending, & Tot, * fis. 
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Taz TRAOEDIE of 


For now he lines in fame, though not in life: 
Ile tell yon what my couſen Buckingham. 
Buck, What my gratious lord ? 
Prin. And if I liue vutill 1 be a man, 
Ile win our auncient right in France againe, 
Or dye a ſouldier as I lin'd a king. 


Glo. Short ſommers {rightly * haue a forward (pri; 


Enter yang Yorke, Haſtings, Cardinai! 


Buc. Now in good time, here comes the duke of 7:1 
Prin. Rich. + of Yorke, how fares our noble + bro): 
Tor. Well my deare lord: fo mult I call you now, 
Prin. I brother to our griefe, as it is yours : 
Too late he dide that might haue kept that $ title 
Which by his death hath loſt much maieſtie. 
Glo. How fares our couſcu noble L. $* of Tort: 
Tor. I thanke you gentle vncle. O my lord, 
You ſaid that idle weeds are faſt in growth : 
The prince my brother hath ut, prowne me #:r! 
Gl, He hach my lord. 
Tor, And therefore is he idle? 
Glo. Oh my faire couſen, I muſt not ſay fo. 
or. Then he is more beholding to you then! 
Glo. He may command me as my ſouera'one;, 
But you haue power in me as in « kinſman, 
Yor. I pray you vacle giue me this dagger 
Clo. My dagger little couſen, with all my e, 
Prin. A begger brother ? 
Yor. Of my kind vncle that I know wilt glu. 
And being but a toy, which is no grigſe i to 
Glo, A greater gift then that, Ile giue my 


* Flely, + Richard. I loviig. dead. 
o mer. Tt zi/t. 


\ 


RicyarRyd THE TrirD. 


nr, A greater gift? O thats the {word too it. 

Cl, 1 gentle coſen, were it light enough. 

r, O than I ſee you will part but with light gifts, 
{a weighticr things youle ſay a begger nay. 

66 It is too weightie ® for your grace to weare. 

127. 1 weigh it lightly were it heauier. 

Ch, What would you haue my weapon litle lord? 

-». 1 would that I might chanke you as you call me. 

Cl. How ? 

Hr. Litle. 

„ My Lo: of Yerke will ſtill be croſſe in talke : 
Voce your grace knowes how to beare with him. 
u You meane to beare me, not to beare with me: 
| Vac, my brother mockes both you and me, 
Becauſe that Lam title like an ape. 
He thinkes that you ſhould beare me on your ſhoulders. 
Ne With what a ſharpe provided wit he reaſons, 
0 mittigate the ſcorne he give 1 his vncle, 
Ve pretely and aptly taunts himleife : 


ning and fo yoag is wonderfull. 

Ch. My Lo: wilt pleaſe you paſſe along? 
anch my good coulen Buckingham, 

Vil! to your mother, to entreat of her 

9 Meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 
tr, What will you goe vnto the Tower my lord 
. My lord protector ill 4. hane it fo. 
hau not ſleepe in quiet at the Tower. 
„ Why, „hat ſhould you feare ? 

Hr. M j vacie Clarence angry ghoſt : 

U ovazam tolde me he was murdred there. 
, 1 fexre no yacles dead. 

% N91 none that line, I hope. 
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In the ſeate royall of this famous ile? 


Tux TRAGEDIE op 


Prin. And if they line, I hope I need not feare, 
But come my L. * with a heauie heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin. Yor. Haſt. Dorf. mant Rich, Hu 

Buc. T hinke you my Lo: this litle pratiug 9 
Was not incenſed by his ſubtile mother, 

To tauut and ſcorne you thus opprobrioully ? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt, oh tis a perilous + hoy, 
Bold, quicke, ingenious, forward, capable, 

Be is all the mothers, from the top to toe, 

Buc. Well let them reſt : come hither Cate/+y, 
Thou art ſworne as deeply to effect what W. 
As cloſely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweſt our reaſons vrgde vpon the way : 
What thinkeſt thou, is it not an eaſte matter 
To make Hiſliam L. Haſtinge of our minde, 

For che inſtalment of this noble duke, 


Cate, He tor his fathers ſake fo loues the prince, 
That he wilt not be wonne to ought againſt Hm 
Buc. What thinkeſt thou then of Stan/ry, wit wile: 
Cat. He will do all in all as Hajtings doth. 
Buck. Well, then no more but this: 
Go gentle Cateſby, and as it were atarre o 
Sound | lord Haſtings how he ſtands affected 
Vato our purpoſe, it he be willing, 
Encourage him, and ſnew him all our rcator 
it he be leaden, icie, cold, vnwilling, 
Be thou fo too: and ſo breake off your taike, 
And give vs notice of his inclination, 
For we to morrow hold divided counſcls, 
Wherein thy ſelfe /balt || highly be employ<c. 


* Lord, + perilous, I Sound ι =. 


RrichAkRD THE Tur RD. 


Ch. Commend me to lord m, tell him Catgſ, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adverſaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret caſtle, 
And bid my friend * for joy of this good newes, 
Giue gentle F miſtreſſe Shore, one gentle kiſſe the more, 
Buck, Good Cateſby effect this buſineſſe ſoundly, 
Cu. My good lords both: with all the heed 1 may. 
Cle, Shall we heare from you Cato ere we ſleepe ? 
Cat. You ſhall my lord. Exit Cateſby, 
Chi. At Croſby place, there ſhall yon find vs both, 
guch. Now my lord, what ihall we do, if we perceive 
/ilkam lord Haſtings will not yeeld to our complors ? . 
„e. Chop off his head man, fom< what we will do, 
And looke when I am king claime thou of me 
[hz earledome of Herford and the mocueables, 
Wherecot the king my brother Hood polleſt, 
Buc, Ile claime that promiſe at your graces hands. 
Ch. And looke to haue it yeelded with willingneſſe. 
Come let vs ſup betimes that afterwards 
We may digeſt our complots in ſome forme. Exeunt. 


Enter a Meſſenger to krd Haſtings, 


#e//, What ho my lord. 
Hal. Who knocks at the doore ? 
Mel, A mellenger from the L. Stanley. 


Enter I. Haſt. 


Vat. Whats a clocke ? 
1e}, Vpon the ſtroke of foure. 
Ha. Connot thy maiſter fleepe the 5 teditous nights $* ? 


» 1 
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* 


' gentle omitted. f with all, Led. § bes, 


Bit N. Mef. 


ip - p 
* * S 
\ 


6 — — — — 


— ä—— —— 2 — 
— 


"I — 
— — — — 
— * o — r — -— > 
pm per — — ̃ — — 
* * * 2— —_ 1 
— . . = a. — - - - P_ _ 


* 
— — "> "Raz = 
» » NE. 


— 


Where he ſhall ſee the boare will vie vs Kindly. 


Tre TRAOEDIE or 


Me/. So it ſhould ſeeme by that I haue to fay 
Firſt he commends him to your noble lordſhip, 
Haſt. And then. 
Meſ. And then he ſends you word, 
He dreamt to night the beare * had cafte + his helme 
Beſides he fayes, there are two councels held, 
And that may be determined ar the one, 
Which may make you and him to rew at the other, 
Therefore he ſends to know your lordſhips pleaſure 
if preſently you will take horſe with him, 
And with all ſpeed poſt into the north, 
To ſhun the danger that his foule divines. 
Haji. Good fellow go, returne vnto thy lord 
Bid him not fears the ſeparated councels : 
His honour and my ſelfe are at the one, 
Aad at the other is my feruant Cateſty: 
Where nothing can procced that toucheth vs, 


Whereof I ſhall not haue intelligence. I 
Tell him his feares are ſhallow, wanting inſtencie, Go 
And for his dreames, I wonder he is { fond, 8 
To truſt the mockcrie of vnquiet iinmbers, 7 
To flye the boare befor: the boare purſue vs, i ta 


Were to incenſe the boare to follow vs, 

And make purſuite where he did meane ne cb 
Go, bid thy maſter riſe aad come to me, 

And we will both together to the 7orver, 


M/. My gracious lord, Ile tell him what you 


Enter Cateſby 1% L. Haſtiv:;s. 


Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble lord. 
Hafi. Good Morrow Cateſty * you Are Carty is SURE 
What newes, what newes, in this our totteriag ate 


® Gare, 1 rafts. 2 . 


; RichaR D THE THIRD. 


Git. It is a reeling world indeed my lord, 
| And I beleeue twill neuer ſtand vpright 
Till Richard weare the garland of the realme. 
Haft. Who * weare the garland ? doeſt thou meane the 
_ crowne? 
Cat. I my good lord. 
af, Ile haue this crowne of mine, cut from my ſhoulders 
fre I will ſee the crow ne ſo foule miſplaſte ; 
hut canſt thou geſſe that he doth ayme at it? 
Cat. Vpon my life my L. and hopes to finds you forward 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof, 
And therevpon he ſends you this good newes : 
That this ſame very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the queene mult dic at Pom/7et. 
H1f. Indeed I am no mourner for that + newes, 
Pauſe they haue beene (till mine enemies: 
but that Le giue my voyce on Richards ſide, 
To barre my maiſters heires in true diſcent, 
Gol knowes I will not do it to the death, 
Cat, God keepe your lordſhip in that gracious minde, 
Haji, ut 1 hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my maiſters hate, 
[1113 io looke vpon their tragedie : 
tell che Catg/by. 
Cat. What ny lord ? 


. Ere a fortnight make me cider, 


ſome packing, that yet thinke not ou it, 
. Ils a vile ching to dic my gracions lord 

an are vnprepard, and looke not for it. . 
oft, O monſtrous, monſtrous, and ſo is it out 
ters, Vaughan, Gray : and fo twill doo 


INC mien els, Who thinke tbemſclues as ſafe 


* 1iow, + 15. 1 at ulis. 
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Tur TaAOrDrE or 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowſt are deare 
To princely Richard,” and to Buckingham, 
Cat. The princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 
Haft. I know they do, and I haue well deſerued it. 


Enter lord Stanley. 


What my L. where is your boare-ſpeare man 
Feare you the boare and goe ſo vnprouided? 

Stan, My L. good morrow : good morrow Cateſhy : 
You may ieſt on, but by the holy roode, 

I do not like theſe ſcuerall councells I. 

Haſt, My L. I hold my life as deare as you dy vo 
And neuer in my life I do proteſt, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 
Thinke you but that I know our ſtate ſecure, 
I would be fo tryumphant as I am ? 

Sta. The lords at Pomfret when they rode from Cuche 
Were iocund, and ſuppoſde their ſtates was (ure, 
And + indeed had no cauſe to miſtruſt: 

But yet you ſee how ſoone the day orccaſt, 
This ſudden {cab of rancor I miſdoubt, 

Pray God, I fay, I proue a ncedleſſe coward, 
But come my L. | ſhal! we to the Tower ? 

Ha. I go: but ſtay, heare you not the newes : 
This day chole men you falle of, are beheaded, 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their Pads 
Then ſome that haue accuſde them weare their 447 
But come my L. let vs away, * Exit L. Staal) 

Ha. Go you before, Ile follow preſently, 


* of. + Ard they. 1 Lord. 2 talk 9 4 gu 
Exit is not marked in the hill edition, 


RicHARD THE Tap. 


Enter Haſtings * a purſuant. 


Na. Well met Haſtings, how goes the world with thee ? 
Pur. The better that it pleaſe your good , lordſhip to alk. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow, tis better with me now, 
Then when J met thee laſt where now we meete : 
Alen was J going priſoner to the Tower, 
By the ſuggeſtion of the queenes allies : 
Put now tell thee (keepe it to thy ſelfe) 
This day thoſe enemies ars put to death, 
And Hin better tate then cuer J was. 
Pur. God hold it to your honours good content. 
Hoſt, Gramercy Haſtings, hold ſpend thou that, 
He giues him his puis ſe. 
Pur. God ſaue your lordſhip. Exit Pur. 


Enter a Prieſt. 


Haft. What fir hn, you are well met: 
em beholding to you for your laſt dayes excciſe : 
Come the next ſabboth, and I will content you. 
He whiſperrs in hit care. 


Enter Buckingham. 


. 8 


— —— 


Pic. How now lord chamberlaine, what talking with 2 
prieſt ? 
var fiiends at Pomfret they do need the prieſt. 
dar honour hath no ſhriving worke in hand. 
| Hal. Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 
{noſe men you talke of, came into my minde : 
What, go you to the Tower my lord ? 
Bue, Udo, but long I ſhall not ſtay, 
hall returne before your lordſhip thence. 
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Taz Tracrore or 
Haſt. Tis like enough, for I ſtay dinner there, 


Buc. And ſupper too, although thou Enowſt it not: 
Come ſhall we goe along? * 


Enter fir Richard Ratliffe, with the lurd Riuers, Gray, and 
Vaughan, þriſeners. 


Rat. Come bring forth the priſoners. 
Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe, let me tell thee this: 
To day ſhalt thou behold a ſubiect die, 
For truth, for dutie, and for loyaltie. 
Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack of you : 
A not you are of damned blood ſuckers, 
Rin, O Pomfret, Pomfret. Oh thou bloudic priſon, 
Fatall and ominivzus + to noble peeres : 
Within the guilue cloſure of thy walles 
Richard the ſecond here was hackt to death: 
And for more (launder to thy diſmall ſoule, 
We give thee vp our guiltiefle b/zuds t to Urinke, 
Cray. Now. Margarets curſe is falne vpon cur eds, 
For. ſtanding by, when Richard ſtabd her ſonne 
Ri. Then curſt ſhe Haftings, then curſt ſhe Sucting win, 
Then curſt ſne Richard. Oh remember God, 
To heare her prayers for them as now tor vs, 
And for my ſiſter, and her princely fonne : 
Be ſatisſied deare God with our true blouds, 
Which as thou knoweſt voiuſtly muſt be ſpilt. 
Rat. Come, come, diſpatch, the limit of your {ues d 
Riu. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs al 1nb ace 
And take our leaue , vutill we meete in heaven, 


_— 
Ec. 


*% Eveurt, + Lomi vous, 1 Blood. 5 lines ub. 


RicHArDd THE THikp. 


Enter the lards to counſell, 


Haft. My lords at once, the cauſe why we are met, 

7s to determine of the coronation, 

In Gods name ſay, when is this royall day: 

Bur, Are all things fitting for that royall time? 

Dar, It is, and et but * nomination, 

%. To morrow then, I gueile a happie time. 

Buc, Who knowes the lord protectors minde herein? 

Who iz molt inward with the noble duke? 

ki, Why you my Lo: me thinks you ſhould ſooneſt know 
his mind. 

Hag. Who I my lord? we know each others faces: 

nt for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine, 


Then I of yours: nor I no more of his, then vou of mine, 
Lord /{a/iings, you and he are neare in lone. 
e I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well: 
Fut for his purpoſe in the coronation 
| have not founded him, nor he delivered 
He praces picaſure any way therein: 
eu my + L. may name the time, 
Aud in the dukes behalfe He pive my voice, 
Wach 1 preſume he will take in gentle t part. 
dow in good tune here comes the duke him ſelfe. 


Enter Glolter. 


Ay noble I. I and couſens all good morrow, 
laue bene long a [leeper &, but now &“ I hope 
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N 1vence doth neglect no great deſignes, Þ 
1 Wick by my preſence might haue bene concluded. | 


Py beth, yet in, 4 viy net 1 geod, i Lord, $ Peeps, 


* 
ty omitteg 
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R 4 Buc. 


Tut TsAerbprt or 


Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my lord, 
William L. Haſting: } 1d now pronounſt your part: 
I meane your voice for * crowning of the king. 

Glo, Then my L. Haſtings, no man might be bolder, 
His lordſhip knowes me well, and jones me well. 

Haſt. I thanke your grace, 

Glo. My lord of Elie. 

Biſb. My lord. 

Cle. When I was laſt in Holborne, 

I ſawe good firawberries in your garden there, 
I do beſeech you ſend for ſome of them. 

Biſh. I goe my lord. 

Glo, Couien Buckingham, a word wich yon 
Cateſiy hath ſounded Haſtings in oui buſinelle, 
And findes the teſty gentleman ſo hote, 

As he will looſe his head are + giue conlent, 
His maiſters ſonne as worſhipfull he termes it, 
Shall looſe the royaltie of Znglands throane 


7 


Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. Ile follow y: 


Dar. We haue not yet {et downe this day of trivin: 17! 
To morrow in mine opinion is too [cone f 


For I my ſelte am not ſo well provided, 
As elle I wonid be were the day prolonged, 


Enter the biſbef of Elie. 


Bi. Where js my L. protector, I have tent tor thee HW 
berries. 
Hafi. His grace lookes cheerfully and imooit day 
Theres {ome conceit or other likes him well, 
When he doth bid good morrow with ſuch a sp, 
I thinke there is neuer a man in Chriftendome, 


* from, + es. 7 Haine. 
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Ricyard THE Third: 


That can leſſer * hide his loue or hate then he: 
For by his face ſtraight ſhall you know his heart. 

Dar. What of his heart perceiue-you in his face, 
By any li1elihood he ſhewed to day? 

Hat, Mary, that with no man here he is offended, 
For if he were, he wonld have eue n it in his face. 
Dar. 1 pray God he be not, I ſay. 


Enter Gloſter. 


. J pray you all, what do they deſerue 
T'; lo confpire my death with diaellifh plots, 
0 damned witcheraft, and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my bodie with their helliſh charmes ? 
, The render Jone I beare your grace my lord, 
{1.0 me molt forward in this noble preſence, 
{0 dome the offenders whattocuer they be: 
[ [17 my lord they haue deſerued death. 
(//-. Then be your eyes the witneiſe of this ill, 
chow I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
I: like 2 blaſted ſapling withered vp. 
his is that EFd ware Wife, that monſtrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot ſtrumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me, 
Hoff, If they haue done this thing my gratious lord. 


. 
1 


li, ton protector of this damned ſtrumpet, 
1c!t hou me of iftes ? thou act a traitor, 


N 3 Un with his head. Now by faint Paul, 
nat dine to day I ſwear, 
l be the fame, ſome ſee it done: 
e that lone me, come and follow me. 
Exeunt, manet Ca. with Halt, 
I Ha. Wo wo for England, not a whit for me: 
doo fond might haue preucnted this: 
hat ; , Þ owed 


Stanley 


Tur Taco or 


Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 
But I diſdaind it, and did ſcorne to fie, 
Three times to day my footecloth horſe did ſtumblc, 
And ſtartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houſe. 

Oh, now I want ® the prieſt that ſpake to me, 

I now repent I tod the purſiuant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pemfret bloodily were butcherd, 
And I my ſelfe ſecure in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret; now thy heanie curſe 
Is lighted + on poore Hajtings wretched head. 

Cat. Diſpatch my lord, the duke won!d be at Gina: 
Make a ſort ſkritt, he longs to ſee your head. 
 Haſt. O momentary {late of worldly men, 
Which we more hunt for, then for t the grace of beau 
Who builds his hopes zz | aire of your faire lookes, 

Lives like a drunken fayler on a maſt, 

Ready with cucry nod to tumble downe 

Into the fatail bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the blocke, beare him my head, 
They {mile at me, that ſhortly hall be dead, 


Enter duke of Gloſter and Buckingham 11 © 947, 


Glo, Come coſen, canſt thou quake and chang t: 
Murt her h thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then begin againe and ſtop againe, 
As if thou wert ditraught and mad with terror. 
Buc. Tut feare not me. 
J can counterfeit the deepe tragedian, 
Speake, and looke backe, and price on enery fd 
Intending deepe ſuſpition, gaſtly lookes 


* wwariants, T lightened, 1 fir omitted. 12 


Rienansy ThE Tamp. 


are at my ſeruice like inforced ſmiles, 
And both are readie in their offices 
To grace MY ſtratagems. 


. Euter Maior. 


Ob. Here comes the maior. 
ic, Let mie alone to entertaine him. Lord maior, 
(h Looke to the drawbridge there, 

#1: The reaſon we haue ſent for you, 

, Cateſby overlooke the walles. 

. Harke, 1 heare a drumme. 

Gs, Looks backe, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs, 

. O, O, be quiet, it is Catęſby. 


Enter Cateſby with Haſtings head. 


diere is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
dous and vaſlaipetted Haſtings. 

, s deare I lou'd the man, that I muſt weepe : 
ache 1192 tor the plaineſt harmeleſſe man, 
that biezched pon this earth a Chriſtian : 
L"oke ve. ** jord maior: 
bin my booke wherein my ſoule recorded 
ie of all her ſecret thoughts: 
ee danb'd his vice with ſnew of vertue, 
That k: 1pparint open guilt omitted 2 
ene his conuerſation with Shores wife, 
(i131 from all attainder of ſuſpect. 


Lac, Well, well, be was the covertſt ſheltred traitor 


tour lin'd, would you have imagined, 

pals 4 | 
0 molt belecue, wert not by great preſeruation 
We Niue to tell it you ? The ſubtile traitor 


* I omitted. 
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Had this day plotted in the counſell houſe, 
To murder me, and my good lord of Glzee/ter. 

Mayor. What, had he fo? 

Glo, What thinke ye we are Turks or infidels, 
Or that we would * againſt the courſe + of law, 
Proceed thus rafhly to the villaines death, 

But that the extreame perill of the caſe, 
The peace of England, and our perſons ſafetie 
Inforſt vs to this execution? 

Ma. Now faire betall you, he deferned his death, 
And you my good L. 4 both, haue well proceeded, 
To warne falle traitors from the like attempts : 

I neuer lookt tor better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with miſtreſſe Shore. 

Glo. Yet had not we determined he ſhould dic, 
Vatill your lordſhip came to fee his death, 
Which now the longing haſte of theſe our friend: 
Some what againſt our meaning haue prevented, 
Becauſe my lord, wee would haue had you heard 
The traitor {peake, and timerouſly conſeſſe 
The manner, and the purpoſe of his treaſon, 
That you minght well haue ſignified the fame 
Vato the cittizens, who happily may 
Miſconſter vs in him, and wayle his death. 

Ma. My || good L. $ your graces $* word ſhall fete, 
As well as ** had ſcene or heard him ſpeake : 
And doubt you not right noble princes both, 
But Ile acquaint your dutious citizens 
With all your juſt proceedings in this cafe ++. 

Glo. And to that end we t It your lordfi be 
To auoid the carping ſeuſures of the world. 


aui. _ + form. f Le. || Buy, $14. PO 
#545, ** as if, ++ caſe, tt wiſh, 
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. But ſince you; come * t00 late of our intents, 
Vet witneſſe what We did intend, and ſo my lord adue. 
| Exit Maior. 
Gh. After, after, couſen Buckingham, 
The maior towards Cuild: hall hies him in all poſt, 
There at your meetſt | aduantage of the time, 
112776 the baſterdy of Edwards children: 
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Onely for ſaying he would make his ſonne 
Hare to the crowne, meaning (indeed) his houſe, 
Which by the ſigne thercok was tearmed ſo. 
Moreoncr, vrge his hateful] luxurie, 
And be/ſtial! 4 appetite in change of luſt, 
Which ſtretched to their ſeruants, daughters, wives, 
Fuen where his luſtfull eye, or ſauage heart, 
Without controll liſted to make bis prey: 
Nay for a need thus farre come neere my perſon, 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Ot that vnſatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 
My princely father then had warres in France, 
And by iuſt computation of the time, 
round, that the Ulue was not his begot, 
Which well appeared in his Jineaments, 
ig nothing like the noble duke my father: 
ouch this ſparingly as it were farre oft, 
becaufe you know my lord, my brother || lines. 
June. Feare not, my lord, Ile play the orator, 
As it the galden fee for which 1 pleade 
Were for my ſelfe. | 
%, It you thrive well, bring them to Baynards caſtle, 
Wuere you ſhall finde me well accompanied 
v1) 1cuercnd fathers and well learned biſhops. 
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Buc. About three or foure a clocke looke to heute 
What newes Guildhall affordeth, and fo my lord fary,i! 

Glo. Now will I in to take ſome priuie order — 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to giue notice that no manner of perſon 
At auy time haue recourſe vato the princes, Evi 


Enter a ſcriuener with a paper in his han, 


This is the indictment of the good lord Haftings, 
Which in a tet hand faircly is engroſs'd, 

That it may be this day read oner in Pauls: 

And marke how well the ſequell hangs gether, 
Eleuen houres I ſpent to write it ouer, 

For yeſternight by Cate/by was it brought me, 

The preſident was full as long a dooing, 

And yet within theſe five houres lived lord Hafling, 
Vntainted, vaexamined : free, at libertie : 

Here's a good world the while. Why who's {© grelle 
That fees not this paipable deuice ? 

Yer who ſo blind bu? ſayes he ſees it not! 

Bad is the world, and all will come to noug!t, 
When ſuch bad dealing mult be ſcene in thong! Fal. 


Enter Cloceſter at one deore, Buckingham a7 111147, 


Glo, How now my lord what ſay the citizens 

uc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizenes are mumme, and ſpeake not a wort. 

Gh, Toncht you the baſtardy of Edwards ol! 

Buc. I did: with the inſatiate greedineſſe ot cos 
His q ranpy for trifles: his owne baſtard 7 
As being got, your father then in France : 


dat. 


Rienakb Tux Tulnp. 


1ichall I did inferr* your lienaments, 
being the right idea of your father, 
Both in one forme and nobleneſſe of minde : 
Layd chen 4 all your victories in Scotland : 
Your diſcipline in warre, wiſedome in peace : 
Your bountie, vertue, faire humilitie: 
ladecd left nothing fitting for the purpoſe 
Vnrouch't, or flieghtly handled in diſcourſe : 
And when my oratorie grew #6 | end, 
1 bad them that Jawes || their countries good, 
Cry, Cod ſave Richard, Englands royall king. 
Ch, A, and did they fo? 
}uc, No ſo God helpe me, 
hut ike dumbe ſtatues or breathleſſe I ſtones, 
Garde each on other and lookt deadly pale: 
Which when I ſaw, I reprehended them: 
And afkt the mayor what meant & this wilfull Glence ? 
Ki: anſwere was, the people were not wont 
To be ſpoke too, but by the recorder. 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe : 
Thus faith the duke, thus hath the duke inferd : 
Put nothing hae ** in warrant from himſelfe : 
1 When he had done, ſome followers of mine owne 
A the lower end of the hall, hurled vp their caps, 
Had tome ten voyces cryed, God ſaue king Richard. 
Tlanbes loning citizens and friends quoth 1, 
ul general! applauſe and loving ſhoute, 
F313 your witedome and your loues to Richard : 
adh brake off and came away. 


Vs, What tongueleile blocks were they, would they not 


Ipeake ? 


lt, J L 
Z., No by my troth my Lord. 
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Ch. Will not the mayor then, and his brethren come! 
Buc. The maior is Heere *; and intend ſome teare, 
Be not ſpoken withali, but with mightie ſute : 
And locke you pet a prayer booke in your hand, 
And ſtand betwixt two church-men good my lord. 
For on that ground Ile build a holy deſcant : 
Be not 2a/ze + wonne to our requeſt : 
Play the maydes part, ſay no, but take it. 
Glo. Feare not me, if thou canſt pleade as w. e. 
As I can fay nay to thee for my leife, 


No doubt weele bring it to a happy iſſue. 
Buc. You ſhal fee what I cau do, get 14 | vþ to the 


leads. Ex 
Now my lord mayor, / | dance attendance here, 
{ thiak the duke will not be ſpoken witha!), 


Enter Cateſby. 


Here comes his fernant : how now Cateſty, what (ues le! 
Cat. My lord he doth entreat your grace 
To viut him to morrow, or next day: 
He is within with two S reverend fathers, 
Diuinely bent to meditation, 
And in ao wortdly {ate would he be mou'd, 
To draw him from bis holy exerciſe, 
Buc, Returne good Catefby to thy lord 2g72in, 
Tell him my ſelfe, the maior and citizens, 
In deepe deſignes and matters of great moine''!, 
No leſſe importing then $* dur generall good, 
Are com? io haue ſome coterence with bis ge, 


Cat. Ile tell kim what you ſay my lord. | 7a 
Buc. A ha my lord, this prince is not ail Edruzar : 
He is not Julling on a leaud day bed, 
. 


* 3 el 
Beere at bard. + eafilie, T you omitted. 1 
te right, ben then. ny 
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gut on his knees at meditation: 

Lot dallying with a brace of curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepe diuines: 

Not ſlee ping to ingroſſe his idle body, 

But proying to inrich his watchfull ſoule, 

Happy were England, would this gracious prince 

Take on himſelfe the ſoueraigutie thereon, 

But ſure I feare we ſhall neuer winne him to it, 
Mai. Marry God torbid his grace ſhould ſay vs ngy. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Puc. I feare he will, how now Cateſby, 
What ſayes your lord? 
Cat. My lord he wonders to what end you haue aſſembled 
Such ttoupes of citizens to ſpeake with him, 
His grace not being warnd thereof before : 
Ay lord, he feares you meane no good to him, 
Duc. Sory I am my noble couien ſhould 
SuſpeCt me that I meane no good to him, 
y heauen I come in pere“ love to him, 
And fo once more returne and te]! his grace: Exit Cateſby. 
When holy and deuout religious men, 
Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence 1, 
do {cet 13 zealous contempiation. 


Enter Rich. and tue biſhops alsft. 


Maizr, See where he ſtands betweene two clergimen. 
Buc, Two props of vertue for a Chriftian prince : 

To ttay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Fungus Plantagenet, moſt gracious prince, 

Lend favourable cares to my requeſt, 


* ber ſecct. 7 tber. © 
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And pardon vs the interruption 
Of thy deuoticn and right Chriſtian zeale. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no ſuch apologie, 
rather do beſcech you pardon me, 
Who carneſt in the ſeruice of my God, 
Neglect the viſitation of my friends: | 
But leauing this, what is your graces pleaſure ? 


Buc. Eucn that I hope which pleaſeth God aboye. 


And all good men of this vngovernd le. 

Glo. I do ſuſpect, I haue done ſome offence, 
That ſeeme * diſgracious in the cities eyes, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 


Buc. You haue my lord: would it pleaſe your gigcg 


At our entreatics to amend that fault. 


Gl. Elle wherfore breath I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buc. Then know 1t is your fault that you reſfipne 


The ſvpreame ſeate, the throne maieſticall, 
The /ceptred + office of your aunceſtors, 
The lineall glory of your royall houſe, 
To the corruption of a blemiſht !tocks + 


Whileſt in the mildeneſſe of your epie thovohts, 
Which here we waken to your f countrycs good: 


This noble ile doth want his || proper limbes, 
Her face defac't with cart F of infamie, 


And almoſt ſhonldred in %%%, ſwallowing gulp, 


Of blind forgetfulneſſe and darke obliuton : 
Which to recure ** we heartily. ſolicite 


Your gracious ſelfe to take on you the ſoucraignt. 


Not as protector, ſtweward, ſubititute, 

Nor ||| lowly factor for an others gaine ? 

Bur as ſucceſſinely from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, your emperic, your owne : 


*® recover, % Or, 
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For this conſorted with the citizens, 

Nur“ worſhipful and very louing treinds, 

And by their vehement inſtigation, 

in this juſt ſute come I to moue your grace. 
Gl, 1 know not whither ꝗ to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeake in your reproofe, 

Beſt #:727h {| my degree or your condition: 

Your loge deſerues my thankes, but my deſert 

Vnmeritable ſhunnes your high requeſt, 

Firſt if all obſtacles were cut away, 

Ind that my path were even to the crowne, 

As my ri7ht d reuenew and due by birth, 


- 


7 


eto much is my pouertie of ſpirit, 

do wightie and fo many my defects, 

\3 1 had rather hide me from my greatneſſe, 

ig a barke to brooke no mightie fer, 

Then in my green couet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory ſmothered : 

vt God be thanked theres no need /or & me, 

\2 much I need to helpe you if need were, 

e 1054)! tree hath left vs royall fruite, 

nich incllowed by the ſtealing houres of time, 

Wi! weil become the ſcate of maieſtie ; 

And mal no doubt vs happic by his raigne, 

Ou him 15 ay what you would 4y ** on me: 

he right rand fortune of his h- pie ſtarres, 
God defend that 1 mould wring from him. 

"am Mt: lord, this argues conſcience in your prace, 

ot t ne retÞ: 2Ct'$ thereof are nice . ud trluia , 

5 drcun ſtancge well conſidered. 

You that Edward ig your brothers ſonnc, 

ac too, but not by Edwards wife: 


F = * 2 * N L = i . a 
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For firſt he was contract * to lady Lacy, 
Your mother lines, a witneſſe to that yow, 
And afterward by ſubſtitute betrothed 

To Bona, ſiſter to the king of France, 
Theſe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diſtreſſed widowe, 
Euen in the afternoone of her beſt dayes, 


Tus Trnactrpis or 


Made Friſe f and purchaſe of his luſtfull eye, 


Seduc't | the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To baſe declenſion and Heath bigamie, 

By her in h:s 4 vnlawtull bed he got, 

This Edward, whom our maners terme the prin. 


More bitterly could I expoſtulate, 


Saue that for reverence to ſome aline 
J giue a {paring limit to my tongue: 


Then good 


This proffered benefit of dignitie:? 

If not to bleſſe vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your royall ſtocke, 

From the corruption of νg time. 

Vnto a lineall true deriued courſe. 

Mai. Do good my lord, your citizens entre! 

Cat. O make them loytull, grant their lawt(u!! 

Glo. Alas, why world || you heape thoſe cores, 

Jam vnfit for ſtate and dignitie : 

I do befcech you take it not amiſſe, 

1 cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 
Buc. If you refule it as in loue and 2 

Loth to depoſe the childe your brothers 


my lord, 


take to your royall ſelfc, 


_ 


Caict %* 


As well we know your tenderneſle of heart, 


And gentle kind effeminate remorſe, 


* contracted. 


g 9 bis. 


a4 buſy. 


＋ price, 


U ould, 


i Seduce, 


ſonne, 


6— 3 Sd Aw 


RichARD THE THikD. 


Which we baue noted in you to your kin, 
And cgally“ indeed to all eſtates, 
Vet whether you accept f our ſute or no, 
Your brothers ſonne ſhall never raigne our king, 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, 
Jo the diſgrace and downfall of your houle : 
aud in this reſolution here we 7 leaue you, 
Come citizens, zZounds Ile intreat no more. 
Gl, © do not ſweare my lord of Buckingham. 
Cat, Call them again, my I. and accept their ſute. 
4:9. Do, good my Lord, leaſt all the land do rew it. 
Ch, Would you enforce me to a world of card! 
Well, call them again, I am not made of ſtones, 
Bot penetrable o Your kind 1wntreats d, 
Albelt againſt my conſcience and my ſoule, 
Coulen of Buckingham, and you ſage graucmen, 
vince zou will buckle fortune on my backe, 
Jo beute th $* burthen whether I will or no, 
muſt haue pacience to endure the loade, 
b"t if blacke ſcandale or / foule lac't reproach 
Aitend the ſequell of your impoſition, 
Lour ricere inforcement ſhall acquittance me 
om all the impure blots and ſtaines thereof, 
God he knowes, and you may partly ſec, 
How tarre Jam from the defire thereof. 
ay. God bleſſe your grace, we ſee it, and will ſay it. 
C. in ſaying fo you ſhall bur ſay the truth. 
Vac, Then I ſalute you with this kingly title : 
ag Foe king Richard, ' Englands royall king. 
May. Amen, | 
Vic, To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown'd ? 
9, Een when you will, ſince you will haue it ſo. 


” ei. + except, 1 1, {{ Lord, 8 intents. by ber. 
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Buc. To morrow then we will attend your grace, 
Glo, Come, let vs to our holy taſke againe: 


Farewell good couſen, farewell gentle friends. Exount 


Enter Queene Mother, dutcheſſe of Yorke, marques Dot t 


one dare, dutchefſe of Gloceſter at another des 


Dut. Who meets vs heere, my ncece Plantaponct ? 
9, Siſter well met, whither away ſo faſt ? 
Dut. Gk. No farther then the Tower, and as 1 ove 
Vpon the like denotion as your ſelues, 
To gratulate the tender princes there. 
94, Kind'fiſter thanks, weele enter all togith. 


Enter the Lieutenant & the Tower. 


And in good time here the lieutenant comes. 
M. licutenant, pray you by your leaue, 
How tares the prince ? 
Lieu. Well madam, and in health: but by you 
I may not ſuffer you to viſit him, 
The king hath ſtraightly charged the contrary. 
©, TI he king? why, who's that ? 
Lieu. I cry you mercie, I meane the lord protec: 
Qu. The Lord protect him from that kingly i 
Hath he ſet b9unds * betwixt their loue and me: 
Jam their mother, who ſhould keepe me from: 
+ I am their father, mother , and will fee them. 
Dut. Glo. Their aunt I am in law, in loue their mothcr 
Then feare not thou. Ile beare thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee on my peri!l. 
Lieu. I do beſeech your graces all to pardon me 
I am bound by oath, I may not do it. 


® bend, T This ſpeech in one copy is given to the © 
1 father's mother. 
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Enter tord Standly. 


Stan. Let me but meete you ladies at“ an houre hence, 


And Ile falute your grace of Yorke, as mother: 
And reverent looker on, of two faire queenes, 
Come madam, you muſt go with me to Wijiminſter, 
There to be crowned Richards royali qucené. 

21. O cut my lace in ſunder, that my pent heart 
May haue ſome ſcope to beate, or elſe I ſouud 
With this dead king {| newes, 


Dir. Madame, haue comfort, how fares your grace! 


S. O Dorſet, ſpeake not to me, get thee hence, 
Neth and deſtruction dagge I thee at the hecles, 
Thy mothers name is ominious to children, 
if thou wilt out/irip || death, go croſſe the ſeas, 
And live with Richmond, from the reach $ of hell, 
Coe hie thee, hie thee, from this ſlaughter houſc, 
Leid thou increaſe the number of the dead, 
Aud make me die the thrall of Margarets curſe, 
Wer mother, wffe, nor England counted queene. 
tan. Full of wife care is this your counſell madam, 
Tote all the iwift aduantage of the time, 
You thai haue letters from me to my ſonne, 
Pere yOu on the Way, and welcome you, 
Be not taken tardie, by vnwiſe delay, 
Dt %, O ill dilpearſing winde oi miſcrie, 
ay accuricd wombe, the bed ot death, 
\ cocatrice haſt thou hatcht to the world, 
Whole vnauoyded eye is murtherous. | 
ty, Come madam, I in all hafte was ſent for tt, 
Vu, And T is all vnwillingneſle will goc, 
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I would to God that the ideluſiue verge 
Of golden mettall that muſt round my browe, 
Were red hotte ſteele to ſeare me to the braine, 
Annoynted let me with deadly poyſon, 
And die, ere men can fay, God faue the queene, 
Nr. Alas poore foule, I ennie not thy glory, 
To feede my humor, wiſh thy ſelfe no harme. 
Dut. Glo, No, when he that is my huſband now, 
Came to me as I followed Herries courſe, 
When /carce the blogd was * weil + waſht from his |: 
Which iſſued from my other angel huſband, 
And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
O, when I ſay, I lookt on Richards face, 
This was my With, be thou quoth I accurſt, 
For making me ſo yong, 14 old a widow, 
And when thou wedſt, ler forrow haunt thy bed, 
And be thy wife, if any be fo badde 1 
As miſerable by the death of thee, 
As thou haſt made me by my deare lords death, 
Loe, even || I can repeate this curſe againe, 
Euen in ſo ſnort a ſpace, my womans heart 
Cro/ly & grew captive to his hony words, 
And prou'd the ſubiects of my one ſoules curſe, 
Which cuer fince hath kept my “ eyes from ſleeps, 
For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 
Haue I enioyed the golden deaw of ſleepe, 
But haue bene waked by his timerons dreames, 
Beſides, he hates me for my father Warwicke, 
And will ſhortly be rid of me. 
21, Alas poore ſoule, I pittic thy complaints 
Dut. Ci. No more the from my foule I movrnc len . 
Qu. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of gloris. 


; * the blood vu ſcar cr. 1 we! omitted, f mats, 
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Hut. Gls. Adue poore ſoule, thou taklt thy leaue of it. 
Du. Yor. Go thou to Richmãd, and good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good-angels guard thee, 

Go thou to ſanctuarie, good thoughts poſſeſſe thee, 

7 10 my graue here peace and rell lie with me, 

Cightie olde * yeares of ſorrow haue I ſeene, 

and each houres joy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 


1 | The trumpets found. Enter Richard crowned, Buckingham, 
| Cateſby, with other nobles. 


i. Stand all apart, Coſen of Buckingham, 

W Giac me thy band: Here he aſcendeth his throne, 
4 Thus hip! by thy aduice 

W thy aſliſtance is king Richard cated : 

yt hall we weare theſe honours for a day? 

| Or hall they Hiſt, and we rejoyce in them? 

e, Still line they, and for euer may they laſt, 

Kin, Ri. O Buckingham, now 1 ds | play the touch, 

I To ic if thou be currant gold indeed : 
eber lines : thinke now what L would fay. 
| Bur, Say on my gratious ſoueraigne. 

hog, Why Buckingham, I fay 1 would be king. 
„hy io you are my thrice renowined liege. 
king. Ha: am I king? tis ſo, but Efvard liucs, 
hac, True noble prince, 

E 1g. © bitter conſequence, 

I Eda ill ould live true noble prince. 
dbu wert not wont to be ſo dull: 

e | be plaine ? I with the baſtards dead, 

pod | 0114 haue it ſuddenly performde. 

What ſaiſt thou? ſpeake ſuddenly, be briefe. 

Pur, Your grace may do your pleaſure, 
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King. Tut, tut, thoũ art all yce, thy kindneſſe fleczeth. 
Say, haue I thy conſent that they ſhall die ? 

Buc. Giue me ſome breath, ſome litle pauſe * my lord, 
Before I poſitively ſpeake herein: 

I will rc{olue your grace immediatly. 

Cat. The king is angry, 1ce, he bites he + lip, 

King. I will converſe with iron wizted + fooles, 
And vnreſpectiue boyes, none are for me 
That looks into me with confiderate eyes : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumſpe” 

Boy. Lord . 

King. Knowſt thou not any whom corruptins « 
Would tempt vnto a cloſe exploit of death, 

Boy. My lord, I know a diſcontented gentle 
Whoſe humble meanes match not hie haughtic g 
Gold were as good as twentie orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him to any ching. 

King. What is his name? 

Boy. His name my lord, is Tirrell. 

King. Goe call him hither preſently. 

The deepe reucluing q wittic Buckingham, 

No more ſhall be the neighbour to my counſell, 
Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 
And ſtops he now for breath? 


* 


Enter Darby. 


How now, what newes with you? 
Dar. My lord, I heare the marqueſſe Dor/e! : 
Is fled to Richmond, in thoſe parts beyond the ſcas Where 1k 
abides. 
King. Cateſby. 


® ſame litle pauſe omitted. T bit, T wwiiry, | bo 


& reſolving. 
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Cat, My lord. 
King. Rumor it * abroad 


That gone my wife is ficke and like to die, 

wil! take order for her keeping cloſe : 
gute me out ſome meane borne gentleman, 

em 1 will marry ſtraight to Clarence daughter, 

" 5 hoy 33 fooliſh, and I feare not him: 
Locke how thou dreamſt : I ſay againe, giue out 
Tuu Anne my wife is ſicke and like to die. 
out it, for it ſtands me much vpon. 


ton all hopes whoſe growth may damage me, 
| mult be married to my brothers daughter, 
e my kingdome ſtands on brittle glaſſe, 
her brothers +, and then marry her, 
tine way of gaine, but 1 am in 
do fire in blood, that fin þlucke 4 on ſin, 
Falling pittie dwels not in this Ce. 


— 
— 
Pm 
— 


Enter | irrel. 


Is chr name Tirrell? 

. ane Tirrel, and your moſt obedient ſubiect. 

hing. Art thou indeed. 
Prove me my gracious ſoneraigne. 
Anz. Varit thou retolue to kill a friend of mine? 
% m lod, but T had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
Ang. Way there thou haſt it, two deeße ꝙ enemies, 
Foes to my reſt, and y* my ſweete ſleepes diſturbs, 
\re Bey that I world haue thee deale vpon : 

fel, 1 mcane thoſe baſtards in the Tewer. 


: Tir, Let me haue hen ** meanes to come to them, 
"6 loone hie 7id you from the feare of them. 


b 1 4 + brother, I pluc les, Wil! pluck, Teares, $ 2 
Viited, \* ber. ** oten omitted. 


King. 
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King. Thou ſingſt {weete muſicke, Come hither 7, 


Go by that token, riſe and lend thine ear. 


Tis no more but ſo, ſay it is done 


And I will loue thee, and prefere thee too. 


Tir. Tis done my gracious * lord. 
King Shall we heare from thee Tirrel, ere we {ley 


Enter Buckingham, 


Tir. Ye ſhall my + lord. 
Buc. My lord, I have conſidered in my mind, 
The late demaund that you did found me in, 


King. Well, let that paſſe, Dor/et is fled to &:c/n;1d. 


Buc. I heare that newes my lord, 


King. Stanly he is your wiues ſonne: wel lonke 15 it. 
Buc. My lord, I claime your gift, my duc e promiſe, 


For which your honor and your faith is pawnd, 

The earledome of Herford and the moucables, 

The which you promited I ſhould poſleſſe. 
King. Stan!y locke to your wite, if he | convey 

Letters to XAichmond you ſhall anſwere it. 
Buc, What ſayes your highneſſe to my iuſt demand 
King. As I remember, Henry the ſixt 

Did propheſie that Richmond ſtiould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pecuiſh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. 
Buck, My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet could not «t that time, 

Haue told me, I being by, that I ſhould kill 
Buck. My lord, your promiſe for the cartdomne, 
King. Richmond, when laſt I was at Eeccler, 

The maior in curteſie ſhewed me the calle, 
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He whiſpers iu bis care 


And 


() 
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And called it Ruge-monnt, at which name I ſtarted, 
cauſe a bard * of Ireland told me once 
could not live long after I ſaw Richmond, 

Buc. My lord. 

King, 1, whats a clocke ? 

Zuc, Jam thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promiſde me. | 

King, Well, but whats a clocke ? 

Buc, Vpon the ſtroke of ten. 

King, Well, let it ſtrike. 

Buc, Why let it ſtrike? 

King, Becauſe that like a iacke thou keepſt the ſtroke 
Vetwint thy begging and my meditauon, 
{ 172 not in the giuing vaine to day, 

Bac, Why then reſolue me whether you will or no? 

K, Tut, tut, thou troubleſt me, I am not in the vaine. 


Exit, 
Puc. Is it even ſo? rewards he my true ſeruice 
With ſuch deepe contempt, made I him king for this? 
0 it me thinke on Haſtings, and be gone 
19 Zrecnich, while my fearetfull head is on. Exit. 


Enter fir Francis Tirrell, 


Tir. The tyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 
The moſt arch act of pitteous maſſacre, 
Dat euer yet this land was guiltie of, 
Via hten and Forreſt whom I did ſubborne 
To do this ruthſul! + peece of butchery, 
Although they were fleſht villains, bloudy dogs, 
Melting u tenderneſſe and &ind {+ compaſſion, 
Wept lize two children in their deaths ſad fories : 
Loe thus quoin Dighton laie thoſe || tender babes, 


und. ＋ ruthleſſe, t kind omitted. bse. 
Thus 
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Thus thus quoth Forreſt girdling * one another 
Within their innocent alablaſter armes, 
Their lips /ike + foure red roſes on a ſtulke, 
Which + in their ſommer beautie kiſt each other, 
A booke of praiers on their pillow laie, 0 
Which once quoth Forre/t almoſt changd my nude, 
But O the diuel! there the villaine ſtopt, 
Whilſt Dighton thus tell on | we ſmothered 
The moſt repleniſhed ſweet worke of natute, 
That from the prime creation euer he framde, 
T 
They could not ſpeake, and ſo I left them both, 
To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 


Enter king Richard. 


And here he comes. All haile my ſoveraigne Hage 
King. Kind Tirrell, am J happie in thy new © 
Tir. It to haue done the thing you pane in 

Beget your happineſſe, be happie then, 

For it is done my lord. 

King. But didſt thou ſee them dead? 

Tir. I did my lord. 

King. And buried genile Tirre! ? 

Tir. The chaplaine of the Tower hath buricd tn 
But how or in what place I do not know. 

King. Come to me Tirre!! ſoone at & after (tip 
And thou ſhalt tell the proceſſe of their death, 
Meane time but thinke how I may do thes 1790-, 
And be inheritor of thy delire. 

Farewell till ſoone. 

The ſonne of Clarence haue I ent $* vp cloſe, 


® mirding, Þ+ were, ben. l, on: 
omitted, ** pen d. 
i Thus both are gone with conſcience a: 7: 
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ms daughter meanly haue I matcht in marriage, 
The ſonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams boſome, 
And {une my wife hath bid the world good night: 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
on Elizabeth my brothers daughter, 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne, - 
To her 1 goe 4 jolly thriuing wooer. 


Enter Cateſby. 
Cat, My lord, 
lung. Good newes or bad, that thou comeſt in“ ſo bluntly ? 
, Bad newes my lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 
u Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
ls in the field, and ſtill his power encreaſeth. 
Wing. Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncare + 
Then Buckingham and his raſh leuied { army: 
me, 1 have heard that fcarfull commenting, 
{5 leaden ſeruitor to dull delay, 
Dchay leads impotent and {naile-pac't begpery, 
Then herie expedition be my wings, 
me 1, Mercurie and Herald tor a king. 
| Come muſter men, my counfaile is my ſhield, 
de mul! be briefe, when traytors braue the field. Excunt. 


Enter queene Margaret ſola. 


Har, So now profperitie begins to mellow, 


top into the rotten mouth of death: 
flere in theſe confines ſlilie haue I lurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine adverſaries : 
dire induction am J witneſſe too, 
= vil to France, hoping the conſequence 
Ty oe as bitte blacke, and tragicall, | 
war tree wterched Margaret, who comes here. 
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Enter the Queene, and the dutcheſſe ef 


Qu. Ah my yong princes, ah my tender babes 
My vnblowne flowers *, new appearing ſweets +, 
If yet your gentle ſoules flie in the aire, 

And be not fixt in doome perpetuall, 


Hover about 4 me with your aierie wings, 


And heare your mothers lamentation. 

Nr. Mar. Hover about her, ſay that right {.- % 
Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

Au. Wilt thou O God, flie from ſuch gente lambs s 
And throw them in the intrailes of the wol{: : 
When didſt thou fleepe, when ſuch a deed was done 


Bu. Mar, When holy Mary |, dide, and my [woot forme, 


Dutch. Blind ſight, dead life, poore mortal g poſt 
Woes ſceane, worlds ſhame, graues due by lie unn 
Reſt hey & vnreſt on Englands lawfull carth, 
Vnlawfully made drunke with innocents blood. 

94. O that thou wouldſt as well affoord a grun, 
As thou canſt yeeld a melancholy ſeate, 

Then would T hide my bones, not reſt them hecre 
O who hath any cauſe to mourne but I ? 

Dut. So many miſeries haue craz'd my voice 
That my woc-wearied tongue is mute and dymabe, 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead 

9, Mar, If auncient ſorrow be moſt reacrent, 
Gine mine the benefit of ſignorie, 

And let my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 
It forrow can admit ſocietie, | 
Tell over your woes againe by viewing min: : 
I had an Edward, till a Richard kilo him 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 


* Homer, T þ cet. If above, | Har}. y g. 
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Thon hadſt an Edward, till a Richard kild him, 
Thou hadſt a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Dut. I had a Richard too, and thou didſt kill him: 
had a Rutland too, and * thou holpſt to kill him. 


9. Mar. Thou badſt a Clarence too, till Richard kild him: : 


"om forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 

\ hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 
That dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worrie lambes, and Jap their gentle 5/525 +, 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 
Thy wombe let looſe, to chaſe vs to our granes, 
0 vpright, iuſt, and true diſpoſing God, 
How do I thanke thee, that | this carnall curre 
P:aies on the iſſue of his mothers bodie, 

Aach mates d her pue- fellow with others mone. 

But, O Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 
God witneffe with me, I have wept for 7hee F*, 
0. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge, 

Aud now I cloic me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward, he is dead, that ſtabd my Edward, 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 
Jong Verte, he is but boote, becauſe both they 
Mach not the high perfection of my loſſe: 
Thy Clareace he is dead, that kild my Edward, 
And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 

be adaltcrate Haſtings, 7 80 s, Yaughwn, Gray, 
-F} mothred in their duſkie graues, 
"4rd pet lines, . hels blacke intelligencer, 
Unely reſerned their factor to buy ſoules 
md ag them thither, but at hand at 5 f 
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Earth gapes, hell bur nes, fiends roare, ſaints pray, 
To haue him ſuddenly conueyed away. 
Cancell his bond of life deare God I pray, 
That I may line to ſay, the dog is dead, 
Qu. O thou didſt prophecie the time would com - 
hat I ſhould with for thce to helpe me curſſe 
That botteld ſpider, that foule hunch-backt * toads, 
Qu. Mar. I cald thee then, vaine flouriſh of my fortuge 
I cald thee then poore ſhadow, painted queene, 
The preſentation of, but what I was, 
The flattering index of a direfull pageant, 
One heau'd a high, to be huld downe below, 
A mother onely, mockt with two ſweet babes, 
A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, a bubbt. 
A ſigne of dignitie, a gariſh flagge, 
To be the aime of euery dangerous ſhot, 
A queene in icait, onely to fill the ſceane: 
Where is thy huſband now, where be thy broth «1 
Where be + thy children, wherein doeſt thou io; 
Who ſues to thee, and cries Cod ſaue the queeu: 7 
Where be the bending peeres that flattered thee ? 
Where be the chronging troupes that followed tl 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art, 
For happy wife, a moſt diſtreſſed widow : 
For joytuil mother, one that wailes the name 
For queene, a very catiue crownd with care: 
For one being ſued too, one that hurably ſues 
For one commaunding all, obeyed of zone : 
For one that ſcornd at me, now ſcorud of it. 
Thus hath the courie-of jiuſtice whecl'd abour 
And left thee but a very prey to time, 
ut thought of what tizau 4s 


— * 


1 ; 11 « * 
Hauſog no more, 
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* bitvcb-bact, 
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To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thog chdſt viurpe my place, and doeſt thou not 
Vlurpe the iuſt proportion of my forrow ? 
Now thy prond necke, beares halte my burthened yoke, 
From which, even here, I ip my weary necke, 
la kaus the burthen of it al} on thee 
cell Notes wife, and queene of fad miſchance, 
"hele h woes, will make me {mile in France. 

A. © thou well ſhild in curſes, Nay a while, 
And teach me how to curſe mine enemies. 

24. Mer. Forbeare to ſleep the night, and faſt the day, 
Compare dead * happineſſe with living woe, 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 
Ang he that ew them fowler then he is: 
Bettring thy loſſe makes the bad caiſer worſe +, 
aoluing this, Will 9 thee how to curſe, 
24, My words are dull, © e them with thine, 
Qu, Ma, Thy woes wil make them ſharp, and picrce like 
ine. Exit Mar. 
Dit, Why Gould calamitic be full of words? 
1, Windic atturnies to your Client woes, 
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Fond breathing orators of * mileries, 
Let em Baue © ODE, thou an what they do impart 
voy Not at 4 all, yet do Cogn th eale the heart. 
Dat: I then be not too 007-2! de, Coe with me, 
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Enter king Richard marching with drimmes and! 


» 0 


King. Who intercepts my expedition ? 
Dur. A ſhe, that might haue intercepted thee, 
By ſtrangling thee in her accurſed wombe, 
From all the ſlaughters wretch, that thou haft gan 
Au. Hid'}} * thou that forehead with a golden crowns 
Where ſhould be grauen, if that right were right, 
The ſlaughter of the prince that ode that crowns. 
And the dire death of my two tonnes, and brother: 
Tell me thou villaine ſlane, where are my child, 5 


i . 


Dut, Thou tode, thou rode, where is thy brot fy; 


And little Ned Plantagenet, his ſonne ? 
2. Where is kind Haftings, Rivers, Vaunkan, Gray? 
King. A flouriſh trampets, ſtrike alarum drumy 
Let not the heauens heat © theſe tel-tale women 
Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike 1 ſay 
| The trumbet, 
Either be patient, and intreat me faire, 
Or with the clamorous report of warre, 
Thus will J drowne your exclamations, 
Dut. Art thou my lonne ? 
King. I. I thanke God, my father and your che 
Dut, Then patiently heore my impatience. 
King, Madame I have a touch of your con dit! 
Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 
Dut. Iwill be milde and gentle in my ſpecc“ 
King, And briefe good mother, for 1 am it | 
Dut. Art thou io haſtie I have ſtaid for: 
God knowes in anguiſh, pain and agonie. 
King, And came I not at laſt to comtort yo. 
Dut. No by the holy roode thou knowl! i 


* 4. 1 
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Thou camſt on earth, to make the carth my hell: 

A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, | 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie, 

Thy {choole-daies frightfull, deſperate, wilde and furious: * 

Thy age confirmd, proud, ſubtil, bloudie, trecherous, 

Nhat comfortable houre canſt thou name, 

That euer grac't me in thy companie ? 

. Faith none but Humphrey hovre, that cald your grace 

5 breakefaſt once forth of my companie : 

{ it + be ſo graticus ; in your fight, 

7 me march on, and Bot oftend your grace. | 
Hut. © heare me ſpeake, for I ſhall never ſee thee more. 
Eng. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Nut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuſt ordinance, 
{rc from this warre thou turne a conqueror, 
Or | with gpriete and extreame age ſhall periſh, 
and neuer looke vpon thy face againe : 
Therefore take with thee my molt heauie curſe, 
Which in the day of battell tire thee more 
1 Then all the compleat armour that thou wearſt, 
iy praiers on the aduerſe partic fight, 
And there the little ſoules of Edwards children 
Whitper the ſpirits of thine enemies, 
a promile them ſucceſſe and victory, 
C.0ucie thou art, bloudy will by F thy end, 
Sdame ſerues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 
. tough far more cauſe, yet much lefle ſpirit to curſe 
des in me, I fay Amen to all. 
"King Stay madam, I muſt ſpeake a word with you. 
haue no more ſonnes of the roy all blood, 


For these N 1 | . 
"0 3350 to murther, for my daughters Richard, 


Ihy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous. 
1 «:!pracious, grit us. and bloody, § be. 


T3 They 


— 


- i * _— — wy L | 9 — 
r 
— - > . 


— 


LO —4 


1 
1 


"A 2 


2 
— VS 


4*< 4 


— — 


** 


8 
— — 
"hr 


- & 
——— - 3 3 P 2 


» - - 
nn en mn... 
- 


— — 


2 


7 . — n | 
- . — 
mtr mens” re" er ern ane 


= 
— ; 
— 8 1 2 da 
fl md bo A — * n 
— 
— . — ] 0 —— . — > 
- "A... * 


— — —— 


= — 


— 1 — — — — 
75 


— . — ——U — — 


= — 


« — 


3 


Tut TRAEDIE or 


They ſha!l be praying nunnes, not weeping queens, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their lives, 
King. You haue a daughter cald Elizabeth, 
Vertuous and faire, royall and gratious. 
Ju. And muſt ſhe die for this? O let her live ? 
Ard Ile corrupt her manners, ſtaine her beautie, 
Slander my ſelte, as falſe to Edwards bed, 
Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 
So ſhe may live vnſcard from bleeding flavghter, 
I will confeſſe ſhe was not Edwards daughter, 
King, Wrong not her birth, ſhe is of royall blo: 
©, To ſaue her life, Ile fay ſuc is not to. 
King. Her life is only ſafeſt in her birth. 
Su. And only in that ſafetie died her brother 
King, Lo at their births gcod ſtars were * 0p 
Ju. No to their lives bad friends were contrary 
King. All unaugyded is the doome of deficny, 
Au. True, when auoyded grace makes deſteiy, 
My bubes were deſtinde to a fairer death, 
If grace had. bleſt thee with a fairer life. 
X. Madam, fo thriue I in my dangerous att=mp! a Hats 
armes, 
As ] intend more good to you and yours, 
Then euer you or f yours were by me wrong! 
u. What good is couerd with the face of heauen, 
To be diſcouerd that can do me good. 
King. The aduancemeat of your <:i!dren gige ld, 
Qu. Vp to ſome ſcaffold, there to loo their heads 
King. No to the dignitie and height of 10501, . 
The height imperiall ripe of this earths glory. | 3 
Qu. Platter my forrowes with report of i', 
Tell me What ſtate, what diguitie, what honor 


os wee 
Cault thou demiſe to any child of mins? 
* 1. + ad. 


Ricnuard ruf IHIR)D. 


Hine. Euen all ] haue, yea and my ſelfe and all, 
Will Lit hall * endow a child of thine, 
30 in the Lethe of thy angry ſoule, 
Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thoſe wrongs 
\Which thou ſuppoſeſt I haue doue to thee. 
D*. Be briefe, leſt that the proceſſe of thy kindneile 
"alt longer telling then thy kindneſſe doo. 
. Then know that from my ſoule I loue thy + daughter. 
2, My daughters mother thinkes it with her ſoule. 
Xing. What do you thinke ? 
0, That thou doeſt loue my daughter from thy foule, 
50 from thy foules laue 4 didit thou her brothers, 
\nd from my hearts loue I do || thanke thee for it, 
Wang. Be not fo haſtie to confound my meaning. 
de that with my foule I loue thy daughter, 
4nd mcane to, make her quecne of England, 
D Say then, who doc{t thou meane ſhall be her king? 
ing. Enen he that makes her quecne, 45 $ ſhould clic ? 
u. What thou? 0 | 
king. 1, enen I, what thinke you of it madame 
Ho canſt thou wooe ber? 
Lg. that / weuld && learne of you, 
15 000 that were 74 beſt acquainted with het humor, 
And wilt thou learne of me? 
ting, Madam with all my heart. 
2 Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
cot bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 
"ward and Torke, then happily the will weepe, 
ercfore preſent to her, as ſometime Margaret 
04 to ty father, a handkercheffe Heept in Nutlang blood, 


- — — 
* 


þ 
a | Vid her drie her weeping hes tacrewith, 1 | 
is m0ucement force her not to loue, 
? 7 3; | : | 9 
. N omitted, + my, 1 foul, I! 4 omitted, 8 whe, 5 
. e I It are, . 1 
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Send her ſtory of thy noble acts: 
Tell her thou mad'ſt away her vncle Clarence, 
Her vncle Rivers, yea, and for her fake 
Madeſt quicke conueiance with her good aunt % 
King. Come, come, ye mocke me, this is not the wir 
To winne your daughter. 
Qu. There is no other way, 
| Vuleſſe thou couldſt put on form: other ſhope, 
F And not, be Richard that hath done all this, 
\ King. Inferre faire Englands peace by this * allicnce 
91, Which ſhe ſhall purchaſe with N11! laſting war, 
King. Say that the king which may command in 
Pu, That at her hands which the kings king forbid, 
King. Say ſhe ſhall be a high and mightic qui 
Qu. To waile the title as her mother doth. 
King. Say I will love her everlaſtingly, 
Qu. But how long ſhall that title cuer laſt ? 
King, Sweetly inforce vato her faire lines en, 
Su. But how long fairely ſhail Zhat it, laſt ? 
King. So long as heauen and nature lengthens it 
Qu. So long as hell and Richard likes of it 
King. Say I her foueraigne am her ſubiect one, 
Qu. but ſhe your ſubiect loaths ſuch {oneral 1, 
King. Be cloquent in my bechalfe to her, 
Qu. An honeſt tale ſpeeds beſt being plajncly : 
King. Then in plaine tearmes tel! ber my lang 
Que. Plaine and not honeſt is too harſh a (ii'c 
King. Madame, your reaſons are too ſhallow nd | 
| £4. O no, my reaſons are too deepe aud lag 
Too deepe and dead poore infants in their gruue, 
Harpe on it ſtill ſhall I, till keart-ſtrings ben 


* it. ＋ Ber. f. veer life. 
1 Rich. Harp not on that firing, madam, that i pa 
Ins lire io the firit and ſecond copy is given tn 


. * 4 mn F, 
3 1 * Y 
7 
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: R1CHARD i THE | Third. 


king. Now by my George, my garter and my crowne, 
Nu. Prophand, dithonord, and the third vſurped. 
King. I ſweare by nothing. 
®y. By nothing, for this is no oath, 
The George prophand, bath loſt his holy honour : 
The garter blemiſht, pawad his knightly vertue ; 
The crowne vſurpt, diſgrac't his kingly dignitic, 
it ſomething * thou wilt {weare to be beleeude, 
gweare then by ſomething that thou haſt not wrongd. 
King. Now, by the world. 
,. Tis full of thy foule wrongs, 
King, My fathers death. 
94, Thy /elfe ] hath that diſhonord. 
king. Then by my ſelle. 
Thy ſelfe, thy ſelfe myu/eft *. 
Ming. Why, then by God. 
D Gods wrong is moſt of all: 
'f thon hadſt feard, to breake an oath by him, 
The vaitic the king my brother made, 
lad not beene boaken: nor my brother llainc. 
{thou hadſt feard to breake an oath by him, 
be emperiall mettel circling now thy | brow, 
{14 graft the tender temples of my childe, 
1 both the princes had beene breathing here, 
ieh noh two tender play-fellowes tor dult, 
ty broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 
e, By the time to come. 
. 7 hat thou haſt wrongd in time orepaſt, 
"vr . my ſelte haue many teares to waſh 
lerer ume for time, by thee & paſt wrongd, 
he cMildren line, whole parents thou haſt ſlaughtred, 
& gouernt youth, to wayle it with their $* age: 
e parents lige whoſe children thou haſt butcherd, 


ning, e, f miſuſe, frye 8 , $* inbor 
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Old withered plants to waile it with their age 

Sweare not by time to come, tor that thou haſt 

Miſuſed, care vſed, by time miſuſed orepaſt 
King. As | entend to proſper and repent, 

So thriue I in my dangerous attempt, 

Of hoſtile armes, my ſelfe my ſelfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy telt, 

Be oppoſite, all planets of good luche 

To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Immaculated deuotion, holy thoughts, 

L render * not thy beautcous princely daughter, 

In her conſiſts my happineſſe and thine, 

Without her, followes to this land and me, 

To thee, her ſelfe, and many a Chriſtian ſoule, 

Sad de/olation , ruine and decay, 

It cannot. be avoided but by this: 

It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother (I muſt call you 1o) 

Be the atturney of my loue to her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what J haue beeac, 

Not by deſerts, but what I will deferue : 

Vrge the neceſſitie and ſtate of times, 

And be not peenith fond in great deſignes. 
Qu. Shall I be tempted of the diuell thus 
King. I, if the diuell tempt thee to do good. 
Qu. Shall I forget my ſelfe to be my {clic ? 
King. I, if your ſelfes remembrance wrong ho 
Oe. But thou didſt kill my children. 
King. But in your daughters wombe, IE 7 177 

Where in that neſt of ſpicerie : here || ſhall breed, 

Selfes of themſelues to your recomfiture. on 
Au. Shall I go win my daughter to thy wil! 
King. And be a happy mother by S the dee. 


tender. T deſelate, 1 I buried, y hey Y 
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RicgAR D THE Tulip. 


Du. I go, write to me very ſhortly. 


mg. Beare her my true loves kifſe : farewell. 
Relenting foole, and ſhallow changing woman. 


Enter Rat. 


Fat. My gracious ſoueraigne, on the weſterne coaſt, 
Lideth a puiſſant nauje, Lo the ſhore, 
Throng many doubtfull hollow- harted friends, 
ee and vorefolud to beate them backe: 
Tis thought that Nichmond 15 their admirall: 
And there they hull, expecting but the ayd, 
Of Buckingham to welcome them atnore, 


King. Some light foote friend, poſt to he duke of Nerf.“ 
Patcliie thy ſelfe, or Cate/by, where is he 
Cat, Heere my lord. 
fun, Flie to the duke: poſt thou to Saliſtury, 
Wen thou comeit there: dull vnmindfult villains 
Why Kaak thou ſtill, and goeſt not to the duke? 
wel mightie ſoueraigne, let me know your minde, 
your grace I ſhall deliner him f. 
ung. O trne, good Cats 


at tro 


ie, bid him leuie ſtraight, 


fd and power he can make, 


— 


mere me * eſent! 4 at Sa. Suurie. 
Nat. What it is vou r Bi ig hnes p leaſure I (hal do at r 
N ¹ν] DMV what zou Ul 


hoe do there before I go? 
et Aighnefſe told me I ſhould poſt before. 
n minde is changed fir, my minde is changd, 


. Enter Darby. 


* A o 
140 1 


, „hat newes with you? 
one good my lord, to plcaſe you with the hearing 
done 10 bad but it may Wall- he told. 


> Norfelie, + thn, 1 Hesl. 1 
wg, 


Exit Qu. 
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King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 
Why dooſt thou runne ſo many mile about, 
When thou mayſt tell thy tale a neerer way, 
Once more what newes ? 
Dar. Richmond is on the ſeas. 
King. There let him finke, and be the ſeas on hi. 
White liuerd runnagate, what doth he thee ? 
Dar. | know not mighty ſoueraigne but by guc/i- 
King. Well fir, as you gueſle, as you gueſſe ) 
Da. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Elie, 
He makes for England, there to claime the crow ne. 
King. Is the chayre emptie ? is the {word vnſwald 
Is the kind dead? the empire vapoſleſt ? 
What heire of Torke is there alive but we ? 
And who is Englands king, but great rec heire 
Then tell me what doth he vpon the ſea! 
Dar. Vnleſſe for that my liege, I cannot gnetl:, 
Ring. Voleſſe for that, he comes to be your lieg 
You cannot gueſſe, wherefore the Welchman comes 
Thou wilt reuoult, and flie to him J feare. 
Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miſtruſt me 20! 
King. Where is thy power Zhen + to beate i dicke 
Where are thy tenants, and thy followers ? 
Are they not now vpon the weſterne ſhore, 
Safe conducting the rebels from their ſhippes. 
Dar. No my good lord, my friends are ia the ang. 
King. Cold friends to Richard, what do they the north 
When they ſhould {erne, their ſoneraigie in the we! 


Dar. They haue not bin commanded mightic {out ant | 
Pleaſe it your male ſtic to pine me leane, a + 
Ile muſter vp my friends and meete your grace, Ty 
Where and what time your maieſtie ſhall pleale _ 


„ as y;u guet omitted, FT vu. 


pi? 
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RICHARD THE Trind; 


King, L I, thou wouldſt be gone to ioine with Richmond, 

| will not truſt you fir, 

Dar. Moſt mightie ſoueraigne, 
You haue no cauſe to hold my friendſhip doubtfall, 
neuer was nor neuer will be falſe. 

Hin. Well, go muſter men * : but heare you, leave behinde 
Your ſonne George Stanlie, looke your faith be firme: 
Or elſe, his heads aſſurance is but fraile, 

ar. So deale with him, as I proue true to you. 


Exit Dar, 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


ie, My gracious ſoueraigne, now in Deuonſbire, 
As by friends am wel aduertiſed, 
Sic Hallam Courtney and the haughtie prelate, 
Pikop of Exeter, his brother there, 
With many mo contiderates, are in armes. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Mef. My liege, in Rent the Guilfords are in armes, 
Jud every houre more competitors 


Locke to their ayde, and ſtill their power increaſeth, 


Enter anst her Meſſenger. 


i! - 
„ 
9 
; 
- 


My lord, the arme of the duke of Buckingham. 
He flriketh him. 
Out on you owles, nothing but ſonges of death. 
The that vatill thou bring me better newes. 
e, Your grace miſtakes, the newes I bring is good, 
My wes 12, that by ſudden flood and fall of water, 
The duke of Buckinghams armie is diſperſt and ſcattered, 


aud he himſe!fe fed no man knowes Whither. 
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If not to fight with forraigne enemies, 


Tux TRAchpiz or 


Aing. OT cry you mercie, I did miſtake, 
Ratcliffe reward him for the blow I gaue him: 
Hath any well aduiſed friend giuen out, 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham ? 

Mef. Such proclomatio hath bin made my Hege. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 


Mef. Sir Thomas” Lonell and lord marques Der, 
Tis ſaid my liege are vp in armes, 
Yet this good comfort bring L to your grace, 
The Brittaine nauie is diſperſt, Richmond in Dorf 
Sent out a boate to aſke them on the ſhore, 
If they were his aſſiſtants yea, or no: 
Who anſwered him they came from Buckingham, 
Vpon his partie : he miſtruſting them, 
Hoiſt faile, and made away for Brittaine. 
King. March on, march on, ſince we are vp 11 5715 


; 


Yet to beate ® downe theſe rebels here at home. 


Enter Cateſby. 


Cat. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is tal on 
Thats the beſt newes, that the carle of Richman! 
Is with a mightie power landed at Mifferd, 
Is colder fydings f, yet they muſt be told. 

King, Away towards Saliſbury, while we reale“ 
A royall battell might be wonne and loſt, 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Saliſbury, the reſt march on with me. 


® bare, Þ newer. 3 Exeus!. 


RichAR D THE Tron. 


Enter Darbie, fr Chriſtopher. 


Dar. Sir Chriſtopher, tell Xichmend this from me, 
That in the ſtie of this moſt bloudie bore, 
My ſonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
if 1 revolt, off goes yong Gs head, 
Th fcare of that, withholds my preteat aide, 
gut tell me, where is princely XKichmond now? 
Chrift. At Pembrocke, or at Herfora-weſt in Wales, 
Har. What men of name refort to him? 
9. Chrift, Syr Walter Herbert, a renowmed ſouldier, 
Ser Gilbet Talbot, fir William Stanley, | 
nerd, redoubted Pembroke, fir James Blunt, 
Rice 1þ Thomas, with a valiant crew, 
| With many moe of noble fame and worth, 
| Aad towards London they do bend their courſe, 
| |! by the way they be not longht withall, 
Dar, Returne vnto my * lord, commend me to him, 
1c! him, the queene hath hartily conſented 
| tic aall eſpowſe Elizabeth her daughter, 
Thiele letters will reſolue him of my minde, 


Caron alt 
ain 
1 


Enter Buckingham #9 2:xcecution. 
947, Will not king Richard let me ſpeake with him? 
. No my lord, therefore be patient. 
Br, Haſlings, and Edwards children, Kiters, Cray, 
uy king Henry, and thy faire ſonne Edvard, 
Lem, and all that have miſcarried, 
j in%rhand corrupted, fowle ininftice, 
, Your moodie diſcontented foules, 


90 throng! 
 IWSN the cloudes behold this preſent houre, 


* thy, 


Excunt. 
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Euen for reuenge, mocke my deſtruction: 
This is Allſeules day fellowes, is it not? 
Rat, It is my lord. 


Buc, Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomeſday: 
This is the day, that in king Edwards time 


I wiſht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falſe to his children, or * his wines allies : 
This is the day wherein I wiſht to fall, 
By the falſe faith of him I truſted moſt : 
This, this + Allfoules day, to my fearefull for !s, 
Is the determined reſpit t of my wrongs : 
That high All- ſeer that I dallied with, 
Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 
And given in earneſt what I begd in ieaſt. 
Thus doeth he force the ſowrd of widked men 
To turne heir < points on their maiſters boſome 
Now Margarets curls is fallen vpon my head, 
When he quoth ſhe, ſhall ſplic thy heart with {40% 


Remember Margaret was a prophateſſe. 
Come firs, ' convey me to the blocke of ſhame, 


Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of e. 


a4 443; 4% 


Enter Richmond with drums and mum 


Rich, Fellowe in armes, and my moſt lou 
Bruiſd vaderneath the yoake of tyrannic, 
Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 
Haue we marcht on without impediment : 
And here receive we from our father Stan) 
Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 
The wretched, bloudie, and vſur ping bore, 
That ſpoild your ſommer field $*, and fruits! 


® and. FF is: Þþ ble. || Whats J 


Rienann Tur Turnp: 


Pe 4 


gwils your warme blood like waſh, and makes his trough 
In your imboweld beſames *, this foule {wine 
Lies now euen in the center of this ile, 
N-are to the towne of Læyceſlar as we learne: 
prom 7,,mworth thither, is but one daies march, 
11 Gods name cheare on, couragious friends, 
To reape the harueſt of perpetuall peace. 
By this one bloudie trial of ſharpe warre. 
e Every mans conſcience is a thouſand ſwords 


To fight againſt that Blondie homicide, Wl. 
+ Lay, I doubt not but his friends will fic to vs, | | 


Laer. He hath no friends, but wh f are friends for fear, 
Which in bis greateſt need will ſhrinke from him. 

Viech. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 
True hope is ſwift, aud fhes with ſwallowes wings, 
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. 


Enter N. Richard, Norff. Ratcliffe, Cateſby, with ofhers; 


Ning. Here pitch our tents, euen here in &;/worth field, 
Why 10997 now Cateſhy, why lookeſt thou io lad ? 
Cat. My heart is ten times lighter then m lookes. 
ng. Norfolke, come hither : | 
Nat Half, we muſt haue knockes, ha, muſt we not? 
M We mult both gine and take, my gracious lord. 
Ving. Vp with my tent there, here will I lye to night, 


where to morrow.? well all is one for that: 


00 Math Jeſcried the number of our foe ? 
, Sigg or ſeven thouſand is their greateſt number. 


Wir our battailon trebels that account, 
'» 5 kings name is a tower of ſtrength. 
4 7 „pon the aduerſe partie want: 
u my ent there, valiant gentlemen, 
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Let us ſurvey the vantage of the field, 
Call tor {ome men of found direction, 
Lets want no diſcipline, make no delay, 
For lords, to morro is a buſie day. 


thy 


Enter Richmond wth the Lords. 


Rich. The weary ſunne hath made a golden e 
And by the bright tracke of his fierie carre, 
Gives ſignall of a goodly day to morrow : 

Where is fir William Brandon, he ſhall beare my (tau, 
The earle of Pembroke keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine Zhmzt, beare wy good night to him, 

And by the ſecond houre in the morning, 

Defire the carle to ſee me in my tent, 

Yet one thing more good Blunt before thou goctt : 
Where is lord Stanly quarterd, doeſt thou know : 

Blunt. Vanles I haue miſtane his colours much 
Which well 1 am aſſur'd I have not done 
His regiment-liet halfe a mile at leaſt, 

South from the mightie power of the king. 

Rich, It without perill it be poſſible, 

Good captaine Blunt beare my good night to hi: 
And giue him irom me, this moſt needfut {fcrow!s 
Blunt, Vpon my life my lord, Ile undertake 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt, 

Glue me ſome inke and paper in my tent, 

Ile draw the forme and modle of our batte!!, 
Limit each leader to his ſeuerall charge, 

And part in juſt proportion our {mall ſtrength: : 
Come, let vs conſult vpon to morrowes bun 
Ia to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 


* fer fo 


Ricuanyd THE TrrrD. 


Enter X. Richard, Norff, Ratcliffe, Cateſby. 


King, What is a clocke ? 
Ct. It is fix of the clocke, full ſupper time. 
Xing, J will not ſup to night, giue me ſome inke and paper, 
What, is my beuer eaſter then it was? 
anal my armor laid into my tent. 
Ct. It is my liege, and all things are in readineſſe. 
Ning. Good Nerfolke, hie thee to thy charge, 
V carefull watch, chuſe truſtie centinell. 
r. I goe my lord. 
ee Stur with the larke to morraw gentle Norfolke, 
Nor. 1 warrant you my lord, 
Ring. Cateſbie, 
Fat. My lord. 
kms, 


- 


9 


end out 4 purſeuant at armes 

{anelcys regiment, bid him bring his power 
btore ſun riſing, leaſt his ſonne George fall 

lnto de blinde cane of eternall night, 

i! me a bowle of wine, giue me a watch, 

940» white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Locke that my ſtaues be ſound and not too heauy Ratiife. 


. NV ord, 


* 
- 


nz, Saweſt thou the melancholy L. Northumberland ? 
7, Thomas the carle of Surrey and himfelfe, 

0 29;ut * cockthut time, from troOare TG OouPe 

Vent the 1ghthe ar mie chearing vp the ſovidiers. 
ig. $01 am ſatisfied,” gine me a bowle of wine, 

haue not that alacritie of [pirit, 


"1 0c + of minde that I was wont to haue: 
e, is inke and paper readic? 
it 15 By lord. 
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King. Bid my guard watch, leaue me, 
Ratcliffe about the mid * of night come to my tent 


— 


And helpe to arme me: leaue me i fay. Exit Rata: 


$8 75 
8 


Enter Darby to Richmond in his tent. 


Dar. Fortune and victorie {it on thy helme. 
Rich. All comfort that the darke night can afford, 
Be to thy perſon, noble father in lawe, 
Tell me how fares our 196/e + mother? 
Dar. I by atturney bleſſe thee from thy mother, 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good, 
So much for that: the filent. houres ſteale on, 
And flakie darkueſſe breakes within the caſt, 
In briefe, for ſo the ſeaſon bids vs be: 
Prepare thy battell carly in the morning, 
And put thy fortune to the arbritrement | 
Of bloudie ſtrokes and moriall ſtaring warre, 
Las I may, that which I wovld | cannot, 
With beſt advantage will deceiue the time, 
And aide thee in this doubtfull ſhocke of armes 
But on thy fide I way not be too forward, 
Leſt being feene, thy brother tener? George 
Be executed ia his fathers ſinht. 
Farewell, the leiſure and the fearefull time, 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of lout, 
And ample enterchange of {ſweet Jiſcourle, 
Which fo long ſundered friends ſnoald dw}! » 
God pine vs || leiſure for g theſe rights of lows 
Once more adiew, be valiant and fpecd weg!. 
Rich. Good lords conduct him to his regimen 
Ve ſtrive with troubled thoughts to take a a | 33 
Leſt leaden ſlumber peiſe me downe to morrow 


of , 
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When 1 ſhould mount with wings of victory: 
Once more good night kind lords and gentlemen. Exceunt. 
thou whoſe captaine I account my ſelfe, 
L.ooke on my forces with a * gracious eye Þ : 
put in their hands thy bruſing irons of wrath, 
Thit they may cruſh downe with a, heauie fall, 
The v{urping helmets of our aduerſaries, 

Make vs thy miniſters of chaſtiſement, 

That we may praiſe thec in thy I victoric, 

To thee I do commend my watchfull ſoule, 
Fere I let fall the windowes of mine eyes, 
Sic:ping and waking, oh, delend me fill, 


Fnter the ghoſt of || frince Ed. jonne 19 Henry the ſixt. 


Clof io K. Ki, Let me fit heauic on thy foule to morrow, 
Fake how thou ſtabſt me in my prime of youth, 
At Teineſbury : diſpaire therefore & and die. 


p 


eb. Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged ſoules 


Ut botchred princes fight in thy behalfe, 


* 


g Heuries Hue Richmond comforts thee. 


Enter the ghaſt of Henry the frxt. 


+? 


(bee R. Ri. When I was mortall, my annointed body, 
"ce was punched full of &“ holes, 

Think on the Tower, and me: difpaire and die. 
Harrie the ſixt bids thee diſpiire and dic. 

| Fi, Vertuous and holy be thou conqueror, 
Mary e that propheſied thou ſhouldeſt be king, 

Do comfort thee in thy fleepe, live aud flouriſh, 


| 
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Enter the gheft of Clarence, 


Ghoſt, Let me it heavie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
I that was waſht to deith with fulſome wine, 
Poore Clarence by thy guile hetrayd to death 
To morrow in the battell thinke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe {word, diſpaire and dic, 

To Rich. Thou offspring of the houſe of Lanca/fcy, 
The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good angels guard thy battell, live aud flouriſh, 


Enter the gb of Riners, Gray, Vaughan, 
4 8 


Riu. Let me ſit heauie on thy ſoule to morrow, 
Rivers that died at Pomfret, diipaire and die. 

Gray. Thinke vpon Cray, and let thy ſous dip. 

Vaugh. Thinke vpon aug ham, and with guilt; 
Let fall thy launce, diſpaire and dis. 

All ts Rich. Awake and thinke our wron 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day. 


CY 
_— + * 


© 


Enter the gh of L. Haſtings. 


Gr, Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 
And in a bloody battell end thy daves. 
Thinke on lord Faftings, dilpaire ind die, 

To i. Quiet vntroubled ſoule, awake, wile, 
Arme, fight and conquer for faire Englands fue 


Enter the gho/is of the two hn {ir 


G. to K. R. Dreame on thy couſins {mootiires | 
Let vs be laid + within thy boſome NV, 


* 


* Richards, + bead, 


Rricuanrd THE TRfRD. 


And weigh thee downe to ruine, ſhame aad death, 
Thy nephewe» ſoules bid thee diſpaire and die. 
r Ri, Sleepe Richmond ſleepe, in peace, and wake in ioy, 
odd angels guard thee from the boares annoy, 
ſine and beget a happy race of kings, 
E/ward; vahappy fonnes do bid thee flouriſh, 


Enter the ghaſt of queene Anne his wiſe. 


?P!.chird, thy wife, that wretched une thy wit 
{hat neuer Nept a quiet houre with thee, 


110 


Now fils thy U cepe with perturbations, 


SLFAL 
To morrow in the battaile thin ke on me, 
And fall thy edgeleſſe ſword, Giſpaire and die. 


77 Xich, Thou quiet ſoule, Nleepe thou a quiet ſlecpe, 


Dreame of ſueceſſe and happy viftorie, 
rfarics wite doth pray for thee, 


— y . 1 60 
Enter the gha, Buckingham. 
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r{t was I that helpt thee to th. CrOWnec, 
att was I that felt thy Frans, 
ne battell thinke on Buckingham, 
42 did 11 terror of thy guiltineſſe: 
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on, dreame on, of blo dy deeds and death, 
1729 ditpalre, diſpairing yeeld thy breath, 


Ri, 1 1 dyed for hope ere I 3 lend thee aid, 
hat Care thy heart, and be thou not ditmayd, 
Go and good angels fight on Kichmonds fide, 

ard fals in height of all his prid: 


Richard farteth aut of a droame, 


* due me another horſe, bind vp my wounds 
tau is leſu : Toft, I did but dreame. 
ward « W how doeſt thou alfflièt me ? 


Ua The 
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The lights burne blew, it is nat“ dead midnight ; 
Cold fearefull drops ſtands on my trembling fleſh, 
What do I feare my ſelfe? theres none elle by, 
Richard loves Richard, that is, I am I: 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Ves I am 

Then flie, what from my felfe ? great * why 
Leſt I renenge. What my ſelte vpon my ſelfe 
Alacke I love my felie, whertfore ? for any 80 
That I my ſelſe haue + done vnto my ſelte ? 

O no: alas I rather hate my ſeite, 

For hatcfu!l deeds committed by my ſelfe: 

I am a viilaine, yer I iye, I am not. 

Foole of thy ſelfe f ſocake well, foole do not flatter. 
My conſcicuce hath a thonſand ſcuerull tongues, 
And euery tongue brings in a ſcuerall tale, 
And cuery tale condemne me for a villaine: 
Periurie ], in the higheſt degree, 

Murther, —.— e in the dy reſt d : 
All ſeuerall ſinnes, all vide in each Jegree, 
Throne all & to 1 57 barre , crying all, guilt 
I ſhall m there is no creature loues me, 
And ii I die, no foute fall pittle me: 

Aud 800 ore ſhould they? ſince that I my { 
Finde in my ſelie, no pittie to my felte, 

Me thought the ſoules of all that I muriarc/ 
Came a/! ** to my tent, and eucry one did the: 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of KI. 


Rat, My lord. 

King. Z%ounds, he 
— 

Rat. Rateliße, my lord, tis I: the early vi 
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* now, Tr, 1 hath, | Perierie, , 
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ith twiſe done ſalutation to the morne, 

\ our friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Katclilfe, J have dread a fearefull dreame, 
What thinkſt thou, will our fricuds proue all true? 

pat, No doubt my lord, 

King. O Ratcliffe, I feare, I feare, 

Rat Nay good my lord, be not afraid of ſhadowes, 
ng. By the apoſtle Paul, ſhadowes to night 

Hine ſtroche more terror to the ſoule of Richard 

her can the ſubſtance of ten thouſund ſouldiers 

Armed in « proake; and led by ſhallow Richmond. 

i not vet neare day, come goc with me, 

der oor treats Ile play the eweſe-dropper, 

To heare if any meane to ſhriake from me, Excunt, 


Enter the lords to Richmond. 


„ Good morrow Richmond. 
Crie mercy lords, and watchfull gentlemen, 
{147 you haue tane a tardie ſluggard here. 
o haue you ſlept my lord ? 
Tac ſweeteſt Neepe, and faireſt boding dreames, 
ner entred in a drowiſie head, 

ice your departure had my lords. 
| tir ſoules, whoſe bodies * Richard murthe red, 
. ne o my tcat, and cried on victorie: 
| pronile you my ſoule is very iocund, 
' remembrance of fo faire a dreame. 
to the morning is it lords? 

bon the Riroke of foure. 

f Wiy then tis time to arme, and giue direction. 
104 | have faid, louing countrymen, 
His oration to his {puldiers. 
Ile kiſure and intorcement of the time | 

3 


* body, 5 
Forbids 
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Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God, and our good cauſe, fight vpon our fide, 
The prayets of holy ſaints and wronged ſoules, 
Like high reard bulwarkes, ſtand before our faccs, 
Richard except, thoſe whom we fight againſt, 
Had rather haue vs winne, then him they follow: 
For, what is he they follow ? truly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant, and a homicide. | 
One raiſde in bloud, and one in bloud eſtabliſhed : 
One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 
And ſlaughtered thoſe that were the meanes to helpe m 
A bate foule ſtone, made precious by the /+//: * 
Of Englands chaire, where he is falſly fer, 

One that hath ever bene Gods enemie : 

Ihen if you fight againſt Gods chemie, 

God will in iuſtice ward + you as his fould'cy - 

If you do ere to put a tyrant downe, 

You ſleepe in peace, the tyrant being ſlaluc, 

Ii you do fight againſt your countries focs, 

Your countries fat, ſhall pay your paines he 
It you do fight in ſafeguard of your wiurs, 

Your wines ſhall welcome home the conquers: - 

If yon do free your children from the {wor.!, 
Your chijdrens children quits it in your age : 
Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 
Aduance your ſtandards, draw your Willing 
For me, the ranſome of my bold attempt, 

Shall be this cold corpes on the carths cold {2c 
But if I thrive, the gaine of my attempt, 

The leaſt of you ſhall! ſhare his part thereof, 
Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and cheer! 2 
God, and faint George, Richmond, and victo! is, 


* foyle. + rzervard, T jſwweete, if "Ine; 
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Enter king Richard, Rat. &c. 


King. What ſaid Nerthumborland as touching Richmond tr” 
Rat, That he was peter trained vp in armes. 

Hin, He ſaid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 
Rat, He ſmiled and ſald, the better for our purpoſe. 
King, He was iu the right, and ſo indeed it is: 

2250 the clocke there. The clcke ftritet h. 
- me 2 kalendre, who faw the ſunne to day? 
1 Not T my lord. 


Then he difdaines to ſhine, for by the booke 
A hon haue bran'd the eaſt an houre agoe, 

\ by #27 will it be to ſome bodie Nat.“ 

f 1 

AUT. LY ord, 


Mug. The ſunne will not be ſeene to day, 


br on trowne ard lowre vpon our armie, 
| wouid theſe deawie teares were from the ground, 
Not Hine to day ; Why, what is that to me 
* O Richmond 2 for the ſelfe-ſame heauen 
That irownes on mc lockes ſadly vpon him, 
Enter Norffolke. 
Nor, Arme, arme, my lord, the foe vaunts iu the field. 
Ning, Come, buſtle, buſtle, capariſon my horſe, 
©! vp lord Stanly, bid him bring his power, 
eus forth my ſouldiers to the pleaine, 


my battell ſhall be ordered. 
ward ſhall be drawne in iength, 

: ſting equally of herſe and "= 
call be placed in the midſt, 


© 00 Nergaike, Thomas earle of Surrey, 
3c te kacing of the foote and horſe, 


My f 


Nat. omitted, + out all ite 
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They thus directed, we will follow 
In the maine battell, whoſe puiſſance on either {ids 


Shall be well winged with our chiefeſt horſe : 
This, and faint George to boote, what thinkeſt thon / 
Nor. A good direction warlike ſoueraignc, 


He ſbetueth him fe 


This found I on my tent this morning. 
Iockey / Norffolke be not fo + bold, 
For Dickon thy maifter is bought and f. 
King. A thing deuiſed by the enemie, 
Goe gentlemen euery mai vato his charge, 
Let not our babling dreames affright our {oules, 
Conſcience is { a word that cowards vſe, 
Deuiſde as firſt to keepe the ſtrong in awe, 
Our ſtrong armes be our conſcicnce, /word's || ou! 
March on, ioyne brauely, let vs too it pell mell. 
If not to heauen, then hand in hend to hell, 
His oration 
What ſhall I ſay more then I haue inferd: 
Remember whom you are 76 Scope withall, 
A fort of vagabonds, raſcols and runaw=ics 
A ſcum of Brittains, and baſe lackey peſants, 
Whom their orccloyed country vomits tor 5 
To deſperate aduentures and aſſur'd deſtruction, 
You lleeping ſafe, they bring you 79 $* vnrel! - 
You hauing lands, and bleſt with beautecus wines, 
They would reltraine the one, diftaine the oth 
And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow : 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coſt, 
A milkeſopt, one that never in his lite 
Felt ſo much cold as oner ſhooes in fnow : 
Lets whip theſe ſtraglers ore the ſeas again, 


* Nor{dlke, + to, t is 3, eur ſword, 


Ricnuand The Thiky. 
1.2 hence theſe overweening rags of France, 

Theſe famiſht beggers weary of their liues, 

ho but for dreaming on this fond exployr, 

Yor want of meanes poor rats had hangd themſelues, 
t we be conquered, let men conquere vs, 

And got theſe baſtard Frittaines whom our fathers 
Hanc in their owne land beaten, bobd and thumpt, 
And on record left them the heires of ſhame. 

Shall theſe enioy our lands *, lye with our wines ? 
Rauiſh our dauphters, harke I heare their drum, 
Rib + gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw archers draw, your arrows to the head, 

Spur zonr proud horſes hard, and ride in bloud, 
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lord, he doth denie to come. 


; with his ſonne Gecrwves hend. 
A/ Ci Jo a om Bru; & al ; FOR , 
Mr. My lord, the enemie is paſt the marſh, 
After tl 


the battaile, let George Stanley die. 
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4, Relvew, my lord of Nerfolke, reſcew, reſce 
ats more wonders then a man, 
1 oppoiite to every danger, 
U. Haine, and all on foote he fights, 
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Enter Richard. 

| | 

| Kin. A horſe, a horſe, my kingdome for a horſe. 
þ Cat. Withdraw my lord, Ile helpe you to a horſe, 
1 Kin, Slave I haue ſet my life vpon a caſt 

il And I will ſtand the hazard of the dye, 


I thinke there be ſixe Richmonds in the field, 
Fiue haue I ſlaine to day, in ſtead of him. 
A horſe, a horfe, my kingdome for a horſe. 


[> id 


Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, {hey H, Fine 
is /laine, then retrait being founded, Eniry 1} 
Darby bearing the croune, with other lords &. 


Ri. God and your armes be praiſed victorlous nds, 
The day is ours, the bloudie dog is dead. 
f Dar. Couragious Richmend, wel haſt thou acoui! be 
I Loe here this long vſurped royalties 

From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 
- Have I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weare it +, and make much of it. 
Rich. Great God of heauen fay Amen to all. 
But tell me, is young Geerge Stanley lining * 
Dar. He is my lord, and fate in Leer us, 
Whither if it pleaſe you, we may now with{raw 
Rich. What men of tame are (laine on either (- 
lohn duke af Norfolke, Walter r, 
Brokenbury, and fir William Brandon, 
Rich. Euter their bodies, as become their 
Proclaĩime a pardon to the ſouldiers fled, 
That in ſubmiſſion will returne to vs, 
And then as we haue tane the ſacrament, 
We will vaite the white roſe and the red. 


F.. t it. engop its 
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dale heauen vpon this faire coniunction, 

That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 

F hat traitor heares me, and ſayes not Amen? 
r1pland hath long bene madde, and ſcard her ſelfe, 
The brother blindly ſhed the brothers bloud, 

The father raſhly flaughtered his owne ſonne, 

The ſonne compeld, bene butcher to the fire *, 

All this divided Tarte and Lancaſter, 

Diuided in their dire diniſion. 

ron let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true lucceeders of each royall houſe, 

Gods k. faire ordinance conioyne together, 

ber thy heires (God if they + will be ſo) 

C Enict he time to come with ſmooth - faſte peace, 
i (miling plentie, and faire prolperons da yes. 
date the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

127 would reduce theſe blondie dates againe, 

au make p2ore England weepe ia ſtreames of bloud, 
dem not live to taſte this lands encreaſe, 


wich treafon wound this faire lands peace. 
11 


u wounds are ſtopt, peace liues againe, 
e may long live heare, God ſay Amen. 


| father, + thy, 
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THE MosT LAMENTABLE 


ROMALKS TRAGEDIE 


FP 
TITUS ANDRONICUS: 


45 it was plaid by the Right Honorable the Earle 
of Darbie, Earle of ' Pembracke, and Earle of 
Su/j-x their Seruants, 


Futer the Tribunes and" Senatours aloft + and then enter da- 
wraious and his followers at one deore, and Baſſtanus and fis 
i wers, with drum and trumpets, 


Safterninug. 
OBLP Patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the inftice of my cauſe with armes. 
And countrymen my loving followers, 
Plead my ſuccefine ticle with your ſwords: 
| am his fiyſt borne ſonne, that was the laſt 
Thar ware the imperiall dadem of Rome. 
- et my tathers honours Hue in me, 
50; Wrong wine age witk this indignitie. 


Baſtanus. 
Pemgines, friends, followers, fauourers of my icht, 


| It ever Baſſianus Cars ſanne, | 
Ware gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 
Keepe then this paſſage to the Capitol, 
Ard (uffer z0t dihonqur to approch, 
— 


Taz MOST LAMENTABLE Ta Achpir 


The imperiall ſeat to vertue, conſecrate | 


To iuſtice;” eontiuence, and nobilifes © : 


But Jet, delext i in, pure election ſhine, "eg 
And Romarnes Ah for freedome it your choice, 


Marcus Andronicug wit the crowns, 


Princes that ſtrive by factions and by friends 


Ambiriodſly for rule und einpetie, 
Know that the people of Rome for whome we ard 


A ſpeciall- partie, haus by common voyce, 
Jn electiou for the Romaine em perle 


4 


hofen Audeniclit, ſur named Pius, 
For many good and gteat deſerts to Nome 
A nobler man, a brauer warriour, 
Lines not this: day within the citty walls. 
He by the ſenate i ig accited home, 
From weary warres againſt the barbaroos Cothes, 
That with his ſonnes (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yoakt a nation ſtrong, traiod vp in armes. 
Tenne yeares are ſpent ſince firſt he vndertouke 
This cauſe of Nome, and chaſtiſed with armes 
Our enemies pride: fiue times he.hath returnd 
Blceding to Rome, bearings bis valiant ſonnes 

In coffins from the, field. 

And now at laſt laden with honours ſpoilcs 
Returnes the good Andronirus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus Rlonrifhing in armes; 

Let vs intreat by hogour of his name, 

Whome worthily you would haue now ſucceeds, 
And in the Tae and ſenate: right, 

home you pretend to honour art adore, 


That you withdraw You, and abate your ſtrer gtd, 


Diſmiſſe your followers, and às futefs ond, 
Plead your deſerts in peace aun hum bleues. 


„ 


Trrus Annrxontous;: 


* . 


Saturninus. n 
How faire the tribune {peakes| to calme my Voughts; ; 


ds 240 e 
Marcus Androgicus, fol he affie, 5 
In thy vprightnes and-integrity, = 
And o I loue and honour thee and 3 
Thy noble brother Titus and his {onnes, 
1 her to whome my thoughts are Yume * 
Gracious Lauiuia, Ames rich ornament, 
That l will heere diſmiſſe my louing fr i 
And to my fortunes and the peoples fauour, C a 
Commit my cauſe iu ballance to be waid. Exit fouldiers, 


11 „ « 
489 Yi 7 


9 4 


Satur nini. 


Finds, that haue beene thus forward in my tigh b 
' thanke you all, and heere dilmiſ you all, 
\nd to the loge and fauour of my country, 


Commit my ſelfe, my perfor, and the cauſe. 15 
Rome be as juſt and gracious vato me, "WY 
As Tam confident and kinde to thee. 9 44441 | \ {1 
Open the gates and Tet me in. | | 10 | 
anner rib Ane 0 *. 1311 48 
Bejcianns. Tributes and me a poore competitor. or Þ | Thi 
' They goe vp into the ſenate houſe, | . 
Anter a c1þtarne, h | | | {| 
n , N. 1 
F301 7111. 
malte make way, the good Andronicus \ DT | 11100 
4A of vertae, Romes beſt champion: 7 Sa , & il 
duccesfull in the battailes that he fightcs, | | 1 i 
® iſ | 5 5 | 1 1 
W honour and with fortune 13 returnd, ee | Ji 1 
bom where he ſircumſcribed with his word. 10 | 
Ana! ü L ; 4 I 
Lad brought to yeake the enemies of Rome. | | BY | 
| wp * | 14 


Tur MOST LAMENTABLE TRAOE DI 


q Sound drummes and trumpets, ny then enter tuo Titus 
| fonnes, and then two men . # coffin couered with 


then Tamora the quaene of Gothes and ber 1 es 
Chiron and Demetrius, with Aron the More, a en, 


as many as can be, e Fouts "06: Hye, end Tims 
Sheakes. 


Titus. Haile Rome, victorious in thy mourniring ddt, 
Loe as the barke that hath diſchargd his fraughit, 
Returnes with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe wayed her anchorage : 
Commeth Andrenicus bound with lawrell bowes, 
To reſalute his country with his teares, 

Teares of trus ioy for his returne to Rome, 
Thou great defender of this Capitoll, . 

Staad gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romaines, of fine and twenty valiant ſonnes, 
Halfe of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poore remaines aliue aud dead ! 
Theſe that ſurnine, let Rome reward with loue x 
Theſe that I bring vnto their lateſt home, 


With buriall amongſt their aunceſtors. na 
Heere Gothes haue giuen me leaue to ſheath my {wor "i 
Titus vnkinde, and careles of thine owne, = 
Why ſufferſt thou thy ſonnes vnburied yer, 1. 


x To honer on the dreadfull ſhore of Stix? 
Make way to lay them by their bretheren. 
Dey open ihe tant, 
There greete in ſilence as the dead are wont, 
And fleepe in peace, ſlalne iy your counties 14 
O ſacred receptacle of my ioyes, 
Sweet cell ot vertue and nobilitie, 


of Tn Aunzchiovs. 


How many Tonnes of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 

That thou wilt neuer render o me more? 
Lucius. Siue vs the proudeſt priſoner of the Cot hes, 
That we maß hew his limbes, and on a pile 

Ad man's fratrumy: ſacrifice bis fleſh : ix 

Refore this earthy priſon of their bones, 

That ſo the ſhadowes be not vnapeaſd, 

Nor we diſturbd with prodigies on earth, 

Titus, I giue him you, the nobleſt that ſurviucs, 
The eldeſt ſonne of his diſtreſſed queene 
Tims. Stay Romuine brethren, gracious conquerers, 
Vitorious Titus, rue the teares I ſhed, 

A mothers teares in paſſion for her ſoone 2 

And if thy ſonnes were ener deere to thee, 

O thinke my ſonne to be as deere to mee. 

dufficeth not that we are brought to Rome 

10 beantifle thy triumphs, and returne 

Captine to thee, and to thy maine yoake, 

hut muſt my ſonnes be ſlaughtered in the ſtreetes, 
For valiant doings in their countries cauſe? 

0 if to fight for king and common weale, 

Were picty in thine, it is in theſe: 

Andrenicns ſtaine not thy tombe with blood. 

t thou draw neere the nature of the gods ? 
Dau nete ther then in being mercifull. 

»veet mercy is nobillties true badge, 

Thrice noble Titus ſpare my firſt born ſonne. 

Tabus. Patient your ſelfe madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe ae their brethren, home you Gothes beheld 
Wc and dead, and for their bretheren Naine, 
bk ugionlly they aſks a facrifice: 

4 is your ſonne is markt and die he muſt, 

; k * ie their groning ſhadowes that are gone. 
Luctus. AWAY with him and make 2 fire ſtraight, 
&A 4 


$75 
132 


Tur MOST LAMENTARBLE Tracer: 


And with our ſwords vpoa a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbes till they be eleane conſumde. 


4 4 * 
Aa bY ks 


n ay 909 ore with / A! larbos 
Tamer. O cruell irreligious piety. 


Chiron. Was euer Scythia halte fo A bebere 
Deme. Oppoſe not. Scythia to ambitious Nome, 
Alarbus gots to reſt, and we ſuruiue, 
To tremble vnder Tins threathing locke. 
Then madam ſtand reſolu'd, but hope withall, 
The ſelfe ſame gods that armde the queene of 77 
With oportunitle of ſfiar pe reuenge 
Vpon the Thractan tyrant in his tent, 
May fanour Tamera the queene of 'Gothes, 
(When Gothes were Cothes, and Tameora was quecut) 
'To quit the bloody wrongs vpon her foes, 


Enter the fonnes of  Andronicus agar”, 


Lucius, See lord and father how we haue pert! 
Our Romaine rightes, Harbus limbs are lopt, 
And intrals feede the ſacrifiſing fire, _ 
Whole {moke like incenſe doth periume the {k's. 
Remaineth nought but to interre our brethere:;, 
And with lowd larums.welcome thera to Rome, 

Titus, Let it be fo, and let 4ndronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewell to theyr ſoules. 

Seund:3rumpets, and lay the ch 
In peace and honour reſt. you, heere my ſonnes, 
Remes readieſt champions, repoſe you here in g 
Secure from worldly chaunces and miſhaps ; 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no ENue [wels, 
 Uere grow no dan med grudgges, bere are he Holes, 
No noyſe, but Hence and eterpall ſleepe, 
In peace and honour rell you Heere my loung. 


or Tirus AupRonicus. 


Enter Lavinia. 


Lan. In peace and honour, oe lord Titus long, 
My noble lord and father Jive in fame : 

Loe at this tombe my tributarie reares, 

! reader for my bretherens oblequies : 

And at thy feete I kneele, with reares of ioy 

Shed on ihe earth for thy returae to Nome. 

O bleſſe me heere, with thy victorious hand, 

Whoſe fortunes Romes. beſt cittizens applauld. 

Titus, Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerude 
The cordiall of mine age to glad my hart, 

Lavinis live, outliue thy fathers dayes, 

find fames cternall date for vertues praiſe, 

Marcus, Long live lord Titus, my beloued brother, 
Cracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome. 

n, Thankes gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Marcus, And welcome nephews from ſuccesfull wars, 
You that fnruine, and you that Neepe in fame: 

Faire lords your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your countries ſeruice drew your ſwords. 

But fater triumph is this tunerall pompe, 

hat bath aſpirde to Salons happines, 

A"! triumphs quer chaunce in honors bed. 

Titty; Andronicus, the people of Rome, 

Whoſe friend in iuſtice thou haſt euer bene, 

| Send thee by me their Tribune and their truſt, 

iis palliament of white and ſpotleſſe hue, 

undd name thee in election for the empire, 

With theſe our late deceaſed emperours ſonnes : 

be Candidatus then, aud put it on, 

And heipe to ſet a head on headles Rome. | 

Titus. A better head her glorious body fits, 
dat ſhakes for age and feeblenes: 
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What ſhould I d'or this robe and trouble you, 
Be choſen with proclamations to day, 
To morrow yeeld vp rule, reſigne my life; 
And ſet abroad ne buſines for you all- 
Rome J haue bene thy ſoulclier forty yeures, 
And led my countries ſtrength ſuecesfully, 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſonnes, 
Kuighted in field, Caine mafully in armes, 
In right and ſeruice of their noble countric: 
Gine me a ſtaffe of honour for mine age, 
But not a ſcepter to controule the world, 
Vpright he held it lords, that held it laſt. 
Marcus, Titus, thou ſhalt obtaine and afke the empet 
Satur. Proud and ambitions Tribune canſt thou tc!! * 
Titus. Patience prince Saturninus, ” = 
Satur. Remaines doe me right. 
Patricians draw your ſwords and ſheath them not 


Till Saturninus be Remes emperour : 
Andreonicus would thou wert ſhipt to hell, 
Rather then rob me of the peoples hartz. 
Lucius. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the goo?! 
That noble minded 7itus meancs to thee. 
Titus. Content thee prince, I will reftore to thee 11 
The peoples harts, and weane them from them (elites, An 
Baſſian. Andronicus, I doe not flatter thee, Kir 
But honour thee, and will do till I die : Th 
My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friend, My 
I will moſt thankfull be, and thanks to men | Pref 
Of noble mindes, is honbrable meede. Recc 
Titus. People of Nomt, and peoples Tribune 


J aſke your voyces and your ſuifrages, - 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andromicut 
Tribunes. To gratiſſe the good Androicte, 
And gratulate his ſafe retuj na to Rome, 
The people will accept whome he admits. . 


o Trrvs Anproxrevs. 


Titus, Tribunes/I-thanke you, and this ſute I why 
That you create your emperours eldeſt ſonne, 
Lord Saturnine, Whoſe vertues will I * 2 
gellect on Rome as Yytunt rayes ou carth, 
And ripen iuſtice in this common weale ; 
Then if you will ele& by my aduiſe, | 
Crowne kim, and ſay, long line our emperone, 
Marcus. An. With voyces and n * en ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeans we create 10) 
Lord Saturninus Komes 5 ta | 
And lay, Long line our emperour Saturnine, | 
Saturni. Titus Andronicus, tos thy: . d 
To vs in our election this day, 
give thee thankes in part of thy delerts, 
Aud will with deeds requite thy gentlenes: 
And for an onſet Titus to aduance 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 
Lavinia will I make my empreiſe, 
Homes royall miſtris, miſtris of my hart, 
And in the ſacred Pathan her eſpouſe: 
Tell me Andrenicus doth this motion pleaſe thee ? 
7itus, It doth my worthy lord, and in this match, 
i hold me highly honoured of your grace, 
And heere in ſight of Rome, to Saturnine, 
| king and commander of our common weale, 
The wide worlds emperour, doe I conſecrate, 
My ſword, my chariot; and my peine 
A well worthy Romes imperiall lord : - 
*c:1ve them then, the ttibure that I owe, 
Mine honours enſigues humbled at thy fecte. 
„ Thankes noble Titus, father of my fe, 
ou proud I am of thee} and of thy gifts 
Roms all record, and When I do forget 31 N 
de 1-1ſt of theſe vaſpeatable ny” f itt d g d. 
Oman; . Yget your fealtie to me. e 212220 Nur. 
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Tina Now mda aten priſoner . 

8 To him that for your honour and heut lun, ME | 

Will vſe you nobly and your followers.) i 
e 9 ee e eee 

That I would chooſe, ere Ito chooſe aneẽ- 

Cleere vp faire queene that cloud countenande * 

Though chanc of wan ath wroughs this change of in, 

FSG + 

Princely ſhall be thy vſage euery war. 151 

Reſt on my word, e eee eee Nin A ho 

Daunt all your bopes: madame he comforts you, 

Can make you greater then the queene of GCothes ; 

Lauinia you are not diſpleaſd with this. 5 
Lauinia. Not 1 my lord, fith true nobilitie, 

Warrants theſe words in princely curteſie. 

Satur. Thankes ſweete Lauinia, Romans let vs gor, 

Raunſomles heere we ſet our priſoners free, 

Proclaime our honours lords with trumpe and drum. 
Balſianus. Lord Titus by your leaue this maid is mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you in earneſt then my lord 
Baſſia. 1 noble Tibuls, and refolu'd withall, 

To doe my ſelfe this reaſon and this right. 

Marcus, Suum cuiguam is our Romane iuſtice, 

This prince in iuſtice ceazeth but his -w- ne. 

Lucius, And that he will and ſhall, if Lucius line. 
Titus. Tray iors auaunt, where i is the ecperours gard 6... 

Treaſon my lord, Lavinia i is 1e TLDS 
Satur. Sur priſde, by. whome 2... " 

Baſca. By him. that inſtly-may,,.... role a fact. f 

Beare his betrothd, from 1 
Mutius, Brothers helpe to gonuey her hence away, 

And with my ſward,fle.keepe; this gogre falt. 

Titus, Follow my;lord,. and Ile {gone bring back. 


Mutius. My lord u e. * 
ves 


od * - * 
4 : Y * 3 
* 3 ? 
9009 Tirus AnuDronicus? 
r 1 


Titus, What/villaine boy; bat ſt me my way in Rome 
Mutins, Helpe Eucius help e hills him, 
Lucius, My lord you are vniuſt, and more then ſo, * 
In wrongfull quarrell you haue ſluine your ſonne 
Titus, Nor thou, nor he are any ſonues of mine, 
My ſonnes would neuer ſo diſhonour mwe. 
Haptor reſtore Eauinia to the empercauurt. 
Lucius, Dead if you will but not tobe his is wiſe, 
That is anothers nenen 11 0 a en 


- 3 3 7. 11 1 


Enter alsft the 8 with n and; her tue 2 
and Aron the, More. Sue eng 


®ntermr; No Nut, no, the emperour needs ber not, . 
Nor her, nor thee, ' nor any of thy ſtocke : * | 
l truſt by leiſure, him that "mocks me once, 
Thee neuer, nor thy tray terous haughty ſonaes, 
Confederates all thus to diſhononr me. 

Was none in Nome to, make a ſtale | 

But Saturnine ? Full well Andronicus | 

gte theſe deeds, with that proud bragge of chine, 
That ſaidſt I beg! the e empire at thy hands. 

Titus. O monſtrous, what reprochfull words are theſe ? 

Satur. But goe thy wayes, goe giue that changiag peece, 
To him that flootifht for her with his ſword : 

A valiant ſonne in law thou ſtualt enioy, 
One, fit to bandy with thy lawleſſe ſonnes, 
10 ruffle in the common -Wenlth of Rome. I 

Tir. Theſe words are razors to my wounded hart. 

32tur. And therefore lonely Tamorà queene of Gather, 
That like the ately Thcb+' monglt her er 
Dolt ouerſhine the gallant ſt dames af NReme, 

' hou be plea(d-with tus my ſodaide choyſe, 
Hebo 1 chnoſe: ths Tumora for my dae, 


0 Pl will create thee empereſſe of Rom, © 


; Ly 
54 e 
=, ST * * 


n 


That herb diſonoured all our family, 


Tux 1?" Lewy ate Tao RDir 


Speake queene of Goth#s doſt thdu applaud tay choyſe: 
And heere 1 ſweare by all the — | 
Sith prieſt and holy water arè ſo neere, 
And tapers burne ſo bright, ee thisg 
In readines for Hymenous Trand, 
I will not reſaluie the ſtrests of 12 4 
Or clime my pallace, til from forth this place, 
I lead eſpouſde my biide elong with me. 
Tamora, And heere in fight of heauen to Rome 1 ſwore, 
If Saturnine aduance the queene of Gothe:, 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 
A louing nurſe, a mother to his youth, - 
Sat. Aſcend faire queene, Panthean lords, accompany 
Your noble emperonr and bis lonely bride, 
Sent by the heauens for prince Sarurnine, 
Whoſe wiſdome hath her fortune conquered, 


There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſat rites. Flo 
e e ein e kxeunt anne 7 
Titus.” T am not bid to waite vpon this bei de, And 
Titus when wert thou wont to walke alone, My 
— thus and Macy. of wrongs: ? Po ir 
4 | 
Enter Marcus and Titus fonnes. 28 
Marcus. O Titus ſee l O ſee what thou haſt done! 
In a bad quarrell ſlaine a vertuous ſore. 
Titus. No fooliſh Tribune; nd: no fonne of mine, 


Nor thou, nor theſe, confederates in the dcede; 


Vaworthy' brother, and/vaworthy ſounes. 
Luciis, But det vs glue him buriall as hecome 
Giue Mutius buriail with our bretheren. 
Titus, Traytors awaſy be reſts not in this 
This monument five Hhundreth yeares hath o. 
Which I haue ſumptuouſty reedifled | 


N 


leere none but — Remes Sh FP II 
Repoſe in fame: none baſely Maine is braples, ay 
Bury him where you can he comes not heere, 

Marcus- My lord” this 15: impiety in jou, 
ehe Mut ius deeds do plead for him, 
s muſt be _ with his eee 


Tuns 7 two e * 
en hall, or im we will wee WM 
© Titu;, And gall? What \Waiuc was it ſpake that word "i 


Titus fone Sealer. 
1 8 * 


| fle that would vouth f it in any place but Feere. | "nl 


7:11, What would you bory him in my hide 
aug. No noble Titus but intreat of thee, 


1 

Io pdon Mut init, and to bury him. = 
Titur, Marcus, even thou haſt ſtroke vpon my 1 | 
3g unh thele hoyes mine hemour thou haſt IAG 1 


es repute. Yor enery one. 

„ üble ne do more, bur get you gone. 

z Henne. He is not with hivifelfe, let vs withdraw, 
: une, Not J till Mathur bones be buried. 
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The br uther and th err ined 


| 8 
| Darcus, Brother, bor! in that name dath-ratare lead | 1 
„ Father, aud in that vame doth nature ſpeake. 4 oh 
abe thou no more if all the reſt will {peede. _ 1 | i 

" Keno ned. Nit More then helfe my {onle; | | 9 ; 
Ling, Deare father, ſuule and fibftance of vs. all, 1 


* Sur thy brother Murcas interre 
3 noble nephew here in vertues neſt, 


hat died In ongur and Laminia euuſe. 
don art 2 Remane be not hurbarous: 


THE Mean HA rn TAG EDIE 


That ſlew himſelfe : and wiſe Laertes ſoune, 

Did graciouſly plead for his funerals 

Let not young Mutius then that ma ioy, 

Be bard his entrance heere. I y 
Titus. Riſe Marcus, Te, 

The diſmalſt day is this that ere l law, 

To be diſhonored by m ſonnes in Nm: 


Well bury him, and 2 me the next. 
Dey put him in the 17 


Tucius. Thiere ne thy hs fee Mur ius wit! thy friends 
Till we with trophees do adorne cnc f, tombe. 


_ They ol ier and ay, 


No man ſhed teages. for upble Matic, 
He lives in fame that dide i in ver tues cauſe. 
Exit all but Marcus a aud Titus. 
Marcus. My lord to daep aut of theſe drixie aum 
How comes it that the ſubtile queene of C 
Is of a ſodaine thus aduancd in Rome ? 


Titus. I know not Marcus: but I know it is, ; 
(Whether by deniſe, or po) the heanchs can, p 
Is he not then beholdiag to the man, _ i 
That brought her for hy high good turne lo farre 

Enter the Emperor, Tamora and zer two fornes, * 1th th i * 
Moore at ons dbore. Enter at the other os Ba Maus 42 Þ 
Lavinia with others, © e Any 
1 ty bad ho drands hn. ar” 6. 01A y 
Saturn. — haue plaid your prize, in 
God giue you oy fir of your gallant bride 7 
Bali. And you of yours my lord: — no more, | he 
Nor with no leſſe, and ſo I take my leave. Bur 
Satur. Traytor, if Rams haue law, or we 53545 F, F al. 


Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this tape. 520 


r Trrus ROC US. 
Baſſta. Rape call you It my lord, nr one, 2 


My true betrothed oe, and now / my Sees W er ! 


Bat let the lawes of Rome determine all, 
\ſcanc while I am poſſeſt of that is mne. 
gatur. Lis good fir, you are very ſhort with vs, 
Put if we line weele be as ſharpe with you. 
tian, My lord, what I have done as beſt I may, 
Anſvere J muſt, and Thall do with my life, 
Gnely thus much I giue your grace to know, 
+ all the duties that I owe to Xame, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus heerc, 
in opinion and in honour wrong'd, 
"hat in the reſcue of Lawnia,. 8 
"th kis owne band did lay, bis — ſonne, 
i * to you, and highly mou d to wrath. 
To be contrould in that he fraokely Kane, 
Receane him then 0 fauour Saturnine, 
Thai hath expreſt himfelfe in 9! his deedes 
A father and à friend to thee and Nome. 
Jitut. Prince Baſſiemis leaue to plead my deeds, 
Ti thou, and thoſe, that haue diſhonoured me, 
e and the rigliteous heavens be my iudge, 
1 baue lou'd and honoured Saturnihe, 
Tamara. My worthy lord if ever Tamsra, 
Nere gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
den heare we. ſpeake indifferently for all: 
And at my ſute ({weete) pardon what is paſt, 
"ws What madam, be diſhonoured opeuly, 
'! baſely put it vp without revenge 
* a. Not ſo my lord, the gods e e 
| Wald be author to diſhonour you. 
But on mine hondur dare I vnder — 
For food lord Titus innocence in all 
hs © (uy not diſembled . ipeakes his griefes : : 
dL. I! Y 


* 


- 
4 
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Looſe not ſo noble a friend on vaite ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſowre lookes ati ct his gentle heart. 
My lord, be ruld hy me, be wonne at laſt, - 
Diſſemble all your grietes and diſconteat, 
You are but newly planted in your throne, 
Leaſt then the people, and Patricians too, 
Vpon a juſt ſuruay take Titus part, | 
And ſo ſupplant vs for ingratude, is, 
Which Acne reputes to be a hainous Gates. 
Yeeld at intreats, and then let me alone 
Ile finde a day to maſlacre them all, 
And race their faction and their familie, 
The cruell father, and his traytrous fonnes, 
To hom I ſued for my deere ſonnes- life. 
And make them know what tis to let a queene 
Kneelc in the ftreetes, and beg for grace in vainc. 
Come, come, fweet.emperour, (come Andronicus / 
Take vp this gocd old man, and cheete the cart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frowne. 


King. Riſe Titus, rife, my empreſſe hath prev! 


Titus. I thanke your maieſtie, and her my lord 
Theſe words, theſe lookes, infuſe new life in a 
Tamara. Titus 1 am incorporate in Rom, 
A Roman now adopted happily, 
And muit advile the emperour for his good, 
This day all quarrels:die cfhitrottous, 
And let it be mine hanour good my lord, 
That I haue reconcil'd yuutr frierids and you, 
For you prince Bafhanus,' I haue pat 
My word and promiſe to the emperour, 
That you will be more milde and traétabl 
And fcare not lords: and yeu Lavinia, > 
By my aduiſe all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aſke pardon of his majcttic. 


.4& 


or Nrus ADR, 


That what we did, Wag mildly as we might, on of 1 

Tendring our ſiſters honour and our owne. 
Marc. That on mine bonour heere I do Wbt. 
Ning. Away and talke not, trouble vs no more. 


rie Tribune and his nephews kneele for grace, 
| will not be denied, ſweet hart looke back: 


King, Marcus, for thy ſake and thy brothers heerc, 
And at my louely Tamoras intreats, 
dhe remit theſe young mens haynous faults, 
Stand vp: Lauinia, though you left me like a churle, 
l ſound 2 friend, and ſure as death I ſwore, 
{ v0u1d not part a batchiler from the prieſt, 
Come, if the emperours court can feaſt rwo brides 
You are my gueſt Lauinia, and your friends : : 
This day ſhall be a loue-day Tamora. 
Tins, To morrow and it pleaſe your maiieſtie, 
Lo hunt the panther and the hart with me, 


With horne and hound, weele giue your grace bon our. 
Saturn, Be it ſo Titus, and gramercy to, 


Exeunt. Scund trumpets, manæt Moore. 

LO: Now climeth T amora Clympu. "OPPC, 

e out of fortunes ſhot, and ſits aloft, 
pure of thunders cracke or lightning flath, 

quanc'd abone pale enules threatning; reach, 

when the golden ſunne ſalutes the morne, 
i hauing gilt the ocean with his beames, 

1925 the zodiacke in his gliſteriog coach, 
"1 o0er-lookes the higheſt: RE hills, 


$0 Tamora. 18 5 


P92 ber wit doth earthly — . waite, 
Ind vertue Waal, and trembles at her frowne. 
ic 4791 arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts, 


R & 10 


All. We 1 and vo to daes and to his bighnes; | of") 


7:mra. Nay, nay, fweet emperour, we muſt all be friends f 


114050 4 111 
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To mount Aoft with thy emperiall miſtris, 
And mount her pitch, whome thöu in triumph long 


Haſt prifoner held, fettred In amorous chalnes, 
And faſter bound to Arent charming eyes, 
Then is Prometheus tide to Caucaſus. 

Away with flauiſh weedes and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and ſhine in pearle and gold, 
To waite vpon this new made empereſſe. 

To waite faid I? to wanton with this queene, 
This goddeſſe, this Semerimis,' this queene, 
This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine 
And ſee his ſhipwracke, and his coition-weales. 


Hollo, what ſtorme! is this py 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius brauing 


Demet. Chiron thy yeres wants wit, thy wit wants eche 45 
And manners to intrude where 1 am grac'd, 
And may for ought thou knowelt affected be. No 
Chiron. Demetrius, thou dooſt ouerweene in 0, Tk 
And ſo in this, to beare me downe with branes, un 
Tis not the difference of a yere or two It i; 
Makes me Jeſſe gracious, or thee more fortuuate - Wt. 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, Or 4 
To ſeruc, and to deſerue my miſtris grace, Tha 
And that my {word vpon thee ſhall approue, Wit 
And plead my paſhons for Lauinias lone. oo 
Mocre. Clubs, clubs, theſe lovers will not keep che pet #% 
1720) Chip 


Deme. Why boy, althou gh Hur mother wuadt, 

Gave you. a dapnſing rapier by your fide, 

Are you fo deſprat growne to threat your tric. 

Goe too + haue your lath glued within your heath, 

Till you know better how to handle it. 

_ Chron. Meane while ir, with the lurle 1 
Full well (halt chou perteiue how much I Gute 


. 


Lift T haue, 


or Trrus AxpRoxicus. 


Demet. 1 bh e ye Þ brane? © They draw, 
Aron. Why how now lords? | 
do neere the emperours pallace dare you draw, 
And maintaine ſuch a quarrell openly 4 
Full well J wote, the ground of all this orudge, 
I would not for a million of gold, 
The cauſe were knowne to them it moſt concernes. 
W or would your noble mother for much more. 
@ i;- {> diſhonored in the court of Rome, 
For ſhame put vp. 
| Det. Not I, till T hape ſheathd 
"ſy rapicr in his boſome, and withail 
$ Thcuſt theſe reprochfull ſpeeches downe his throat, 
| That he hath breathd in my diſhonour heere. 
| Ciron, For that I am prepard, and full reſolude, 
E foule ſpoken coward, that thundreſt with thy tongue, 
Aud with thy weapon nothing durſt performe, 
Marc. Away 1 ſay. 
[Now by the gods that warlike Gothes adore, 
This petty brabble will vndoo vs all: 
n lors, and thinke you, nat how dapgerdus 
pit is to ict vpon a princes right? 
What is Laune then become ſo looſe, 
Or L paſar äſo degenerate, 
Hh for her loue ſuch quarrels may be ahi oe, 
Wagon controulement, juſtice, or reuenge ? 
49g lords beware, and ſhould the emprefle know, 
This diſcords ground, the muſicke would not pleaſe. 
iren. I care not J, knew ſhe and all the world, 
Ine L190 more then all the world. 


Demet, Coung)ing learne thou to make ſome meaner choiſe 
a is thine elder brothers hope. 


Mare, W ay are ye mad ? or know ye not in Rome, 
low 7 33 and im patięut they be, 


5 TY oo: And 


þ 
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And cannot brok# competitors In lone”? Ns: 
I tell you lords, you W.. bur eas your deaths, 
By this deviſe. 

Chiron. Aron, a holed Shack would I ace 
To atchieue her home I do lone. 

Aron. To atchieue her, how! 

Demetri. Why, makes thou it ſo ſirange ? 

Shee is a woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 
Shee is Lavinia therefore muſt be lou'd. 
What man, more water glideth by the mil! 
Then wots the miller of, and cafie it is, 

Of a cut loafe to ſteale a ſhine we know: 
Though Baſſianus be the emperours brother, 
Better then he haue worne Vulcans badge. 

Moore. I, and as good as Saturnine may. 

Demet. Then why ſhould he diſpaire that knowes to conc i 
With words, faire Jooxes, and liberality ? 
What haſt not thou full often ſtrucke a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keepers note ! 

Moore. Why then it ſeemes ſome certaine ſnatch or '- 
Would ſerue your turnes. 

Chiron. I fo the turne were ſerued. 

Demet. Aren thou haſt hit it. 

Moore. Would you had hit it too, 

Then ſhould not we be tirde with this adoo. 
Why harke yee, harke yee, and are you ſuch fooles, 
To ſquare for this? world i it offend you then 
That both ſhould fpeede ? 

_ Chiron, Faith not me, 

Demet. Nor me, ſo I were one. 

Arm, For ſhame be friends, and ioyne for that 5 

- Tis pollicie and ſtratageme muſt doe 
That you affect, and fo muſt you reſolue, 


an or Trrus Auαͥů ox 1 1:17 
That what you cannot as Fan would atchi eue, 


vou muſt perforee accompliſl as you, may: 5% US 


Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaſt 
Then this Lauinia, Baſſianus loue. 
A ſpeedier courſe this lingring lung uihment 
Muſt we perſue, and I haue found the path 
My lords, a ſolemne hunting is it hand, 
There will the louely Roman ladies troope : 
The toreſt walkes are wide and ſpactous, 
And many vnfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie : 
Single you thither then this daintie doe, 
And ſtrike her home by force if not by words, 
This way or not at all, ſtand you in hope, 
Come, come, our empreſſe with her ſacred wit 
To villanie and vengeance conſecratce, | 
Will-we acquaint. with all that we intend, 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with aduiſe, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelues, 
Pt to your wiſhes height aduance you both. 
The emperours court is like the houſe of fame, 
The pallace full of tongues, of eyes, of cares: 
Th 1c woods are ruthles, dreadtull, deafe, and dull: 
There ſpeake, and ſtrike braue boyes, and take your turnes. 
here ſerve your luſt, ſhadowed; from heauens eye, 
And reuell in Lauinias treafuric, 
Chiron, Thy counſel] lad imells of no cowardife 
Demet. Sit ſas aut nefas,\ till I figde the Rreame, 
To coole this heate, a charme to calme . fits. 


"er Stivia, per manes vehor. " Exeunt 
. 
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Enter Titus Andronicus and his three ſonnet, — 
with hounds and hornes. 


Titus, The hunt is vp. the morne is ; bright and gra. 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are greene, 
Vncouple heere, and let vs make à bay, 

And wake the emperour, and his louely bride, 
And rouze the prince, and ring a hunters peale, 
That all the court may eccho with the noyſe. 
Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To attend the emperours perſon carefully: 
haue bene trqubled in my fleepe this night, 
But dawning day new comfort bath inſpirde. 


Heere a cry of haundes, and winde hornes in a ale, 1-1 vie 


Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lauinia, Chiron 
trius, and their n / 


Titus. Many good morrowes to your maieſlie, 
Madam to you as mary and as good. 
I promiſed your grace, a hunters pœale. 

Saturnine. And you have rung it luſtily my lord. 
Somewhat to carly for new married ladies. 

Baſſia. Lauinia, how ſay you? 


Lauinia, I ſay no: I have bene broad awake two uſes 21 


more. 

Satur. Come on then, horſe and chariots let vs , 
And to our ſport : madam, now ſhall ye ſce, 
Our Xcmaine hunting. 

Marcus. I haue doggs my nk 
Will rowze the proudeſt pauther in the chaſc, 
And clime the higheſt promontary top. 

Titus, And I haue horſe will follow where the gam, 
Maxes way, and runncs Uke fwallowes ors the pol 


th 


Lene 
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Heme. Chiron we hunt not we, with horſe nor hound 


Ant hope to n 2 — b eee 18 
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Enter Aron — 


. * Exeunt. 


Mart, He wk had wit would thinke that I had none, 
To bury ſo much gold vnder a tree, 
4nd never after to inherite it. 
Let him that thinks of me ſo abiectiy, 
Know that this gold mult coine a ſtratageme, 
Which cunningly effected, will beget 
4 very excellent peece of viliany : 
and fo repoſe ſweer gold for their vnreſt, 


T 


hat haue their almes out of the empreſſe cheſt. 


Enter Tamora alone to the Moore. 


Tama. My louely Aron, wherefore look'ſt thou ſad, 
When zucry thing doth make a gicefnll boaſt ? 
birds chunt melody on every buſh, © 
The lies rolled in the cheatefull ſunne, 
he yreene leanes quiuer with the cooling winde, 
And meke a checkerd ſhadow on the ground: 
Vader their {weer ſhade, Aron let vs ft, 
Ar! wilt the babling ecchoe mocks rhe hounds, 
eſe) ny filly to the well tun'd hornes, 
det 2 double hunt were heard at once, 
5 it downe and ma: ke their yellowing noyſe: 
An is ter conflict ſuch as was ſuppoſe * 
Th 2 Vandring prince and Dido once enioyed,” 
Vea with a happy ſtorme they were ſurpriſde, 
Urtalnd with'a counfaile- keeping caue, 
We nay cach wreathed in the others armes, 


(9, A paltimes done) poſſeſſe a golden Urmber, x 
"ule toads and bornes, and feet malodlotts birds 


And 


Tuns NO$T-LAMENTABLE TrAGED:® 


Be vnto vs 28. in 4 nurſes ſang rennen Sur: 

Of lullabie, to bring er babe aſlerpe. 
Aron. Madame, though Venus gouerue your defires, 

Saturne is dominator ouer mine 
| What ſignifies my deadly ſtanding eye, 18 
1 My ſilence, and my cloudie melancholie, 
My fleece of woolly haire that now vncurles, 
Euen as an adder when ſhe dath vnrowle 
To do ſome fatall execution ? 
No madam, theſe are no veneriall ſignes. 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand. 
Blood and reuenge are hammering in my head. 
Harke 7amora the empreſſe of my ſoulc, 
Which neuer hopes more heauen then reſts in thee, 
This is the day of doome tor Baſſiauus, 
His Philamel muſt looſe her tongue to day, 
Thy ſonnes make pillage of her cha{tity, 
And waſh their hands in Haſſtanus blood, 
Seeſt thou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 
And giue the king this fatall plotted ſcrowle, 
Now queſtion me no more we are efpied, 
Hecre comes a parcell of our hopefull booty, 
Which dreads not yet their lives deſtruction. 


Enter Baſſianuus and Lauinia, 


Tamura. Ah my ſweete Moore, ſweeter to me the! life 
Moore. No more great empreſſe, Baſſianus conics, 
Be croſſe with him, and Ile goe fetch thy ſonmcs 
To backe thy quarre!f What fo ere they be. 
Baſſa. Who have we heere ? Xomes royall mp” 
Vofurniſht of our Well beſceming troope? 
Or is it Dian habited like her, EA 
Who hath abandoned her holy groues, ke 
To ſee the geverall hunting in this forreſt- * 


*. "42 4% * ; —_— "> _ > + P 
asg Trrus Audnohrebs: 


Tumord. Saweie controuler of our Feluide lere, 
Had 1 the power, that ſome ſay Dian had 
Thy temples ſhould be planted pbeſently, 
With hornes as was AZeons, and the hounds, 
Should driue vpon his new transformed limbes, 
Vamannerly intruder as thou art. 
Lauinia, Vnder your patience gentle empreſſe, 
Tis thought you haue a goodly gift in horning, 
und to be doubted that your Moore and you, 
Arc ſingled forth to try experiments: 
Lne ſhield your huſband from his hounds to day, 
Tis pitty they ſhould take him fora ſtag. 
Baſſian. Beleeue me queene your ſwarty Cymerior, 
Doth make your hononr of his bodies hue, 
Spotted, deteſted, and abhominable. - 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your traine ? 
' Diſmounted from your ſnow white goodly ſteed, 
and wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 
\ccompanied with a' barbarous Moore, 
[i foule deſire had not conducted you? 
Lovinia, And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon rhat my noble lord be rated 
ror ſauſines, I pray you let vs hence, 
And lat her ioy her rauen culloured lone, 
This valley fits the pürpoſe paſſing well. 
Balis. The king my brother ſhall haue notice of this, 
Lavinia, I, for theſe ſlips haue made him noted long, 
Cod king to be ſo mightily abuſed, 


Queene, Why I have patience to endure all this, 
| Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 


"em, How no deere ſoueraigne and our gracious mother 
"hy doth your highoes looke ſo pale atid wan? ** 


Duns 


1881 
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| Oueene, Have I not reaſon. thinke you to looke pale 


Theſe two haue tyced me hither to, this Place, 

A barren, deteſted vale. you ſee it iss, 

The trees though ſommerg, yet forlorne and leane, 
Orecome with moſſe and balefull wiſſclto. 

Heere nener ſhines the ſunne, heere nothing breeds, 
Vuleſſe the nightly, wle or fatall rauen: 

And when they mod me this abhorred pit, 
They told me heere at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand feinds, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling toades, as many vrchins, 
Would make ſuch fearefull and confuſed cries, 
As any moxtall body hearing it 

Should ſtraite fall mad, or elſe die ſuddainely. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 


But ſtrait they told me they would biude me heere, 


Vnto the body of a diimall cwe, 

And leave me to this miſerable death, 

And then they calld me foule adultereſſe, 
Laſciuious Gath, and all the bittereſt tearmes, 
That euer eare did heare to ſuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 
This vengeance on me had they executed 


Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 


Or be ye not henceforth cald my children, 
Demet. This is a witnes that I am thy ſonne. 


Chiron. And this for me ſtrook home to ſhew my {tre: 
Lauinia. I come. Semeramis, nay barberous 7am”! 9. 


For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 


Tamora. Giue me thy ponyard, you ſhal EY, my bopes 


Your mothers hand, hall right your mothers wre 


7; 


#, #3 #7 i * 
4 - . 


Demet. Stay madara, heere is more belongs © 17, 


Firſt thraſh the corne, then after burns the Ira 
This eee N her chaſtity, 


_ 
94 
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e Trevs kues, 


Vpon her nuptlall vow; her loyaltie. 88 
4nd with that painted hope, braues wür eiae, | 
And ſhall ſhe carry this -vnto her grage'? 
Chiron, And if the doe, I would I Were an euenuke, 
Drago hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunke pillow to our luſt, (+ 
Tamira. But when ye haue the honny we deſire, 
Let not this waſpe out- liue vs both to ſting, 
Clirm, L warrant you madam we will make that ſure. 
Come miſtris, now perforce we will enioy, 
That nice preferued honeſtie of yours. 
Lauinia. Oh Tamera, thou beareſt a womans face. 
7,174. I will not heare her ſpeake, away with her, 
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| Wo 
Jani Sweet lords intreat her heare me but a word, bit 
Demet. Liſten faire madam, let it be your glory | 12 
2 b | £ Þ- | 
» lee her teares, but be your hart to them 


As virelenting flint to drops of raine. | | 4 
8 P 


vinia. When did the tigers yourg ones teach the dam 
J doe not learne her wrath, ihe taught it thee, 


"he milke thou ſackſt from her did turue to marble, 
eu at thy teat thou hadſt thy tvranny, 
14 every mother breeds not fonnes alike, 


} 

| 

{4 

Do thou intreat her ſhew a woman pitty. | | 

Chiron, What wouldſt thou have me prone my ſelſe a baſtard, } 

Lauinia. Tis true, the rauen doth not hatch a larke, 

ict have I heard, oh could I finde it now, 

e hon moaned with pitty, did indure 


10 have hs princely pawes parde all away. j | | 
7c lay that raneas foſter forlorne children, [| 1 
llt their owne birds famiſh in their neſts: g 0 * 
05 >: to me though thy hard hart ſay no, | . 
bo kinde but ſomething pirrifull. Wt |! 
8 I k hat it m ith her A 
ww not what it meanes, away Wit ; WA 

id 

£1314, Oh let me teach the? for my fathers fake; 15 
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That gaue thee life when well be might haue ſlaine thee, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deafe care. 
Tamora. Hadſt thou in perſon; nere offended me, 
Euen for his ſake am I pittileſſe. 
Remember boyes I powrd forth tearcs in \ vaine, 
To ſaue your brother from the ſacrifice, 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent, ; 
Therefore away with her, and vie bet as, yau will, 
The worſe to her, the better lou d of me. 
Lauinia. Oh Tamera be calld a gentle quecne, 
And with thine owne hands kill me in this place, 
For tis not life that I haue begd ſo long, 
Poore I was flaine when Haſſianus dide, 


Tamora, What begſt thou then? fond woman . me vor? 


Lauinia. Tis preſent death I beg, and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell. 
Oh keepe me from their worſe then killing laſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit, 
Where neuer mans eye may behold my body, 
Doe this and be a charitable murderer, . 
Tamora. So ſhould I rob my {weet ſonues of their? 
No, let them fatisfic their luſt on thee, 
Demet. Away, for thou haſt ſtaid vs heere too long; 
- Lavinia. No grace, no womanhood, ah beaitly cerca, 
The blot and enemy to our general] name, 
Confuſion fall 


Chiron. Nay then Ile ſtop your mouth, bring ten hcr 5 


band EM 
This is the hole where Aron bid vs hide him. 

Tamora. Farewell my ſonnes ſee that you make ac! ſure, 
Nere let my hart know merry cheere indecd, 
Till all the fndrenicie be made away 
Nov will I hence to ſeeke my louely Moore, 
And let my {| pleenefull ſonnes this troll deſiourc, 


or Titus Aunnomcus. 


- ſy" T; * 


| „ red net it Hoy: 3 
Rae Aon 2 F; Titus n 
Come on my lords, the better foote before, 
Streigbt will J bring you to the lothſome pit, 
Where I eſpied the panther faſt afleepe. | 
©uintus, My ſight is very dull what ere it bodes. 
Mart. And mine I promiſe you, were it not for ſhame, 
well could I leaue our ſport to ſleepe awhile. 
Kun. What art thou fallen? what ſubtile hole is this, 
Whoſe month is conered with rude growing briers, 
Vpon whole leaues are drops of new ſhed blood, 
As freſh as mornings dew diſtild on flowers, 
A very fatal place it ſeemes to me, 
Sreake brother haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Marti. © brother, with the diſmalſt oblett, 
ds cher eye with fight made hart lament. 
* Now will T fetch the king to find them heere, 
bat Kio thereby may haue a Fkely geſſe, 
Ho y theſe were they that made away his brother, 
Marti, Why doſt not comfort me and helpe me out, 
bm this vnhollow and blood ſtained hole. 
117, Jam ſurpriſed with an vpcouth feare, 
A Sig ſweat oreruns my trembling ioynts, 
bart luſpects more then mine eie can ſee, 
art. To prove thou haſt a true diuining hart, 
and thou looke downe into this den, 
And fee a featefull light of blood and death. 
* Aron is gone, and my compaſſionate hart, 
an not permit mine eyes once to behold, 
The 110 whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe : : 
Vi tell me how it is, for nere all how 
Was | child. to feare I know not what. 


Mart iu Lord Bali ianus lies embrewed heere, 
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All on a heape like to a flabghwed bd yi! 1... 

In this deteſted darkeblood-driaking pit oo 
Quintus. If it be darkethowdobft Thom know tis 
Martiur. Vpon bis Moody finger he doth wer - 

A precious ring, that lightens-all the hole: 

Which like a taper in ſome monument, 

Doth ſhine vþor the e eee 


And ſhewes the ragged intrailes at this pit: 

So pale. did ſtine the mne on. Piram!s, 

When he by night lay bath d in, maiden blood, . 

O brother helge, me. with, thy. fainting hand, 

If feare hath made thee faint, as mee it hath, 

Out of this fel} devouring receptacle; 

As hatefull as Gcitus miſtie month, 

Quint. Reach me thy hand, that I may help t! thee out, 

Or wanting ſtrength. to,doe thee ſo much gout, 

I may be pluckt igto-the-{wallowing wombe, 

Of this deepe pit, poore Baſſianus graue? 

I haue no ſtrength to plucke thee to the brink. 
Martius. Nor I no ſtrepgth to clime withour tt) | 
Quin. Thy hand once more, I Will nor. looſe g 

Till thou art hecre alott, or. 1 below, ED 

Thou canſt not comg to me, 1 come. to thee. 


Ar 


WR 162-3 bt 3s. i4-.1%% 24 
wn #hs Wor 
Exer the Emperour, Aron e 


Satur. Along with me, He fee what bos: 
And what be is that nov {leapt iuto it. 
Say, who art thou that lately didſt deſcend, 
lato this gaping hollow of the cart!) 
Martius. The vnhappie ſonne of old Sn 
Brought hither in a moſt vuluckie hour e, 
To finde thy brother Bafſianits dend. 
Saturnin.” My brother dead, I know thou dot 1 


* 


. 
. 1 * 1 N. * * | 5 N 
1 5 * 


Hie aud his lady botꝭx are at the dodge, - 
Vpon the north fide of this pleaſant chaſe, 
Tis not an houre ſince I left him there. 
Mart. We know not where you left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heere haue we found him dead. 


Enter Tunern, Amdronicus and Lacius. 


Tamara. Where is my lord the king? 
Aing, Here Tamora, though griend with killing griefe. 
Zamora. Where is thy brother Ba/ſtanus © 
King. Now to the bottome doſt thou ſcarch my wound, 
Poore Baſſianus heere lies murthered. 
Tamara. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 
The complot of this timeles tragedie, 
Ard wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 
lu pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyranmie. 
| She giveth Saturnine à lter. 


Saturninus reads the letter. 


And if we miſſe to meete him hanſomely, 

Sweet huntſman Baſſianus fit we meone, 

Dee thou fo much as dig the graue for him, 
Thau knowſt our meaning, books fer thy reward, 
Among the nettles at the elder trer, 

Which ouerefhades the mouth of that fame bit, 
Vere we decreed to bury Baſſianus, 


Dee this aud purchaſe vs thy laſting friend.. 


Ning. Oh Tamara was euer heard the like ? 
© 3 ihe pit, and this the elder tree, 

ke Irs if you can linde the kuatiman gut, 
at houid haue mur chered Baſſanus heere. | 
Aen. My graciqus ford heere is the: bag of gold. 
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THE MOST LAMENT ABLE T'RAGEDIE 


King. Two of thy whelpes, fell curs of bloody Kinde, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life: GA 90 
Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the priſon, 
There let them bide vnc we haue deuiſd 
Some neuer heard of tarteting paine for them. 


Tamora. What are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing 


How caſily murder is diſcouered? 
Titus, High emperqur vpon my feeble knee, 
T beg this boove, with teares not lightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my aceur led lonaes, 
Accurſed, if the faults be prou d in them. 
King. If it be prou'de ! you ſee it is apparant, 
Who found this letter, Tamera was it vou! 
Tamora. Andronicus bimſelfe did taks it VP. 
Titus. I did my lord, yet let me be theic bane, 
For by my fathers renerent tombe I vow | 
They ſhall be ready at your highnes will, 
To aunſwere their ſuſpition with their liues. 


King. Thou ſhalt not baile them, ſee Wy follow 


Some bring the murthered body, ſome the murthe, 


Let them not ſpeake a word, the guilt 1 18 unde de, 


For by my ſovle, 


That end vpon them ſhould be execut-d, 
Tamora. Andronicus I wil entreat the king, 
Feare not thy ſonnes, they ſhall do well enough 
Titus, Come Encins come, flax not to talke wit! 


Enter the empreſfe fornes, with Lauinta, be, bands 


Demet. 80 now goe tell and i * tongue can! 


o nw * 


ber tongue cur 2ut, and raw h! 


Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauiſht 1e. 


Chiron. Write downe thy minde, bewray thy 7. 


And if thy ſtumpes will let thee play the ſcribe 


' «CE 
W 3 


be 
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were there works end then death, 
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| TEM. 


nor Trres Aumnbon fs: 


N11 See how) with ſignes and tokens ſhe can ſcrowle. 
iron, Goe home, vall for ſweet witer;: wafh thy hands.” 
Dene, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to . 

4nd fo lets leaue her to her ſilent wal kes. 1 
(birm. And twere my cauſe, I ſhomd goe hang my ſole; / 
P:met. If thou hadſt hands to helpe thee knit the cord. 


- 3 


Enter Marcus from hunting. 


Vho is this my neece that flies away o falt! ? 
Coſen a word, where is your huſband ? 
i I do dreame would all my wealth would wake me, 
it 1 doe wake, ſome planet ſtrike me downe, 
That I may flumber in eternall ſleepe. 
Spcake gentle neece, what ſterne vngentle hands, 
Math lopt and hewd, and made thy body bare, 
Of her two branches, thoſe ſweet ornaments 
ale circling ſnadowes, kings haue ſought to ſleepe in, 
And might not gaine ſo great a happives | 
halte thy loue: why dooſt not ſpeake to me 
as, a crimſon riuer of warme blood, | 
Like to a bubling fountain ſtird with winde, | 
D th riſe and fall berweene thy roſed lips, 
Comming and going with thy honny breath, 
hut luce ſome Tereus hath defloured thee, 
And 1zait thou ſliouldſt detect them, cut thy tongue. 
Al now thou turnſt aw ay thy face for ſhame. 
Aud n9twithſtanding all this lofſe of blood, 
As hom a conduit with their iGuing ſpor its, 
let doe thy checkes looke red as Titans face, 
buſting to be eacquntred with a clowde, 
"ha 1 (poke for thee, ſhall L ſay tis ſo? 
Oh that 1 knew thy, kart, and.kpew the beaſt, 


That 1 wi 


ht rails at him to caſe my miude, 
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Sorrow concealed, like an ouen ſtopt, 

Doth burne the hart to cinders where 1 it is. ; 5 
Faire Philomella ſhẽ but loft her tongue. a 
And in a tedious ſampler lowed her minge. R ; 
But louely neece, that mearte is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met, 

And he hath cnt thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That could haue better ſowed then Philomel. 

Oh had the mouſtet feene thoſe lilly hands, 

Tremble like aſpen Jeaues-vpon a Inte, - 

And make the {ilken ſtrings delight to kiſſe them, 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heavenly harmony, 

Which that ſweet tongue bath made: 

He would haue dropt bis knife and fell aileepe, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian poets feete. 

Come let vs got, and make thy father blinde, 

For ſuch a fight will blade a fathers eye. 

One houres ſtorme will drowne the fragrant meades, 

What will whole months of teares thy fathers cycs 7 

Doe not draw backe, tor we will mourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy miſery. Exevnt 


ak 
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Enter the i ZUC {pes and ſenatrurs mwith Titus P2v9 forimes Fu, 
paſſing an the tage te the place of execution, and I tus ge. 
ing before pleading. _ | 


Titus, Heare me graue fathers, noble Tribunes { 
For pitty of mine age, 'V hoſe youth was ſpent 
In dangerous warfes, u hin you ſecurely ſlept. 
For all my blood in Au, great quarrel! thed, 
For all the froſty vights that 1 have watcht, 
And for theſe bitter teares, which now ou i 
Filling the aged wriukles in my cheekes, | 


verge ann Ran 
ene Türds Aubnouieb : 


& 86 941) bono. 
Be pittifull to my condemnhed ſounes, | | 


Whoſe ſoules is not corrupted a as tis th ought, „ 
For two and twenty ſonnes I, neuer wept, 5 
Becauſe they died in honours lofty bed. | 


Andronicus Hetß downe, and the indg ges ale by him, 


For theſe, Tribunes, i in the duſt I write 

My harts deepe languor, and my ſoules fad teares : 
Let my teares ſtanch the earths drie appetite, 

My ſonnes ſweet blood, will make it ſhame and bluſh : 
© earth, Iwill befriend thee more with raine 

That ſhall diſtill from theſe two ancient ruines, 
Then youthfull Aprill ſhalt with all his ſhowres. 

In {ummers drought, Ile drop vpon thee ſtill, 

ju winter with warme teares Ile melt the ſnow, 

And keepe eternall ſpring time on thy face, 

do than refuſe to drinke my deere ſonnes blood, 


Enter Lucius, with his weapoms drawne. 


0 renerent Tribuaes, oh gentle aged men, e 
dae my ſonnes, reuerſe the doome of death, 
And let me ſay (chat neuer wept before) 
teues are now preuailing oratours. 
Tris, Oh noble father you lament in vaine, 
Tue Tribunes heare you not, no man is by, 
Aud you recount your ſorrowes to 2 ſtone. 
Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 
raue Tribunes, once more 1 intreat of you. 
Lucius. My gracious lord, no 1 ribune heares you ſpeak. | 
Titus, Why tis 90 matter man, it they did heare 
hey would not marke mg, or if they did marke, 
\ll hootlefſe vnto them. 


Tteretore 1 tell my ſorrowes bootles to the ſtones, 
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Who though they cannot anſwere my diſtteſſe, 
Yet in ſome fort they arg better then the Tribuner, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: ie 
When I doe weepe, they humbly at my feete, 
Receiue my teares, and ſeeme to weepe with me, 

And were they but attired in graue weedes, - 

Rome could afford no Tribune like'to theſe, 

A ſtone is ſoft as waxe, Tribunes "More * men ones 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth nor, 

And Tribunes with their tongdes n men to deat!: 
But wherefore ſtandſt thou with thy wea por Erawne ? 

Luctus. To reſcue my two brothers from their deb, 

For which attempt the indges haue pronoumit 

My eueilaſting doome of baniſnment. 

Titus. © happy man, they haue befriended thec 

Why fooliſh Lacie, doſt thou net perceaue 

That Rome is but à wildernes of tigers? 

Tigers muſt prey, and Rome effords no prey 

But me and mine : how happy art thou then, 

From theſe deucurets to be baniſhed ?:. 

But who comes with pur brother Marci hore ? 


Enter: Marcus and Lauinia. 


Marcus. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe 
Or it not ſo, thy noble heart to breake ; 
bring conſuming ſorrow to thine : age. 
Tits. Will it conſume me ? Let me ſce i it then. 
Marc. This was thy daughter "ts 
Titus. Why Marcus ſa Me is. 1 
Lucius. Ave me, this obiet kils me. 
7ius. Faint-harted bay, ariſe and logke vpon her 
Speake Lauinia, what accurſed hand, 
Hath made thes;handlefle in thy fathers ig'1t? 


„ Or Tirus, Auͥů⁵énloviess. 


What foole hath added waten to the ſca? 
Or brought a fagget to bright buruing Troy 7 - 
My griefe was at the heinht before thou camſt, 
4nd now like Nylus it diſdaineth bounds: 
Hine me a {word dle chop off my hands too; 
For they haue fought for Rene, and all in vaine 3 
And they haue nurſt-this, woe, ia feeding life: 
{1 bootelefſe prayer haue they bene held vp, 
4nd they haue ſeru' d me to effeculeſſe vie. 
Now all the ſeruice I require of them, 
i; that the ane will heipe to cut the other? 
T's well Lawinia that thou hait no hands, 
For hands to do Rome ſeruice, is but vaine. 
Lucius. Speake gentle ſiſter who hath marterd thes ? 
1:-c45, O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with ſuch pleaſing elaquenca, 
1s torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
ere like a ſweet mellodions bird it fung, 
duet varied notes inchaunting euery.eare. 
cin. Oh ſay thou ſor her, who hath done this deede? 
c. 05 thus 1 found ber {traying in the parke, 
Ye. ag o hide herſelfe as doth the deare 
hit ath receauderfome vnrecaring wound, 
Tus, It was my deare, and he that wounded her, 
ah gurt me more then had he kild me i Lead 
tor now | and as one vpon a rock; 
10d with a wildernes of lea, 
> markes the waxing tide, grow wane by wav, 
<ting euer when ſome enuions ſurge, | 
* a in bi briniſn bowels ſwallow him. 
\% way to death my wvretched ſonnes are gore, 
ecrc !tznds my other One, à bauiſht man, 
A d heere my brother weeping at my woes, 
bt eich gites my fouls the preateſt-ſpurne; 
74 
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Is deere 1 derer, then my. {oule, t 
Had I bot ene th Piekyre ig this plight, i... -..- bs : 
It would haue madded me; what ſhall ] doe, 
Nowe 1 ce ty, Jively. body, ſo.2 + X rk: 

Thou haſt no hands to wipe away thx tearez, 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath, marterd, thee : 
Thy huſband he is dead, and for his death» 
Thy brothers are condempde, and dead by this, 
Looke Marcus, ah ſonne Lucius looke on her, 

. When I did name her brothers, then freſh teares 
Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vpon a gathred lillie almoſt withered, | 

Marc. Perchance ſhe weepes becauſe they kild her uten, 

Perchance becauſe ſhe knowes him innoceut. 

; Titus. If they did kill thy huſband then be ioyfs!l!, 

; Becauſe the law hath tage reneage on them. 

No, no, they would not doe fo foule a deede, 
Witnes the ſorrow that their fſter makes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiſſe thy lips, 

Or make ſome ſigne how I may do thee eaſe : 

Shall thy good vncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about ſome fountaine, 
Looking all downewards to behold aur cheekes 
How they are ſtaind in picadowes yet not dry, 

With micry ſlime leit on them by a flood? 

And in the fountaine ſhall we gaze ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from. that cleerencs, 

And made a þrine pit with our bitter teares 2? - 

Or ſhall we cut away qur hands like.chine? - 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumbe ſhes 
Patſe the remainder of our hateful dales: 

What ſhall we doe? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot ſome deuife of further miſery. .. | 


To make vs wondred at in fim to come: 


1122508 Tres Au, i!lte 


Luci. Sweet father Uſe your traves, for # your gri og bt 
ge how my wretched iter fobs' atid 1 1 oF n 
Mart. Patien®Yeere*trocke, good Titus Ate "Hine eyes. 
Titus, Ah Marcus, Martas; Cr nk I wote, ay f f 1 
Thy napkin cantöt drink à Teare” of mins, het 4. * 
For thou poore man Hatt drqꝰyndeit with thine owne, | at” 
Luci, Ah my Leia T'will wipe thy "Theekes, © 
Titus, Mark Marrs tharke, T'aderſtand her ligas, 
Had the a tongue to Tpeake, now would 1 he tay ot; 85 
That to her brother which I fad to TT ye 
{lis napkin with her true feares "all bewet, A 1 
Cn do no ſeruice on her forrowtull cheekes, ts 2 wa 
Oh what a 6mpithy of woe | 15 this! * * . 


As farre from helpe as be! ts from büßt. 


E e Aron the Mere N. ae. 
More. Titus Andronicits, my lord the empercur, 
Sends thee this word, that if thou louie thy lonnes, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, of thy ſelfe old Tus, 
O% any one of you; chop off your hand, 
And ſend it to the king, he for the (ame, £ 
Will {cd thee hither both thy ſontds allue, oo 
\nd that hall be the raünſome for their fault. +4, 
Titus, On gracious emperour, oh gentle Aron, : | 
"id cuer rauen ſing felike aTajkes 1 75 
n giues ſweet"tydings of the ſunnes vpr its? 
With all my hart, Ile ſend the eri perour 1 my hand, ITY a 
Cod Aron wilt thou help to chop 4 off > 3 
L171 AUS, Stay father, fof that noble Hand of thine, | 
bach throwne d6Whie fo many ene nes, 3 1 7210 
"hall not be ſent? my Hand Will feriie the türne, . e 
My youth can better ſpare my bo then u you, 1 | 


& you, 


Au Gerefore mine u Aus wfy bfothers Hücs. 
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Marc. Which of your hands hath not defended Ren 
And reard aloft the blobily battleaxe, | 
Wrighting deſtruction on the enemies eſte? | 
Oh none of both hut are of high defert : - 

þ My hand hath bene but idle, let it ſerue 
To raunſome my two nephewes from HR dah 
Then haue I kept it to à worthy end. 
Mccre. Nay come #gree whoſe hand halt go along. 
For feare they die befoik their perde come. 

Marcus, My hand ſhall goe. 

Lucius. By heauen it ſhall not goe. 

Titus. Sirs ſtriue no more, fach withred heart: 4: 
Are meete for plucking vp, and therefore mine. 

Luciu. Sweet father, if 1 thall be thought thy ſonne, 
Let me redeeme my brothers both from death, 

Marcus. And for our fathers fake and mothers care, 
Now let me ſhow a brothers loue to thee. 

Titus. Agree betweene yon, I will ſpare my hand 
Lucius, Then lle 'goe fetch an de. 

Marc. But I will v# the axe. 

Titus, Come hither ron,” lle deceiue them bot 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Moore. If that be cald deceit, I wili be honett, 
And neuer whilſt J ue deceine men fo : © 
But Ile deceive you in another ſort, 

And that youle ſay ere half an houre paſſe. 


He cuts of Titus haud. 


Enter Lucius and ae againse. 
Titus. Now ſtay your ſtrife, what ſhall He is d % 
Good Aren giue his maleſtie my hand, 
Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers: bid him bury it : 


* 7 


' * 


More tian, that let jt Ls. 


As iewels purchaſt at an eaſic price, | ian 
And yet deere too, becauſe I bought mine owne. ( 
Aron, 1 goe Andronicus, and for thy hand, 
Looke by and by to haue thy ſonnes with thee. 
Their heads I meane : oh, how this villany, 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it. 
Let focles doe good, and faire men call for grace, 
geen will haue his ſoule blacke like his face, 
Titus, O heere I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
and bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 
if any power pitties wretched teares, 
To that I call: what would thou kneele wich; me? 
Doe then deare heart, for heauen ſhall heare our prayers, 
Cr with our ſighs weele breath the welkin dimme, 
aud ſtaine the ſunne with fogge as ſometime cloudes, 
en they do hug him in their melting boſomes. 
Marcu:, Oh brother ſpeake with poſlibilitics, 
Aud do not breake into theſe deepe extreames.. ;, 
7itur, Is not my ſorrow deepe, hauing no bottome.: 
1nen be my paſſions bottomleſſe with them. 
Marcus, But yet let reaſon gouerne thy, lament. 
Titus, If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I binde my woes ; T 
hen heaven doth, weepe, doth not the eat th cation} 
i the windes lage, doth not the {ca wax mad 
Uncatring the welkin with his bigſwolne {ace ? 
8:0 wilt thou haue a reaſon for this coile ? 
Lum the ſea, Harke how her ſighes doe flow: 
dee is the weeping welkin, I the earth: 
5 © mult my ſea be moued with her ſighes, 
Ther mu my carth with her continuall teares, 


eng 4 deluge : ouerflowed and drowned : 


Exit. 


For 


As for my ſonnes, , ſay 1 account of them, 5 | | 
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Tux Mo LAMA Tikoenty 
For why, y bowels tht qiior Hide het I. 


But like a drunkard Fn Vomit, chem. 
Then give me leaue, or Joo fers wil * leaue, 
To eaſe their flomackes with their bitter tongues. 


1 237 


ge, Aids with two heads and a 3 


Meſſen. Worthy Andfvnicus, ill art thou repaid, 
For that good hand thou ſemtſt the emperout : 
Heere are the heads of thy two noble ſonnes, 

And heeres thy. hand in ſcorbe to thee ſent backe 
Thy griefes their ſports : thy reſolution moch 
That woe is me to thinke vpou thy woes, 
More then remembrance of my fathers death. 

Marc. Now let hot Atua toole in Cicihe, © 
And be my hart an euer - burning hell? 

Theſe nuſeries are more then may be borne. 


Fxit 


To weepe with them that weepe, doth caſe ſome dene, 


But ſorrow flouied at, is double death; 


Luci. Ah that this fight ſhould make ſo deepe e 


And yet deteſted life not ſhrinke' thereat : 

Fhat cuer death ſhould let Hfe beare his name, 

Where life hath no more intereſt but to breath. 
Marc. Alas poore hart that kiſſe is comfortieſſi, 

As frozen water to a ſtarued ſnake.” - 


Titus, When will this fearefull ſlumber hanc a: nd - 


Mar. Now farewell Rlatteric, die  Arndronicus, 
Thou doſt not ſlumber; ſee thy two fonnes heads, 
Thy warlike hand, thy mungled daughter hecr: - 
Thy other baniſht ſonge with this deere ſighi 
Strucke pale and bloodleſſe, and thy brother , 
Euen like a ſtony image, cold and numme. 

Ah now no more wall I controule my abs, 
Rent of thy ſilver haire, y other hand. 
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Goawing with thy teeth, and. be this diſmali ſight 

The cloſing vp of our moſt Wretchedh eyes. er 4: 

Now is 4 time to ſtorme, why * ton AY, Fo n 
Titus, Ha, ha, ha. 1 


1 
of | 


9 IFN 


Marc. Why doſt thou lavgh it hes not _w_ this — 
Tits. Why J baue not another teare to ſned: 
Besides, this ſorrow is an enemie, 
And would vſurpe vpon my watry che, 
And make them blinde with tributarie teares. 
Then which way fhall I finde reuenges cue? 
Por theſe two heads doe ſeeme to ſpeake io me, 
And threat me, I ſhall neuer come to bliſſe, 
Till all theſe miſchiefes be returnd againe, 
nen in their throats that haue committed them. 
Come let me fee what taſke I haue to doe, 
{02 heanie people, circle me about, 
That 1 may turne me to each one of you, ! 
And ſcare vnto my ſoule to right your: wrong 
ne vow is made, come brother take a head, i 
And in this hand the othergwill I bare. = 
d Lauigia thou ſhalt be imployd in cheſe armes, 
=p are thou my hand ſweet wench betweene ty abs 
or thee boy,” goe get thee from my fight, 
Thou art ag Exiles, and thou walk not y, 
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o the Gethes, and raiſe a army:thete,: " 1 nde | 
Ar 4 1 vor : - | % , » 18 
tn you loue me, as Þ-thinke you doe, 3 | 


t and part, for we haue nuch to doe 
e, Farwell Andranious my men GN 7: 

= wofulſt may that euer liude in N] t daa t 

well proud ume tilt Tucius come rr ad ag 

: nes his pledges dearer then his — * 


—— — — 
7 — 


cl Lauinia my noble ſiſter, * 
= thou wert ag thou to fore haſt bee, | | 
. * OV nor Lucius nor Lauixia lives © OO Fol 
| But 


Tur 087 aauniriutt Trot: 


But in obliuion and hatefult griefen 
If Lucius live he will requite your wrongs, d 45 
And make proud Seturine and his emprefſe 
Beg at the gates like Tarquin and his queene. 
Now will I to the Gathes and raiſe a power; 
To be reuengd on Rome: and Saturnins. 


Erit Lis 


Enter Lucius ſonne and Lauinia running after 
boy flies from, ber with big bagkes under his ar. 


Enter Titus and Marcus. 


Puer. Helpe grandſier helpe, my aunt Lauinia 
Followes me every where 1 know not why. 
Good vncle Marcus fee how {ſwift ſhe comes, 
Alas ſweet aunt, I know not what you meane. 

Marcu. Stand by me Lucius, doe not teare thine 

Titus, Sheloues thee boy too well to do thee harm, 

Puer, I when my father was in Rome ſhe did. 

Marcus. What meanes my neece Laumia by tlc ges 

Titus, Feare her not Lucius ſomewhat doth ſhe meat 
See Lucius fee, how much ſhe makes of thee : 
Some whether would ſhe haue thee goe with her. 
Ah boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Red to her ſonnes then'ſhe hath red to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tulhes oratour : 

Canſt thou not geſſe wherefore ſhe plies thee he 

Puer. My lord know not I, nor can I geile, 
Vnleſſe ſome fit or freazic do peſſeſſe her: 

For I haue heard my grandſier ſay full off, 
Extremitie of griefes would make men mad. 
And I have red that Hecuba of Tray, 

Ran mad through ſorrgw; thut made me to ca 
Although my lord, I know my noble aunt, 


— . wo OVY 


1% Trrus AuraO²¹ι¹ ,,,, 


oues me as deare as ere my mother didz.. 
4nd would not but i fury fright my youth, + 4 17 
Which made me downerto- throw my bookes and flie, 
Caulles perhaps, hut pardon me iweet aunt, 
And madam, if my vncle Murcus goe, 
i moſt willingly attend your lady ſhip. 

Marc: Lucius 1 will. 

_ How now. Lauinia, Marcus what meanes this ? 

ne booke there is that the deſires to'ſee ; W | 
— is it girle of theſe? open them boy, A 1 
hut thou art deeper read aud better (kild, VIE 
| Come and take choyſe of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy forrow, tül the heauens 
| Reverle the dambd coutriuer of this deede. 
| Why lifts ſhe vp her armes in ſequence thus: 
Marc. I thinkg ſhe meanes that there was more chen o one 
(oatfederate in the fact, I more there was: 
| Or elſe to heauen ſhe heaues them for reuenge. | [ 
Titus, Lucius What hooke is that ſhe toſſeth jo ? 
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Paer. Graudſierx tis Guigs a 0 
My mother gaue it me. | 
Mare. For loue. of, her thats gong, : 11 
Ferbaps ſhe culd it from among the reſt. | vi 
Titus, Soft, fo buſily fhe turnes the leaves, | 
tlipe her, what would. ſhe finde? Zawiniz ſhall 1 read? | } 
Ti: is the tragicke tale of P/ilomel, Wt 
And treates of Terexs. treaſon. and his rape, 1 


dad tape I feare was rooteę of thine, annoy. 
Marc. See brother ſee note how {he quotes the, lezues. M 
Tun, Lauinia, vert thou thus a lweet girle, _ ._-- 14 


Nauichd am me ag Rbdanga Mas, 


A. - 


dee, 8 1 inch e N 4s Where We : did bunt, un . 
O had We ne! uer, ucuer. hunted there) Len e b | 4 


Patternd 


THz MOST LAMENTABLE TRrAcepi: 


Patternd by that the poet heete deſcrihes, 
By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 
Marc. O why ſhould nature build ſo foule a den, 
vnleſle the gods delight in tragedies? + 
Zit. Giug ſignes ſweet girle for heere are none but 
What Romane lord it was durſt do the decde ? 
Or ſlonke not Saturnine, as Targuin erſt, 
That left the campe ro finne in Lucrece bed. 
Marc. Sit downe {weert neece, brother fir downs by ms, 
Apollo, Pallas, Inue, or Mercury, | 
Infpire me that I may this treaſon ſinde. 
My lord locke heere, looke heere Lauinia. 


He writes his name with his ftaffe, and guides it vit. 
feete and mouth, : 

152 A 

This ſandie plot is plaine, guide if thou can(t A 
This after me, I haue writ my name, 7 
Without the helpe of any hand at all. Ar 
Curſt be that hart that forſt vs to this Niift : An 
Write thou good neece, and hecre diſplay at laſt, An 
What God will have diſcouered for revenge, Wil 
Heauen guide thy pen to priat thy ſorrowes plaine, Anc 
That we may know the traytors and the truth. F 
She takes the flaſſe in her mouth, and guides it it) her by 

Or | 

| flumpes, and writes. | 51 
Titus. Oh doe ye read my lord what ſhe hath wis. for þ 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. Py 
Marc. What, what, the luſtfull ſonnes of Tamer, tit, 


Performers of this hainous bloody deede ? 

Titus. Magni Dominator poli, | 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera, tam lentus vides 7 

Marc. Oh calme thee gentle lord, although | © 
There is enough written vpon this earth, 


. " 
\ 244 * *, % 1 , 


or Trrus-AnnRonious; 


To ſtirre a mutevie in the mildeſt thoughts, 
And arme the mindes of infants to exclaimes.” 
My lord kneele downe with me, Lauinia kneele, 


And ſweare with me, as with the wofull feere. 
And father of that chaſt diſhonoured dame, 

Lord Junins Brutus {weare for Lucrece rape, 
That we will proſecute by good aduiſe 

| Mortall revenge vpon theſe trayterous Cet hes, 
And fee their blood, or die wi th this reproch. 
Titus, Tis ſure enough, and you knew how, 
But if you huat theſe beare whelpes then beware, 
The dam will wake, and if ſhe winde you once, 
Shee's with the lyon deepely till in league, 

And lulls him whilſt ſhe playeth on her back. 
And when he ſleepes will ſhe do what ſhe lift. 
You are a young huntſman Marcus, let it alone, 
And come I will goe get a leafe of braſſe, 

And with a gad of ſteele will write theſe words, 
And lay it by: the angry northerne winde, 

Will blow theſe iands like Sibels leaucs abroad, 


Fuer. I fay my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mothers bed - chamber houid not be fate, 
for theſe bad bond-men to the yoake of Rome. 
Marc. I thats my boy, thy father hath full oft, 
for bis yngratefull country done the like. 

Puer. And vnckle ſo will I, and if ! line. 
Titus, Come goe with me into mice armorie, 
Lacius Ile fit thee, and withall, my boy 

Small carry from me to the empreſſe ſonnes, 
Frelents that J intend to fend them both, 


| het 


ok. I | 
Vol. Inn. 42 
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And kneele ſweete boy, the Remaine Hector hope, 
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And wheres your leſſon then, boy what ſay you ? 


Cone, come, thoult do thy meſſage, wilt thou not? 
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Taz 11087 LAMTN TALENT T*acrpie 
Puer. 1 with 0 dag er in thek bofdmes grandſier 
Titus. No boy not ſo, Ile teach thee anotber courte, 
Lauinia come, Marens jooke to my bouſe, Ry 
Lucius and'Ile goe brave it at the court. 
I marry will we fir, and weele be waite ed on. * Fxeurt, 
Marc. O heauens! can you heare' a good man gron« 
And not relent, or not compaſſion him 8 
Marcus attend him! in bis extaſſe, 
That hath more ſcars of ſortow in his hart, 
Then foc-mens markes ypor his battred thietd, 
But yet ſo iuſt, that he will not revenge, 
Reuenge the heavens for old awer. 


1 
* 


Bop 


Enter Aron, Chiron 3 bund at one ders, and at wn; 
ther dore gung Lucius and aber "with a Funds ben 


Fons, and verſes whit en them. 


Chiron, Dimutrivs, hears the fene af Lair, 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliuer vs. 


Aron. I fome mad mellage from his mad e . ther. [ 
Puer, My lords, with all the humblenes I moy, 
[ greete your honours: from Andronicus, | D 
And pray the Kmane gods confound you bath. 
Ar 


Deme. Gramercic toucly Zucins, what's the neues“ 
Puer, That you are both decipherd, that's the uwowes, 
For villaines markt with rapa. May it pleaſe you, 
My grandfier well aduiſde hath ſent by me, 
The goodlieſt weapons of his armorie, 
To gratifie your honourable your 
The hope of Rame, for ſo he bad me ſay ; 
And ſo t do, and with his gifts preſent 
Your lordihips, vben ever you haue nrede, 
You may be armed and appointed weill, 
And fo I leave you both + like: bloody villain. 


Zu 


1192 o Tixus. Any RONIQUS. . 3 vx « © 
Deme. Whats! heere? a 19s and Fritten round. about! % 
Let's ſec, Bache 


Integer vite ſcelerifoue furus, i non 6 eget maury iaculis nec ergus, 


Chirm. O tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well. 
[ 1cad it in the grammer long agoe. 


Mere. 1 iuſt, a verie in Horace, right, you haue i it, 
Now what a thing it is to be an ale. 
Heeres no ſound ieſt, the old man hath found their gilt, 
And ſends the weapons wrapt about with lines, 
That wound (beyond their feeling) to the quick: 
But were our witty empreſſe well a foote, 
duce would applaud Andrgnicus conceit, 
But let her reſt in her vnreſt a while. 
And now young lords, waſt not a happy Carre, 
Led vs to Nome ſtrangers, and more then io 
Captiues to be aduanced to this height ? 
it tid me good before the pallace gate, 
To braue the Tribune in his brothers hearing. 
Demet. But me more good to ſee ſo great à lord, 
Baſcly inſinuate, and ſend vs gifts. 1 00y 
More, Had he not reaſon lord Demetrins, 
Did you not vie his daughter very friendly ? 
Demet. IL would we had a thouſand Romane dames 
At loch a bay, by tarne to ſerue our luſt. 
Heron. A charitable wich and full of loue. 
gare. Heere lacks: but your mother for to ſay Amen. 
(4:01, And that woutd (he for twenty thouſand: more. 


Demet. Come let ys goe aud pray to all the e 
For our beloued mother in her paines. 


More. Pray tothe onions the gods haue giuen vs ouer. 


"No - Trumpets jound. 
585 em. Why aalen ors trumpets flouriſh thus? 


Belike for ioy the emperour hath à ſonne. 
d Soft, who comes heere? 
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Enter 


TE MOST tar Abl URAGEDIE 


TWO SOUR 21TT. 


Enter Nurſe with. a blacke aimoare' childe, 


Nur, Good morrow lords, O tell mg did you fee 4-1 1) 

Aron. Well, more or leſſe, or ale a w whit at all, 
Heere Aron is, 2 What with Aron no? 

Nurſe. O gentle Aron, we are all vndone, 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermore. 

Aren. Why what a catterwalling doſt thou keepe, 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine armes ? 

Nurſe. O that which I would hide from heanens -yc, 
Our empreſſe ſhame, and ſtately Remes diſgrace, 

She is deliucred lords, ſhe is dchucred. 

Aron. To wWhome? 

Nurſe. I meane ſhe is brought a bed. 

Aron. Wel God giue ner good reſt, what hath he at ho 

Nurſe. A devill. 

Aren. Why then the is the devils dam, a joyful iſſuc 

Nurſe, A ioyles, difmall, blacke, and forrowtull 0: 
Heere is the babe as loathſome as a toad, 

Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime, 
The empreſſe ſends it thee, thy ſtampe, thy ſcale, 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy daggers point. 

Aron. Zounds ye whore, is black fo baſe a hue? 
Sweet blows, you are a beautious bloſſome ture. 

Deme. Villaine what haſt thou done? 

Aron. That which thou canſt not vudo- 

Chiron, Thou haſt vndone our mother. 

Aron. Villaine, I haue done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein httiſh dog thou haſt v 
Woe to her chance, and dambd her loathed choyce, 
Accurſt the ofepAip of fo foule a ficnd. 

Chiren. It Mall" tot lu. 

Aron. It mall dt die 
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each iger Maske 
Nurſe, Aron. It muſt, the mother wils it ſo. 
Aron, What mult it nurſe ? then let no man but , 
Noe execution on my fleſh and blood. 
Dem. Ile broach the tadpole on my rapiers point, 
Nurſe give it me, my {word ſhall ſoone diſpatch it. 
rom. Sooner this ſword ſhall plow thy bowels vp. 


Now by the burning tapers of the ſkie, 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies ypon_my ſemitars ſharpe point, 
That touches this my firſt borne ſonne and heire : 
{ tell you younglings, not Enceladus, 
With all his threatning band of Tyþhons broode, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the, god of warre, 
Shall ceaze this prey out of his fathers hands 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow harted boyes, 
Yee white- umbde walls, yz ale-houſe painted ſigucs, 
Cole-blacke is better then another huc, 
[a that it feornes to beare another hue : 5 
For all the water in the ocean, | 
(an never turne the ſwans Þlacke legs to white, 
\l:hough ſhe laue them hourely in the flood! 
!ell the empreſſe from tat 1 am of age 
To —_ mine one, "excuſe it how ſhe can. 
enct. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtris thus ? 
My miſtris is my miſtris, this my elfe, 2 
15 : vigour, and the picture of my you! hy; . | 
1 before all the world do I pr elerre, 
5 's mauger all the world, will J keepe lafe,.. 
| Or ſome of you Mall {moake for j it in Rome... 
Demet. By this our mother i is for euer ſharade. 
"iron. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foule elcape. 


ee, 1 bluſh to thinke vpon this ignomie. 
Aaz 


Stay murtherous villaines, will you kill your brother ? 


Nurſe. The emperour in his rage will doome her death, 


Aren, 
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Aron. Why theres the 2 8 rinledge 7 your beauty beart⸗ 


Fie trecherous hue, "that will 12 with blu! b hing 

The cloſe enacts and, counſels of the hart : : 

Heeres a young lad framde of another leere, 

Looke how the blacke ave {miles vpon the father, 

As who ſhonld ſay, old lad I am thine owne. 

He is your brother lords, ſenſibly fed | 

Of that ſelteblood that firſt gaue life to you, 

And from that wombe where you impriſoned were, 

He is infranchiſed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the ſurer fide, 

Although my ſeale be ſtamped in his face. 

Nurſe. Aron what ſhall I fay vnto the emprelic ! 
Demet. Aduiſe thee Aren, what is to be donc, 

And we will all ſubſcribe to thy aduile : 

Saue thou the childe fo we may all be fe. 

Aron. Then kt we downe and let vs all conſuolt. 

My ſonne and I will haue the winde of you: 

Keepe there, now talke at pleaſure of your ſafer; 
Demet. How many women faw this childe of H 
Aran. Why to braue lords, when we joyne in lezpu: 

I am a lambe, put if you brave the Moore, 

The chafed bore, the mountaine Iyoneſſe, 

The ocean {wells not fo as Aron ftormes : 

But ſay againe, how many ſa the childe ? 

Nurſe. Cornelia, the midwife and my ſelfe, 

Aud no one elſe bur the delivered empreſſe. 

Aron. The empreſſe, the midwife, and your e, 

Two may keepe counſell when the thirds away 


Goc to the cmpreſſe, tell her this I ſaid, Fe bills | 


Wceeke, werk, ſo cries a pigge prepared to the ht. 
Demet. What meanſt thou on, whereſorc dill! 
Aron. O lord fir, tis a deed of pollicie, 
Shall ſhe line to betray this gilt of outs! 


270 TAN «1 


4 long tongy'd babling goſli ip, no lords no 
And now be it knowne. to you my full intent. 
Not farre, one Muliteus my country. _ 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, 82 
His childe is like to her, faire as you are: 
Joe packe with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all, 
And how by this their childe ſhall be aduaunſt, 
And he received for the emperours heyre, 
\r {ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To came this tempeſt whirling in the court, 
And let the emperour dandle him for his owne, 
Harke ye lords, ye fee, I haue given her phiſick, 
And you mult needes beſtow her tunerall, 
Che fields are neere, and you are gallant groomes ; 
4 his done, fee that you take no longer daies 
v1 {end the midwife preſently to me, 
: he midwife and the nurſe well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chirm. Aron I ſee thou wilt not truſt the ayre with ſecrets. 
ne., For this care of Tamora, 
25 and hers are highly bound to thee, Exeunt. 
7:7, Now to the Gothes, as ſwift as {wallow flies. 
There to difpole this treaſure in mine armes, 
And ſecretly to greete the empreſſe friends: 
Come on you thick-lipt-flaue, Ile beare you hence, 
it eis you that puts vs to our ſhifts: 
; ou feed, on berries, and on rootes, 
A feede on curds and whay, and ſucke the goate, 
\nd cabbin in a caue, and bring you vp 
7: 1 : #4rriour, and commaund a campe. = 


74-7208. 200 Enter 


Tus eee 


Enter Ties, . 1 et, gentlenie 
with bewes, and KU 424} f d with 1:7 tert n 
them, e Fears TOT YEW 5 no Dad? 


tie q won wod won wor ume 

| tus, Come Marcus, come; Kinſmer this is * way, 
Sir reer, archerie;* Bol bo wy | 
Looke yee draw hom enough and tis there firaight, 
Terras Area religuit, be your remembred Marcus, 
Sheęs gone, ſhees' fied; firs take you to'your tooles, 
You coſens ſhall gos ſound the ocean; i + 
And caſt-your nets,” happily you may inde her | in the seg, 
Yet theres as little juſtice as at land: 
No Publius and Sempronius, you muſt doe it, 
Tis you mnſt dig with mattocke, and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inwoſt center of the earth, _ 
Then when you come to Plutoes region, 
I pray you deliver him this petition, 


Tell him it is for inftice and for aide, N 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, d 
Shaken with ſpreowes in vngratefull Rome. 4 
Ah Rome, well, welt, I made rhee miſerable, 0 
What time I threw the pcoples ſuffrages 
On him that thus doth tytannite ore me. 4 
Goe get you gone, and pray be carefull all, A; 
And leaue you not a man of warre vnſearcht, H, 
This wicked emperout may have ſhipt her hence, Op 
And kinimen then we may goe pipe for iuſtice. Yo 
Marc. O Publius is not this a heauie caſe To 
To fee thy noble vncle thus diſtract? Of 
Publi, Therefore my lords it highly vs concerns The 


By day and night 1 attend him carefully: 
And feede this humour kindely as we may, 
Till time beget ſong carefull remedie. 
Marcus. Kiulmen, his ſorrowes are paſt remed 


. 


$102 :00: Tru ANDRON IRAs 1: 


199 Werde Cu 


Titus. Publius how now, how now my maiſters, pron 
What haue yo mer with) er? Ne eee Sno) wort 


Publi. No my good lord, but P ſends yo,, e 
if you will Raue teuenge from hell vou haf, 
Martie for ĩuſtice ſnè s ſo imploy d. 


He thinkes with Lene in heagen; or nne 


go that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a tine 


Titus, He doth me wrong to feed me with arge. 
e diue into the burning lake below, 


and pull her out of Acaron by the heeles, 

Marcus we are but ſhrabs, no cedars we, 

No big-bond-men, framd of the Cycles Tize, 

But mettal Marcus, ſteele to the very backe, 

en wrung with wrongs more then our nm can hs 

And ſith theres no iuſtice in earth nor hell, uin 
We will folicite heauen, and mone the * 

To ſend downe juſtice for to wreake our wrong: 

Come to this geare, you Are a good archer Marru. 

He giues tbem the ene 

41 huem, thats for you, here ad HIT, + Ar 1613 mid a 

4d Martem, thats for my ſelfeß 323 107 199 200 
lere boy to Patlay, here to Mercur) aol Pak 

io Safurnine," to Cains, not to Satu nine 

Ton were as good to ſhoote aguĩuſt the Winde. mtaix boA 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when'T bid, *| ei ane O yan. 

Of ny word, I haue written to effect. „Sido va oT 

Theres not 3 god left vnſtilicited 129 +» ada IT rant) 
rex Kinſmen, ſhoot all your Thafts ad Nee ut, 

"© 11 afflict the emperouf in Hig'prifes®” © 7 + War 
png Now maiſters dawy oK well Ee Duty; ami 1 

cod boy in Pirgede a/ gde dt RIU... 
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Tux M057[tauenrante Tract: 


Marc My lord, I alme a mile beyond ane | 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Titus. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, What baſt thou Ho 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Tuurut hornes. 
Marcus. This was the ſport my lord, when Palins fron, 
The Bull being gald, gaue Arie; ſuch a knocke, 
That downe fell both the Kams hornes in the court, 
And who ſhould finde them but the empreſſe vill-ine - 
She laught, and told the Moore he ſhould not chooſ: 
But giue them to his maiſter for a preſent. 


Enter the Clowne with a baſtet and tuo þidgion: wn © 


Titus. Newes, newes from heauen, 
Marcus the poaſt is come, 
Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters? 
Shall I haue iuſtice, what ſaies /giter © 
Cloune. Ho the iibbetmaker, hee fayes that he 43th :2 
them downe againe, for the man mult not be hang ©! : 


2 


next weeke, 
Titus. But what lakes dubiter I afke thee ? 


Clowne. Alas fir I know not /apiter : 
I nener dranke with him in all my life. 
Titus, Why villaine art not thou the carries 
Ciowne. I of my pidgions fir, nothing els. 
Titus. Why, didſt thou not come from heaner / 
Clowne. From heauen ! alas fir, I never came to 
God forbid I ſhould be io bold, to preſſe to coun 1D 
young dayes. | 
Why I am going with my pidgions to the tribuna ebe 
take vp a matter of brawle, betwixt my vole, 1 6 
of the emperialls men. 
Marcus. Why fir, that is as fit as can be to {c1:0 137 9 
oration, and! let him deliver the pidgiuns to the emperour bs 


Jou. b 
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Titus. Tell 3 an to the emꝑeraur 

| with a grace ? 3 yd win vw 21 1101 100Y 

Claune. Nay truely fir, I 5 deten“ 1 . life. 
Titus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoe, 

But giue your pidgions to the emprbur, 

Ny me thou ſhalt haue iuſtice at his hands. 

Hold, hold, meane while here's m—_ tor thy charges, 

Giuc me pen and inke, 

Sicra, can you with a grace ddiner. a Japplication 3 2 
Clewne. I fir. | 
Titus. Then here is a ſupplication for you, and wh. you 

come to him, at the firſt aproach you muſt kneele, then kiſſe 


his foote, then deliver vp your pidgions, and then look for 
Four reward. 


le be at hand fir, ſee you doe it brauelie. 

| Clone, J warrant you tir, let me alone. 

Titus. Sirra haſt thou a knife? Come let me ſee it. 
lere Marcus, fold it in the oration, 

| Tor thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant. 

aud when thou haſt giuen it the emperour, 

ocke at my dore, and tell me what he ſayes. 

| ne, Cod be with you fir, I will, 

Titus, Come Marcus let vs goe, Publius follow me. 


Exeunt., 


Wh 
Ne 


2 
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Exit. 
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"1127 Emperour and Empreſſe, and her {ws ones, the empe- 
"v4r brings the arrmwes in bis hand that Titus {hot at him. 


Satur. Why lords, what wrongs are theſe? was euer ſcene 
n emp* our in Rome thus ouerborne, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 

) exall inftice, vide in ſuch contempt ? 

Py lords, you know the mightfull gods, 

ou ener theſe diſturbers of our peace 

dun in the peoples eares, there nought hath paſt, 8¹ ˖ 

Bu 


Tux MOST 1 MEW AUE H TüAozpir 


But buen wude he get be Wilfull foil „ ; 

Of olkbudndronitws. And What and if 
His ſorrowes haue fo'vnerwhetmde hans: * 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreakes, 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bitternes? 
And now he writes to heaven for his redreſſe, 
See heeres to loue, and this to Mercury, 
This to Apollo, this to the god of warre: 
Sweet ſcrowles to flie about the ſtreets of Rome, 
Whats this but libelling againſt the ſenate, 
And blazoning our vniuſtice every where 

A goodly humour, is it not my lords? 

As who would ſay, in Rome no inftice were 
But if I line, his fained extaſies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages, 

But he and his ſnall know that inftice lives 
In Saturninus health, whome if he ſleepe, 
Heele fo awake, as he in fury ſhall 
Cut off the proud'ſt conſpiratour that lines, 

Tamora. My gracious lord, my louely Saturni:: 
Lord of my life, commaunder of my'thoughts, 
Calme thee, and beare the faults of Titus age, 
Th' effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſonnes, 
Whoſe loſſe hath pearſt him deepe; and ſcard !: 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Then proſecute the meaneſt or the beſt. 
For theſe contemnpts : why thus it ſhall becom 
Hie witted Tamora to gloſe with all: 
But Titus I haue touched thee to the quicke, 
Thy life blood out: if Aron now be wile, 
Then is all ſafe, the anchor 8 in the port. 


— 


Enter Clowne.. 


own now gaod fellow wovldſi thou ſpeake wit! 
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Clowne. Yea forſooth, and your miſterſhip be emperiall. 7! 

Famora. Empreſſe I am, but yonder ſits the empefrouro 

rune. Tis he, God and ſaint. Stephen giue you erw 
baue brought you a letter and eee CI age 


. He reads the letter. * 18 
gat. Goe take him away and hang him pretty,” 
(lune. How much money muſt I haue? , 5 
Twmrae, Come firra, you muſt be h angel. 


Crone. Hangd, be lady then 1 x” ae vp a neck to 


| 2 faire end. 


Exit, 
| Satur. Diſpighttull and intblersble wrong, | of 
Stall I endure this monſtrous villa? | 3 X ws 
i know from whence this ſame denife proccedes : " 12 5 


May this be borne, as if his trayterous ſonnes, 
rn dide by law for murther of our brother, 
| Have by my meanes bene batchered' wrongfully ? © 

e dragge the villaine hither by the haire, 8 
ige, nor honour,” ſhail ſhape privitdge, © i Tanks ee 
Far this proud mocke Ile be thy ſlaughter man,” 
A franricke wretchy that holpſt to make me War- "© Pie 
Y pe thy lelſe ſhould: gouerne Rome and m... 


Enter Nuntius Bafin iat! Tio! lo 
„ What newes with thee En lius oi ROT . p 
4 me my lords, Rome acer had 1 more cavſe, 9 
e Goth r haue gathered dead and with a power... | 5 - 1 
0! 17 relolued men, bent to the \poyle,” e eee, 
Ihcy becher march amine vader conduct 3 
Vi Tes ;, fonne to old HAnAroniciis gs 4 


Who thieats iu courſe of this rèuenge to doe 
A much as euer C31 iolauus did. P 


Ping. Is warlike Lucius 1 gen eral of the Gothes, 
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Tux mosT'LAaMENTASLE Tract: 


Theſe tydings ip me, and -I aug the head 

As flowers with froſt; or graſſa beate downe with (nes 

Tis he the common people loue ſo much, 

My ſelfe hath often heard them ſay, 

When I have walked like a priuate man, 

That Lucius baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſht that Lucius were their mp 
Tamora. Why ſhould you feare, is not your city tnf 
King. I but the cittizens fauour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me to ſuccour him. 

Tamora. King, be thy thoughts imperious like e 

Is the ſunne dimd, that gnats do flie in it ? 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 

And is not carefull what they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the ſhadow of his wings, 

He can at pleaſ ire ſtint their melodic. 

Enen ſo mayeſt thou the giddy men of H cine, 

Then cheare thy ſpirit, for know thou emperour, 

I wilt enchaunt the old Audronicus, 

With words mare ſweet and yet more dangerous 

Then baites to fiſh, or honuy ſtalkes to ſheepe, 

When as the one is wounded with the baite, 

The other rotted with delicious teede. 

King. But he will not entreat his ſonne ſor 
Tamor. If Tamara entreat him then he will, 

For I can ſmooth and fill his aged eare, 

With golden promiſes, that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old yeares deafe, 

Yet ſhould both eare and hart obey my torgue 

Goe thou before to be our embaſſadour, 

Say that the emperour requeſts a parly 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the mecting. 


[117008 Tires Aumraon cos. 


ang if be ſtand in hoſtage for his ſatet ))) P -/ 
3:4 him demaund what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 


ers. 


1145, Approned warriours, and my faithful! friends, 
1216 receaned letters from great Roms, 
Which ſignifies what hate they beare their emperovr, 
4: how delirous of our fight they ate. | 
| Therclore great lords be as your titles witnes, | 
\mperious and impatient of your wrongs, 
| and wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
et him wake treble ſatisfaction. 
% Brave ſlip ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whole name was once our terrour, no our comtort, 
ic high exploits and honourable deeds, 
dp! -rteful Kome requites with toule contempt, - 
2 . bolds in vs, weele follow where thou leadit, 
Lie linging bees in hotteſt ſommers day, 
Le! by their maiſter to the flowred fields, 
ind be auengd on cupied Tamara 
4 35 he faith, fo lay we all with him. 
e. 1 humbly thanke him and I thank you all. 
bar eg comes heere led by a luſty Goth ? 


King. Emillius dos this meſſage honourably, | +1 7 


millius. Your bidding ſhall I doe effectually. Exit 

Tamora. Now will I to that old Aadronicu xs 
und temper him with all the art J haue, 
To plucke proud Lucius from the warkke Cot hes. 

\yd now ſweet emperour be blith againe, 

\nd bury all thy teare in my deuiſes. 

$:1ur, Then goe ſuceeſſantly and plead to him. 

| £ xeupnt. 


tr Lucius with an army of Gothes, with drum and foul- 
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To vie as yon thinke needefull of the man. 


Why doſt not ſpecke? what deafe, not a word 


—— — 
7 


Get. Rendwnied M "I ene 
To gat: rpon ge TT 
And as 1 earneſtly did ae mine eye 
vpon the waſted building, ſuddainely $ 
I heard a childe cry vaderneath'a wall: | 
I made vnto the noyſe, when ſoone 1 heard, 
The crying babe controled with this diſcourſe : 
Peace tawny ſlave, balfe me, and halfe thy dam, 4 
Did not thy hive bewray whoſe brat thov art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, T 
Villaine thoo mightlt haue bene an emperour. k 
But where the bull and cow are both milk white, 1 
They neuer do beget a cole-blacke calfe : x 
Peace villaine peace, even thus he rates the babe, Bi 
For I muſt bearc thee to a truſty Goth, = 
Who when he knowes'thou art the em preſſe babe, l 
Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers Fake. | 
With this my weapon drawue I ruſht vpon him, , 
Surpriza him fuddainely,. and brought tim hither 


Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate di 
That robd Andronices of his good hand : 

This is the pearle that pleaſd your empreſſe eve, 
Aud heeres the daie fruit of his bumging luſt, 
Say wall-eyd ſlaue whether would thou conuay 
This growing image of thy fendlike face? 


A hang him on this trer, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſtardie. 


Aron, Toueh not the boy, he is of royall blood. 
Luci. Too like the ſyre for ever being good, 
| : 


© © 


ce Tires ANC usö : 


Firſt hang che childe that he may ſee it ſprall, N 
A ſight to VEXE: the fathers fonle- withall 6 
rn. Get me a ladder, Lucius fave the chjlde, 
4nd beate it from me to the empreſſe:—© © 
if thou doe this, Ile ſhew thee wondrous things, | 
That highly may aduantage thee 0 heare ; 8 
if thou wilt not, befall what may befall, Ry 6 x 
{le ſpeake no more but vengeance 1ot you all. 
Lucius, Say on, and If it pleaſe me which thou {; peakſ!, 
Thy childe ſhall live, and I will fee it nouriſhe, 
gen, And if it pleaſe thee ? why alſure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexe thy ſoule 10 heare what I ſhall ſpeake : 
Fo; 1 maſt talke of murthers, rapes, and maſſacres, 
&ts of blacke nights,  abhominable deeds, 
Complots of milehiefe, - treaſon, villanies 
Kuthfull to heare, yet pittiouſly performd, 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Volelſe thou ſweare to me my childe ſhall line, 
Lucius, Tell on thy minde, I  fay thy childe ſhall live. 
en, Sweeare that he ſha ll, and then I will begin. 
Lucius, Who auld [ {weare by, thou deleeneſt ud God, 4 
That graunted, 1 opt thou belecue an cath ? : rh 
Aren. What if J. Joe 1 not, as indeed [ doc not, 
vu for I know tou urt religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called <onſcience, 
With twenty pop:th_ tricks and ceremonies, 
Which I have ſeen tes ear-full to Gbſerür; * 


:ccefore I vrge thy oath, Tor that 1 know F 
idea holds his bauple for a God, rs ate 

"nd keeps the oath which by that Goa he kent 
. 


hat Le urge him: therefore. thou en n 
lat fame God, what God ſo ere it be + Ws 
hat thon aden ang Aru: in Fd 


5 


per. III. ? | B b To 


8 22 


Fut 


Tat Mess Aa TABLE TRAC DIE 


To ſaue my boy, to vo geh wad bring; hin VP» 
Or elſe I will diſcouet nought to thee, - 


Lucius. Euen by ny Gd ſweare to thee I will, 
Aron. Firſt know thou, I begot him on the en preſſe 


Lucius. Oh moſt infatiate luxurious woman 
Aron. Tut Lucius, this was but a deede of chi 

To that which thou ſhalt heare of me anon, 

Twas her two ſonnes that murdered Baffianus, 

They cut thy ſiſters tongue and raniſht her, 

And cut her hands, and trimd her as thou {awe 
Lucius. Oh deteſtable villains, call'ſt thou that tr mming 
Aron Why (te was waſht, and cut, and trir , 

And twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of it, 
Lucius. Oh barberous heaſtly villaines like thy (c!f- ' 
Aron. Iudeede I was their tutor to inſtrudt them, 

That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 

As ſure a carde as ener wonne the ſet : 

That bloody minde I thinke they learnd of me, 

As true a dog as euer fought at head: 

Well, let my deedes be witnes of my worth, 

J trayade thy bretheren to that guilefull hole, 

Where the dead corps of Baſſianus lay 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold within the letter mentioned, 

Confederate with the queene;” and her two fornes, 

And what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 

Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchiefe in it. 

I playd the cheater for thy fathers hand, 

And when I Had it drew my ſeltfe apart, 

And almoſt broke my hart with extreame laughter, 

I pried me through the crouie of a wall, 

When for his hand he had his two Tonnes Handb., 

Beheld his teares, and laught fo hartiiy, 


That boch mine eyes e like to his: 


11010496) Trost Avbaonrovs;s 7 
And when 1 told the em preſſe of this port, Les 


dhe ſounded almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 0617 iy ey 


And for oy rb gaue me . n c 
| Ol h Hin 


Cotz. 


What canſt thot fay all this, and never blatk ? we 


| Aran. 
| like a blacke dogge as the {aying is, 
Lucius. 
Art thou not 4 for theſe hainous deedes. 
r Aron. 
that I had not done a thouſand more 
Fuen now I curſe the day, and yet I thinke 
Few come within the com paſſe of my curſe, 
Whereia J did not ſome notorious ill, 
As kill a man, or elſe denife his death, 
Rauith a maid, or plot the way to doe it, 
accuſe ſome innocent, and forfweire my (elfe, 
det deadly enmity betwecne two friends, 
Make poore mens cattell breake their necks, 
Set fire on barnes and hayitackes in the night, 
And bid the owners quench. them with. their tcares: 
Bit baue 1 digd vp dead men from their graues, 
Aud ſet them vpright at their deere friends doore, 
Even when their ſorrowes almoſt was forgot, 
Aud on their ſkignes, as on the barke of trees, 
Have with my knife, carved. in, Romaine letters, 
Let not your ſorrow gig, though L am dead. 
Tat, 1 haue done a thouſand dreadfull thinges 
As W willingly aus Ole Wou, 'd. Kitt 4 flie, 
And nothing greeues me hartily, indeede, 
but that cannot doe tenne thowiand more... P70 


; Lucius. Bring downe the deuill, or he mult not die 
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do feet a death as bavging preſently. D 2010 30 et 


Aron, 


r 


THE NOST, LAUZN TASTE TXAOPDIE 


Aron. If there be deuils, would I Were a devill, 
To liue and burne in euerlaſting fire,, 


So I might haue your company in bel! 
But to torment you with my bitten tongue. 
Lucius. Sirs ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeake non 


Enter Emillius. 


Goth. My lord there is a meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. 
Lucius, Let him come neere. 07 
Welcome Emillius, what's the newes from Rome? 
Emill. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Ct 
The Remaine em per our greetes you all by me, 
And for he vnderſtands you are in armes, 
He craues a parly at your fathers houſe 
Willing you to demaund your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately delinered. 
Goth. What ſaies our generall ? 
Lucius. Emillius, let the emperour giue his pledoe: 
Vnto my father, and my vncle Marcus, | 
And we will come : march away. © Exeunt 


| Enter Tamora, and her two fornes difouiſc.!. 


Tamer. Thus in this ſtrange and fad babilliament, 
I wil! encounter with Andronicus, 
Aud fay, I am reucnge ſent from below, 
To ioyne with him and right his hainous wrongs, 
Kuocke at his ſtudy where they ſay he keepes, 
To ruminate f range plots of diere reuenge, 
Tell him revenge 1s come to joyne With him, 
And worke coafuſiun on his enemies. 


They Inocke and Titus open: bis fudie dere. 
Titus, Who dock moleſt my contemplation? 
Is it your tricke to make me vpe the dot, 
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2 2 
n „ 


9 „0 
8 * 


or Trrus AnDronidtia; 


That ſo my ſad decrees may fle uu, in 
And all my ſtudie be to no effect? 
You are deceaud, for what ] meane to doe, 
dee heere in bloody lines I haue {et downe, 
And what is written all be executed. 
Tmora. Titus, I am come to talke with thee. 
Titus. No not a word: how can I grace my talke, 
Wanting a hand to giue that accord, 
hon haft the ods of me, therefore no more. 
7:n1yra. If thou didſt know me thou wouldſt talke with me 
- Titur, Jam not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Wires this wretched ſtump, witnes theſe crimſon lines, 
Wines theſe trenches made by griefe and care, 
Wimes the tyring day and heauie night, 
Viitnes all ſorrow that I know thee well 
For gur proud empreſſe, mighty Tamora : 
not thy comming for my other hand? 
Tanvre. Know thou fad man, I am not Tamora, 
She is thy enemie, and 1 thy friend, 
am revenge ſent from th' infernall kingdome, 
To eaſe the gaawing vulture of thy minde, 
Ry working wreaketul} vengeance on thy foes : 
Come downe and welcome me to this worlds light, 
Conferre with me of murder and of death, 
eres not a hollow cave, or lurking place, 
walt obſcurity or miſty vale, 
Where wy murther or deteſted rape, 
Cn conch for feare but I will finde them out, 
ind in their eares tell them my dreadfull name, 
"cnenge, which makes the foule offenders quake. 


T.'us, Art thou reucage, and art thou ſent to me, 


10 be a torment" to mine enemies? | | 
arg. Lam, therefore; come:downerand welcome me. 
i Doe me ſome ſeruice ere I come to thee, 
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Loe by thy ſide where rape and murder ſtands, 

Now giue ſomefuratice that thbu art reuenge, 

Stab them or teate them on thy chariot een 

And then Ile come and be thy waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the W 

Prouide thee two proper paltreies, as blacke ag * 

To hale thy vengefull waggon ſwift away, | 

And finde out murder in-their guilty cares. 

And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will diſmount, and by the waggon wheele, 

Trot like a ſeruile footeman all day long, 

Euen from Epecns rifing in the eaſt, 

Vatill his very downefall in the fea, 

And day by day Ile doe this heavy tafee, 

So thou deſtroy rapine and murder there, 
Tawora. Theſe are my miniſters and come with me. 
Titus, Are them thy miniſters, What are they calld 

» Tamara. Rape and murder, therefore called ſo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kinde of men. 


| Tits, Good lord how like the empreſſe fonncs they ors 


And you the empreſſe: but we worldly men 
Haue miſerable mad miſtakinpg eyes + 

Oh {weet renenge now doe I'come to thee, 

And if ane armes imbracement will content thee, 
J will imbrace thee in it by and by. 

Zamora. This cloſing with him fits his Junacie, 
What ere I forge to feede his brajne-licke fits, 
Doe you vphold; and maintaine in your Tpeeches, 
For now he firmely takes me for revenge, 

And being crednlons in this mad thought, 
Ile make him fend for Lurius his ſoſine, 
And whilff'T at a banquet hold him ſure, 
lle finde ſome cunnirig ptactiſe out of hand 
To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddie Gothes, 


or T revs Anproniovs; + f 


Or at the leaſt male them his ene mies: v1 
ve heere he comes, and I muſt ply my 0 | 
Titus. Long haue I bene forloruc, and all for Gar, 
Welcome dread fury to my woefull hovie, 
R2pine and murther you are welcome too, 
{ow like the emprefle and her ſonues you are, 
well are you fitted, had you but a Moore, 
Could not all hell afford you ſuck a deuill? 
For well I wote the empreſſe neuer wags 
But in her com pauy there is a Moore. 
And would you repreſent our queens aright, 
t were convenient you had fuch a deuilt + 
But welcome as you are, what ſhall we doe ? 
Tamora. What wouldit thou haue vs doe Andronicus ? 
eme. Show me a murtherer Ile deale with hun. 
Cliron,, Show me, a villaine that hach done 2 rape, 
and J am ſent ta be reuengd on him. | 
Jamara. Show me & thouland that haue * thee wrong, 
And 1 will be reuenged on them all. 
Titus. Locke tound abqut the wicked Greets of Reds: 
and when thou findſt a man rhat's like thy ſelſe, 
Good murther ſtab him, hees a murtherer, 
( cg thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
Lo finde another that is like to thee, 
G-00d rapine ſtab him, he is a rauiſher. 
© tou with them, and in the emperours court, . 
There is a queene attended by a Moore, i) 
Wen maiſt thou know her by thy owae proportion 
tor vp and downe ſhe doth reſemble thee. 
1 iy tace doe on them ſome violgat u. N 
ey have bene violent to me and mine. 
Tamoyr;, Well haſt on leſſond vs, this "all we re 
odd it pleaſe. thee good an ten 1 
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Txz DAU AE Trot: 


To ſend for Luciun thy ihrice valiaut ſome, 
Who leades towards Rem al band of warlike Au 
And bid him me and banquet at thy houſe, 
When he is heere, euan at thy ſolemne feaſt; 

I will bring in the empreſſe and her ſonnes, 
The emperour himſelfe, and all thy focs, 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoope aud kneele, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry hart: 
What ſales Androuicuſ to this deuiſe? 


Euter Marcus. 


Titus. Marcut my Hrother, tis fad Titus calls, 
Goe gentle Aſarcus to thy nephew Lucie,” © 
Thou-ſhalt enquire him out among the Cotes, 
Bid him repaire to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefoſt princes of 'the Cothes, 

Bid him encampe his ſouldiers where they are, 
Tell him the emperour and the empreſſe too 
Feaſt at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them. 
71 his doe thou for my Ine; and fo let him, 

As he regards his aged fathers life. 4 

Marc. This will I doe; and foone returne again 

Tamar. Now will T hence about thy buſmes, 
And take my miniſters along with me. 

Titrcs,” Nay, nay, let rape and murder ſtay witn 
Or els Ile call my brother backe againe, 
And cleave to no reuenge but Lucius. 

Tam. What 1ay you. boyes, will you bide with b 
Whiles I goe tell my lord the emperour, 

How I have gouernd our determind ieſt, 
Yeelde iq his humaur, imooth and ſprake bim faire, 
And tarry with him till I turne againe. 


er 


4 
* 


Titus. I know them all, though. they ſuppoſo me © 1 | 


\ 


21 1 Tus, AuDgRenieus/ 51 


and will ore reach them in theyr one geniſes, - my bas +3 
A payre of curſed hell- hounds and theirrdam. os! 
Deme. Madam depart at pleaſure, leaue vs — 
T:ymora. Farewell Andronicus, reuenge now goes 
To lay a complot to'betray thy oe d.4 
Titus, I know thou dooſt, and Fweete ins 3 
Chiren. Tell vs old man, how ſhall we be imployd. 
Titus, But I haue Worke enough for you to doe, 
Publius come hether, Caius, and Valentine. 
Publius. What is your will ? 
Titus, Know you theſe two! 
pub. The empreſſe ſonnes I take them, ns Demetrius, 
Titus, Fie Publius fie, thou art too much deceaude, 
The one is murder, rape is the others name, 
And therefore binde them genile Publius, 
and Valentine, lay hands on them, 
of have you heard.me,wiſa for ſuch an houre, 
and now I finde it, therefore hinde them ſure, 
| And fNop their mouthes if they begin to cry. 6 9.34 
Chirm, Villaines forbeare, we are the nw ſonnes. 
Publius. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 
n cloſe their mouthes, let them not ſpeake a word, 
5 be ſure hound, looke that you binde them taſk, 


— 2 * 


Later Titus Andropicus with 4 1 hnife,. and Lavinia far 4 
] | alen. | ein Say ie 5 


Titve, Come, come Lanna, locke, thy foes are bound, 
dars ſtop their monthes, let them not ſpeake to me, ö 

Þut let them heare what fearefull words ! ter. Mg 

Ja villaines, Chiron andſDemerrang,' . 
tre ſtands the pring/whime you Bat ann wi th mud, 
Ni goody ſommer with your winter mixt, 


Jen Kid her huſband, and for that viſde Müll, e 


Two 


THE MOWP' LAMENTABLE TRAGED:: 


Two of her brothers were condemnd to death, 
My hand cut off, and made a merry l 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that more dcere 
Then hands or tongue, her ſpotleſſe chaſlity, 
Inhumaine traytors; you conſtraind and forſt. 
What wonld you fay if 1 ſhould let you ſpeake ? 
Villaines for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 
Harke wretches how 1 meane to martyr. you, 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilſt that Lavinia tweene het ſtamps doth hold 
The baſon that receaues your guilty blood, 
You know your mother meanes to feaſt with me, 
And calls herſelfe reuenge, and thiukes me mad. 
Harke villaines, I will grinde your bones to duft. 
And with your blood and it He make a paſte, 
And of the paſte a coffen ! will reare, 
And make two paſties of your ſhamefull heads, 
And bid that trumpet your vnhallowed dam, 
Like to the earth ſwallow her owne increaſe, 
This is the feaſt that I haue bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfet on, 
For worſe then Philomel you vide my daughter, 
And worſe then Progne I will be reuengd, 
And now prepare your throats : Lauinia come, 
Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 
Let me goe grinde their bones to powder (mall, 
And with this hatefull liquor temper it, 
And in chat paſte let their vilde heads be bak ce, 
Come, come, be euety one officious, 
To make this b2nket, which I wiſh may prove 
More ſterne and bloody then the centaures fes, 

| | He cuts tu e 
Zo now bring them in, for lie play the cooke, 
And ſee them ready againſt their mother comes 


1410 OF: T 17 vs: Androvicuvs- T4 } 
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Enter Lucius, Marevs, and the Gothes, 


Lucirt. Vnckle Marcus, ſince tis my facher minde 
That I repaire to Rome I am' content. | 
:th, Aud ours with thine befall what FRI Wil. 
Lucius, Good vackle take you in this barbarous Moore, 
This rauenous tiger, this accurfed deuill, 
iet him receaue no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
71! he be brought vnto the emperours face, 
For teſtimony of her foule proceedings: 
4nd ſee the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong, 
| feare the emperour meanes na good to vs. 
Mre. Some deuill whiſper curſes in mine eare, 5 
And prompt me that my tongue may vtter forth, 
Tc v-remous mallice of my ſwelling heart. 
Lucius. Away inhumane dogge, vahallowed ſloue, 
Sirs, helpe our vnckle to conuey him in, 
The trumpets thew the emperour is at band. 


t umpets, Enter Emperour and Empreſſe, with Tries 
and others. 


ig, What, hath the firmament moe ſunnes then one? 
Lucius, What bootes it thee to call thy ſelfe a ſunne? 
Marcus, Romes emperour and nephew breake the 1 
Theſe quarrels maſt be quietly debated, 

The teaſt is ready which the carefull Tituz, 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 


tr peace, for loue, for league and good to Nome: 


"iſe you therefore draw nie and take your places. 
Saturn, Marcus we will, 
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Sound trumpets, Euter Titus lite ua coole, A the meats tn 
the table; and: Lauiuia with a vaile over her j ico. 


Titus. Welcom my gracious Jord, welcom dread gnze: 

Welcome ye warlike Cathes, welcome Lucius, 

And welcome all, although the cheere be poo! e, 

T will fill your ſtomacks, pleaſe. you eat of it. 

Satur, Why art thou thus attired Andronicus ? 
Titus. Becauſe I would be ſure to haue all well, 

To entertaine your highnes, and your empreſſe. 

Tam, We are beholdiog to you good Andronicu: 
Titus. And if your highnes knew my heart, you were: 

My lord the emperour reſolue me this, | 

Was it well done of raſh Vi, ginius, 

To ſlay his daughter with bis owne right hand, 

Becauſe ſhe was enforſt, ſlaind, and defiowrde ? 

Satur. It was Andronicus. 
Titus. Your reaſon mighty lord? 
Satur. Becauſe the girle ſhould not ſuruine her (+5772, 

And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrowes. 

Titus. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and cffeciuall, 

A patterne, preſident, and linely warrant, 

For me moſt wretched to performe the like, 

Die, die, Lauinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame thy fathers ſorrow die. 
Saturn. What haſt thou done vnnaturall and 
Tit. Kild her for whome | my tearrs haue mae 

Jam as wofull as Virginius was, | 

And hane a thouſand times more cauſe then he, 

To doe this outrage, and! it is now done. 

King. What was ſhe rauiſht? tell who did the 
Titus, Wilt pleaſe you cat, wilt pleaſe your 119/115 | 
Tam, Why haſt thou flaine thine onely Caught. 


* — 


oe Tirys, Annpoyieus 


7tus. Not I, twas Chiron and Demetrius. 
They:rauiſht her, and cut away her tongue, 5 
4nd they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Ving. Goe fetch them hether to vs preſently, _ 
Titus, Why there they are both, baked i in that pie, 
Whereof their mother daintilic hath fed, 
Fating the fleſh that ſhe her ſelfe hath bred. 


Tis true, tis true, witnes my knives ſharpe point. 

He ftabs the empreſſe. 
Fmpe. Die franticke wretch for this accurſed deede. 
Lucile. Can the ſonnes eye behold his father bleede ? 

There's meede for meede, death for a deadly deede. 
Yareus. You fad fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 

by vprores ſeuerd like a flight of fowle, | | 

deattred by windes and high tempeſtious guſts, 

0! let me teach you how to knit againe 

This {cattred corne into one mntuall ſtieaffe, 

Theſe broken limbs againe into one body. 
man Lord. Let Rome her ſelfe be bane vnto her ſelfe, 

nd ſee whome mightie kingdomes curſic too, 

Like a forlorne and deſperate caſt away, 

Doc amefull execution on her ſelfe. 

Þ't it my froſtie ſignes and chaps of age, 

rave witneſſes of true experience, 

not induce you to attend my words, 
peee Nene, deere friend, as erſt our WL r. 

Wen with his ſolemne tongue he did Giſcourſe 

0 love-licke Didoes fad attending care, 

e fory of that baleful burning night, 

Pen ſubtile Greekes ſurprizd king Priams Troy. 

ll vs what Since hath bewitcht aur cares, 


* who bath brought the fatal] engine iu 


dl 81 des our 7255 our Reme the civill wound. 
I bart is pot compatt of flint vor Nedle, 
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Nor can I vtter all our bitter griefe, 
But floods of teares will drowne' my oratoric, 
And breake my very vttrance even in the time 
When it ſhould moue you to attend me e oſt, 
Lending your kind commiſeration. 
Heere is a captaine let him tell the . 
Your harts will throb and weepe to heate him (pealcs 
Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdred our emperours brother, 
And they it were that rauiſhed ont ſiſter, 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our fathers teares deſpiſd and baſely cauſend, 
Of that true hand that fought Remes quarrell out, 
And ſent her enemies vnto the graue. 
Laſtly my ſelfe vokindly baniſhed, 
The gates ſhut on me and turnd weeping cut, 
To beg reliefe among Names enemies, 
Who drownd ther enmity in my cue teares, 
And opt their armes to imbrace me as a friend, 
And I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 
That haue preſerud her welfare in my blood, 
And from her boſome tooke the enemies point, 
Sheathing the ſteele in my aduentrous body. 
Alas you know I am no vaunter 1, 
My ſcars can, witnes, dumb although they are, 
That my report is iuſt and full of truth, 
But ſoft, methinkes I doe digreſſe too much, 
Cyting my worthles praiſe, Oh pardon me, 
For when no friends are by, men praiſe theme“ 
Marcu. Now is my turne to.ſpeake ; brheid“ 
Of this was Tantra delivered, 5 
The iſſue of an irreligious Moore, 0 
Chiefe architect and Flotter ot. theſe Woes, 
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The villaine is alive in eee % is 39917 I 4 
And as he is to witags-this: is true, n 10 2b00! 
Now indge what. courle had Titus 0 au 

Theſe wrongs, vaſpeakeable paſt pacience, 
Ir more then any living man could beare, 
Now yon have heard the truth, what {ay you " oh ? 
aue we done gnght amiſſe ? ſhow vs wherein, - 

And from the place Where you behold vs now, 
Tue poore remainder of Andronicie 

in hand in hand all headlong caſt vs downe, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our braines, 
And make a mutuall cloſure of our houſ: : 
Speake Remaines ſpeake, and if you fay we ſhall, 
Loc hand in hand: Lucius and I will fall. 

Emiliius, Come come thou reuerent man of Rome, 
4nd bring our emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius gur emperour for well I know, 

Ihe common voyce doe cry it ſhall be fo. 

Marcus, Lucius, all baile Remes royall emperour, 

Coe gore into old Titus forrowtull houſe, 

And hither hale that miſbelieuing Mocre, 

Io be adindgd ſome direfull ſlaughtering death, 
\ puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 

Lucius al haile to Romes gracious gouernour. 

Lucius, Thankes gentle Romaines may I gouerne fo, 
To heale Romes harmes, and wipe away her wor: 
but geatle people giue me aime 2 while, 

Fo 3 puts me to 4 heavie talke, 

Stand all at. zofe, but vnckle draw you ne ere, | 

19 ſhed obſequious teares vpon this trunke, 

ae this warme kiſſe on thy pale cold lips, 

tele orrowful drops vpon thy bloud-ſlaine face, 
The 28 duc duties of thy noble ſonne. 

. Teare for 'teare, and loving kiſſe for kills, 


* 


"Tux — 


Countleſſe and infinite, fer world' 1 pay them. 
Lucius. Come hither boy come, cine undd fearne of ve, 
To melt in ſhowers, thy grandffer loud ther well, | 
Many a time he daunſt thee on his knee, 
Sung thee aſleepe, his louing breaff thy pillow,” 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 
Meete and agreeing with thine fufaücke, 
In that reſpect then, like a ſouiug childe, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender { pring, 
Recaufe kinde Gatiire*Gorth require it ſo, 
Friends ſhould aſſociate friends in griefe and woe. 
Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue, 
Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 
Puer. O grandſier, grandfire, even with all my hart, 
Would I were dead ſo you did line againe. 
Lord I cannot ſpeake to him for weeping, 
My teares will choake me if I ope my mouth. 
Romaine. You fad Andronicie have done with woes, 
Give ſentence on this exccrable wretch, 
That hath bene breeder of theſe dire encnts. 
Lucius, Set him breaſt decpe in earth and famiſh Ni 
There let him ſtand and raue and cry for foods, 


Ti any one releeues or pitties him, 


For the offence he dies, this is our doome. 

Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth. 
Aron. Ah why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb! 

I am no baby I, that with baſe praiers 

I ſhould repent the euils I haue done, 

Ten thouſand worſe then euer yet 1 did, 

Would I performe if I might haue my will, 

It one good deed in all my life I did, 

I doe repent it from my very ſoule. 


Py or Trrus Awpronzeus. 


Lucius, Some loving friends convey the emperour hence. 
And gine - him buriall in his fathers graue, 

M; father and Lauinia ſhall ſorthwith 

Be cloſed in our houſholds monument: 

A; for that hanous tiger Tamara, 

No funerell rite, nor man in mournefull weeds, 
No mournefull bell ſhall ring her buriall. 

But throw her forth to beaſts and birds to prey, 
Her life was beaſtly and deaoid of pitty, 

And being ſo ſhall haue like want of pitty. 

See inftice done on Aron that dambd Moore, 

By whome our heauy haps had their beginning: 
Then afterwards to order well the tate, 

That like events may ner's it ruinate. 
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A neuer writer, to an euer reader. 
N ewes. 


TERNALL reader, you baut beere a new 
play, neuer ftaPd with the Rage, neuer clap- 
per-clawd with the palmes of the vulger, and 
vt paſſing full of the palme comicall; for it is « 
birth of your braine, that neuer vnder-tooke any thing 
unmicall, vainely : and were but the vain? names of 
cunmedies changde for the titles of commodities, or of 
plazes for pleas ;, you ſhould fee all theſe grand cen- 
ſms, that new file them ſuch vanities, flock to them 
ebe maine grace of their grauities: eſpecially this 
aj commegies, that are ſo fram d to the life, that 
| ſerue_ fer the moſt common commentaries, of all 
Hious of our Hives, ſhewing ſuch a dexteritie, aud 
prey of <vitte, that the moſt diſpleaſed with playes, 
e pleaſd with bis commedies. And all fuch dull and 
Pauy-vitted wworldiings, as wer? neuer capable of the 
vitte of a commedie, comming by report of them to his 
ereſentations, haue found that witte there, that 
Py newer found in them: ſelues, and haue parted bet- 
ui then they came: fecling an edge of witte 
on hem, more then euer they dreamd they had 
Fane t9 grinde it on. So much and ſuch ſauored 
W of eite is in bis commedies, that they ſeeme (for 
fr beizht of pleaſure) do be borne in that ſea that 
wept forth Venus. Amongſt all there is non? more 
ay then this: and had I time I would comment 
, thouzh I know it needs not, (for ſe much as 


Cc3 ll 


r gnquifttion: Tate this for 4 warning, and at the 1 


Tas EPISTLE, 
will make yon thinke. your teſterne well beſtow? ) bu; 


or ſo much worth, as euen poore I know . e f, 
it it. * deferges Jugp a labour, Jas well as th; be 
commedy in Terence er Plautus. And e /1;, 
that when hee is gone, and bis commedies our 
ven will ſcramble for them, and ſet vp 4 H | 7 Logic 


rill of your pleaſures loſe, and indgements. ef u., 
nar like this. the leſſe, for not being ſullied, 1!) (|, 
ſmaaky breath af the multitude; but thanke 1 
for the ſcape it hath made amongſt you. by the 
grand paſſeſſors wills I beleeue you Gould | baue prod 
for them rather then betne prayd. And ſe fecit il 
ſuch to bee prayd for (for the ftates of their nit 
healths) that will not praiſe it. Vale. 


TROYLUS ad CRESSEIDA. 


=p 
mL 
Wy Enter Pandarus and Troylus. 
ge Nan ls 
" Trey. 
a IALL ata my varlet, Ile vnarme againe, 


Why ſhonld I warze without the walls of Trey : 
That finde fuch cruel! battell here within, 
Each Trey an that is maiſter of his heart, 

Let him to field Troylus alas hath none, 

Pan. Will this geere nere be mended ? 


og Ga — 
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Troy. The Greeks are ſtrong and {Kilfell to their firength il 
Fierce to their ſkill, and to their fierceneſſe valiant. wh 
But I am weaker then a womans teare ; | 
T:mer then fleepe; fonder then ignorance, 1 | | 
Leſſe valiant then the virgin in the night, bf 1 
And ſkilleſſe as vnpractiz'd infancy. k Id | 


N Well, I have told you enough of this; for my part 
IU not meddle nor make no farther ; hee that will kaue a cake 
out of the wheate malt tarry the gtynding. 
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Tro. Haue I not tarried? 1 
2 Pan, I the grinding; but you muſt tarry the boulting. 11 
Trey. Haue I not tarried ? [ ; il 
Pande. I the boulting ; bui you muſt tarry he leauen ing. 1 i 
Trey. Still have I tarried. i} 1 


. 6 + | 
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Pan. 1, to the ſeauenigg, but heares yet in che word hac. 
after, the kæuęadiag, the making of the ge, the bent 
onen, and the baking, nay yon muſt Pp the:cooling . © 

| yea may chance burne vonr lippes... | N t 
| Troy, Pacience herſelfe, what Metis. ere ſhe be, 
- Doth leſſer bleach at ſuffrance then I do. 
| At Priams royall table do Ft +1 
| And when faire Creſſid comes into my n 
So traitor then ſhe comes when ſhe is thence. 

Pand. Well ſhee lookt yeſternight fairer then euer: 
Jooke, or any woman cls. 

Trey. 1 was abaut to tell thee — my rant, 
As wedged-with a Ggh wonld nue in twaine, 
Leaſt Hector or my father ſhould perceine mee 
1 haue (as when the ſunne doth light a ſcorgt) 
Buried this ſigh in wrincle of a ſmyle, 
But ſorrow that is coucht io ſeeming gladneſſe, 
Is like that mirth fate turnes to ſuddaine ſadoefie. 

Pan, And her haire were not ſome-what darker then //, 
lens, well go to, there were no more compariſon betwecne e 
women | but for my part ſhe is my kinſwoman, I not 
as they tearme it praiſe her, but I would fom-body had news 
her, talke eller ay as I did, L Will not dilpraife vu 
Cafſandres wit, but 

Troy. Oh Pandarus l tell thee Pandarus, __ 
When i do tell thee there my hopes lie drown'd 
Reply not ia how many {adomes deepe, 

They he indrench'd 1 tell thee 1 am madde: 
In Crefids aug thy aufwerſt ſhe is faire, 

Powzelt in in the open ulcer of my heart: 

Her e eyes, her hire her checke, her gate „her voice, 
Ilaudleſt iu thy dilcourſe: O that fer ha nd 

In wagle eig, all Whites ate gnhe 

Writing meu gWBC pre, to xwtot: loft Kelture, 
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Teoytvs any CAEGSE IDA. 


The cgners dome is harſh; ard perdt: bf ches? 
lard as the palme of plo y- man j this'thon tt me, G a ei 
Ie true thou telſt me, Wen I ſay I le Nerr 


Bat ſaying thus in ſteed of oyle and bim) r 

Thou layſt in euery gaſh char mods bath 205 mer. 2 e 

The knife that made it. Ns! dal 
Pan, I ſpeake no more then uk. [Gf ane mann 8 8 * 
roy. Thou doſt not ſpeake ſo much. Sly ont oh at 


Pan, Faith Ile not meddle in it, let her bee as ſhes is, if 


ne bee faire tis the better for her, and ſhee dee not, ſhe Tas 
the mends in her owne hands. 


Trey. Good Pandarus, how now Pandarus ? 825 
ban. haue had my labour for my trauell, ill thought on 


05 ee and ill thought of yon, gon betweene _ berweene, 
dat fmail thanks for my labour. 


Troy, What art thou angry Pandarus? what with me? 
an. Becauſe ſhee's kin to me therefore ſhee's not To faire 
Nis „ and ſhe were kin to me, the would be as faire a 
triday as Hellen, is on Sunday, but what I? I care nct and 
hee were a dlackeamore; tis all one to mee. aide 
Troy, Say Ihe is not faire? | 
den, I do not care whether yuu do or no, ſhe's a foole to 
day behinde her father let her to the Greekes, and fo Ile tell 


er the next time ! lee her f for my part le meddle nor make 
uo more ith* matter, 


Triy, Pandarus,” '” 
Pan. Not I. 
Try 6 Sweete Pandlartit. 


1, Pray you ſpeake no more to mee 1 will leaue all as 1 
{ by it and there an cad. nds cog ob Exit. 


Fouad he. 


Trey, Peace you vngracious clamots, peace rude ſounds, 
12 on both ſides, Hellen mult needes be faire, 


When 


kus Hurear 06. 


When with your blond you daylie pave her dive, 
1 cannot fight vpon this argument: 
It is too ſtaru'd a ſubiect for my ford, 
But Pandarus: O gods i how.do you plague me 
L cannot come to Crelſid but by Pandar, 
Aud he's as teachy to be wood to woe, 
As ſhe is tubborne, chat, againſt all ſite, 
Tell me 4þllo for thy Daphnes loue 

What ed is, what Pandar, and what we : 
Her bed is India there ſhe lies, a pearle, 
Betweene our Hium, and where ſhee reides 
Let it be cald the wild-and wandring flood : 
Our ſelfe the marchant, and this ſayling Panda, 
Our doubtfull hope, our conuoy and our bake, 


Alarum. Enter Aneas. 


Ene. How now prince Troylus, Wherefore not- - 
Trey. Becauſe not there; this womans anſwer fonte, 
For woraaniſh it is to be from thence. 
What newes Aneas from the field to day? 
ne. That Paris is returned home and hurt. 
Troy. By whom Anzas ? 
ne. Trovius by Menelaus. 
| Trey. Let Paris bleed tis but a ſcar to ſcorn, 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus horne. , 
Ene. Harke what good ſport is out of towne t d 
Troy, Better at home, if would I might were 199) 
But to the ſport abrode are you bound thitler ! 
Ane. In all ſwift haſt. 
. Troy. Come goe wee then togither. 
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Enter Creſſid and her Man. 


cee. Who were thoſe went by? 
Alan. Queene Hecuba, and Hellen. 
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TaowIus AND CKESSBIDA. 


Creſ. And whether goe they ?:: 
Man. Vp to the eaſterne tower, | 
Whoſe hight commands as ſubiect all the valle, 
To ſee the battell: Hectar whole pacience, 
Is as 2 vertue fixt, to day was mou d: 
Hee chid Hadremache and ſtroke his armorer, 
And like as there were huſbandry in warre 
Refore the ſuune roſe, hee was harnelt lyte, 
Aad to the field goes hee; where every lower 
Did as a prophet weepe what it foreiawe, 
in Hefcrs wrath. 
Creſ. What was his cauſe of anger. 
Man. The noiſe goes this, there is amonge the Greekes, 
A lord of Treian bloud, nephew to Hecfor, 
They call him Max, 
Cr:/. Good; and what of him. 
Man. They tay hee is a very man per / and ſtands alone. 
Cre/. So do all men vnlelle the are dronke, ſicke, or haue 
no legges. 
Man. This man hdl, hath, rob'd many beaſts of * * 


beark, laws as the 4 [1 a man into whome nature 5 
ſo crowded humors, that his valour is cruſht into fally, his 
folly ſauced with diſcretion: there is no man heath a vertve, 
that he hath not a glimplc of, nor any ma an attaint, but he 
carries ſome ſtaine of it. Hee is melancholy without cauſe 
and merry againſt the halre, hee hath the ioynts of eucry 
ching, but Every thing fo Qut of joynt, that hee is a gowtie 
Priaraus, many hands, and no vſe: or purblinde Argus, al 
eyes, aud no fight. . 
ref. But how ſhould this man that makes mc (ile, make 
Hector angry. 
Man. T hey * "ook yeſterday cap" t Hector in the battell and 
ſtroke him downe, the diſdaine and ſhame whereof hath euer 
ſiucæ kept Hector faſting and waking. 


—— 
—- 
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Cref. Who comes. here. 2605 = 
Man, Maddam your vncle e 

_ Crefa, HeGors a gallant man. u asg 

Man. As may be in the world, lady. 

Hand. Whats that? whats that? 

Creſ. Good morrow vncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow cozen Creſid: what 450 you tale of 
good morrow Alexander: how doe you. coxen? when wer: 
yu at Hum? UT Y £4 ay 

Creſ. This morning vacle. | 

Pan. What were you talking of when I came? was Hege 
arm'd and gon eie yea came to Illium, Hellen was cot vo 
was ſhe ? 

Cref. Heftor \ was gone bat Hellen was not vp. 

Pan. E'ene {o, Hector was ſtirring early. 

Creſ. That were wee talking of, and of his ADA, 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cre. So he fates here. f 

Pan. True hee was ſo; I know the cauſe to, becle l. 
about him to day I can tel them that, and ther's 7roplus wil 
not come farre behind him, let them take heede of Tree, 
can tell them that too. 

Creſ. What is he angry too? 

Pan. Who Troylus? Treylis is the better man of the * 

Creſ. Oh Tupiter thes's. ng compariſon, _ 

Pan. What nat betweene Treylus and He&ar ?.do you know 
a. mam if ou; ſce Rim. 5 F 

rel. I, if I euer fav. bim, belore and knew him. - 

Pan, Welk J ay Treplus | is, Troplus.... 5 

Craſ. Ihen you ſa as E fay,, for am; ſure. hee! is not 4 
Pan. No nor Hector is pot Troylus i in ſome degrecs. 
ces. Tis it, to cach of them he is himſelf, 
Pan. Himfelfe, alas poore 7 roylus 1 would he were. 
Creſ 80 he is, ohr YASTUL Nn & 2350 


% . 
wg * 4 * 
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pan. Condition I had ae bare- foot nm 

creſ. He is not Hector. NV 2007 abba, anti 
Pan. Himſelfe? no? hee's not (himſefe Gould 2 were him- 
lelfe, well the Gods are above, time mult friend or end well 
Troylus well, 1 would my heart were in her ed keg Hettor 
is not a better man then Troylus. 

Cref. Excuſe me, 


Creſ. Pardon me, pardon me. 
Pand. Th' others not come tobt, you ſhall tell me 3 
tale hen th others come too t, Hedder ſhall not haue his wil 
this ers gde 
Creſ. He ſhall not neede it if be hane his owne, kt 
Pand. Nor his qualities. 4 

Cre/. No matter, 

Pand. Nor his beautie. 

Cre/. Twould not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You haue no iudgement necce; Hellen her ſelfe ſwore 
th” other day that Troyhrs for n browne ſauour {for # tis 7 
nuft conſaſſe not browne neither. 

(re No, but browuc. 

Pand. Faith to ſay truth, browne and not browne. 

Cre/. To ſay the truth, true and not true. 

Hand She praiſd his complexion aboue Paris, 

Cre/. Why Paris hath colour i: __ 

Hand. So ke has. | 

Gref. Then Troylus ſhould buns too much, if ſuce ans 
dim aboue, bis complexion is higher then his, hee hauiug co- 
lour enough, and the other higher, is too flaming a praiſe for 
good complexion, I had as lieue Hern: golden tongue nay 
commended Troylus | for a copper noſe, 

Fand. 1 ſweare to * 1 thinke Helen Fours Km hone then 


Paris, N F2D'3 


C ref. Then ſhees a merry dn * oc s W : 
Pand, 


Pand. He is elder. SV LISTS iam Sc 


eee * - - 


came and puts mee her white hand to his cloven chin. 


Pand. Nay I am ſure ſhe dobes, ſhe came ti hit th nher 
day into the compaſt window, and you knw hee 10 tor pat 
three or foure haires on his ch inne 

- Cref. Indeed 2 tapſters ee _ bre bring hiv 
particulars therein to a torall. 

Pan. Why he is very yorn, aud yet will he Within three 
pound liſte as much as his brother Hector. 

Creſ. Is he ſo yong a man, and ſo old a lifter; 

Pand. But to prooue to you "that Hellen loues him, . 


Creſ. Runs have mercy, how came it clouen ? 

Pan. Why, you know tis dimpled, 

I thinke his ſmyling becomes him better then any man 
Phrigia. 

Cre/. Oh he imiles valianty. 

Pan. Doves hee not? 

Cref. O yes, and twere a dowd in autumne. 
Pan. Why po to then, * to N to you that Hals 
loves Tg. 

Crif.'T, Foy tus wil ſtand to thee proofe if youle proove = {+ 

Par. Treylus, why hee eſteemes her no more then ! eſteeme 
an addle egge. 

Gref. If your joue an adde egge as well àe you lone 
head you wowt!s cate chickeas*ith ſhell. 

Pan. I cannot chnſe but laugh to thinke how toe tan 
his chin, iiidecd Thee has à maruel's white hand I muff net 
confeſf@;”” + 

ce, Without the rack. 

Fan. And ſhee takes Pon her to o ſpie a a white hear: 
chinne. 

Gref Alas poore chin many a wart is ritcher. 

Pan. But there was ſack laughing, queene I a v 
that her eyes ran ore, 


Cre. With milſtones 


— 


TrOYLUS;AND: Casss 10 4. 
pan. And Cuſcaudre laught. 


* * 8 , 


her 2 did her eyes run ore to? 

an. And Hector lau ght, 

os At what was all this laughing. 

Pin, Marry at the white hears that Hellen ſpied on Troplas 


chin. 
00 And thad beene a greene * 1 ſhould haue Angus 


10 


zulwere. | F 

Ge, What was his anſwere? ee 

Pan. Quoth fhee heere's but two and fry heires on | your 

chinne ; and one of them is white, 

Creſ. This is her queſtion. | 

Pan Thats true, make no queſtion of that, two and liltie 
es quoth hee, and, one white, that white heire is my fa- 

wer, and all the eſt, are his founes. . lupiter quoth thee, 

which of thele heres is Paris my huſband ? the forked one 

quoth he, pluckr gut and give it him: but there was ſuch 

avghing, and Hellen ſo bluſht, and Paris 10 chat 't, and all 

te reſt fo laught that it palt. 

Lreſ, So let it, now for it has beene a great leg _ 

Pan, Well cozen I tould you a thing yeſterday, think on't, 

Ge. Sol] doe. 

Van, Ile be ſworne tis true, he will weepe you an'twere a 


— 


, And Ne ſpring vp in his teares an'twere 4 nettle 
00Unſt May, 


Pan, Harke they are comming from the field, ſhall we land 


o, ſycete neece Creſſeida. 

eV At your pleaſure, 
Pan, Heere, here, here's an excellent place, here wee may 
{ce 


Cref. But there was, — ink ber. 15 | 


7 5 They laght not ſo much at the heare as at his pretty 


an borne in Aproll, Sound a ratreatæ. 


p here and ſee them as they paſſe toward lion, good neece 
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fee moſt braudly, De tell you them all by their names „ux 


Se — M (bj 

Pan. Thats Zneas, is not that a ha, 8 
the flowers of Trey I can. yell you, but. marke 77, you 
ſhal ſee anon. 

w__ Whop that ? 


Pan. Thats Antenor, he has a Rey wit I car tell you, 
and hee's man good enough, hees one o'th ſoundelt ucgE,T,6 
in Troy whoſoeuer, and a proper man of perſon, when come; 
Troylus, Ile ſhew you Troylns anon, if hee ſee me, you (iz! 
ſee him nod at mee. | 

Creſ. Will he glue you the nod. 

Pan. You ſhall ſee. 
3 2 if be do the ach ſhall haue morc, 


Enter Hector. 


Pan. Thats Hettor, that, that, locke you that, there 4 fl, 
low ! goe thy way Hector, ther's a brave man necce Ob 


Hetlar, locke how hee ae theres 8 a-countenance, ift pots * 
brave man- e bis 

Cr. O a brave man. hon 
Pan. Is u not 24+ does 2 map heart good, loch jou vo et 
hacks ate on his helmet, looke you yonder, do you 1-2, look? Dae. 


you chere, thers no teſting, chers laying on, tak! off, 60 
will as they ſay, there be hacks. 
 Gref. Be thole with ſwords, 


7 Enter Paris 


Pan. Swords; any thing he cares not, * the diuell comb 
9 its all one, by Gods lid it doogs ones heart's gx. 


YondM 


- I} cout 
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Yonder comes Paris,” youder comes Parir, looke yes vonder 
neece, iſt not a gallant Dat to, iſt not, why this is Hraue now, 
who {aid he came hurt home to day. Hee's not hurt, why 
this will do Hellens heart” good mow ha? would 1 could {cc 
Troy!us now, you {hall ſee anos wa who 2 
_ Whoſe: that? n ho 9 0 : 
: Euter Been, 


Pan, Thats Helenus, I marucil Where Froylusis, chats. He- 
ws, I thinke he went nat forth to day, thats Helenus. 
_ Crej. Can Helenzs fight vncle? 
Pan, Helenus no: yes heele light indiffer ent, well, 1 marnell 
Where 2 2 is; harke Joc you not here the people crie 7727 
Helene! is a prieſt. 


What ſneaking fellow comes vonder: e 


Enter Troylus | 


Pinda, Where? ponder. ? thats O. ihhabur.” Tis Troplus ' 
| theres 4 man neece, hem 7 brave Troylus the prince of chi- 


valrie. 
Cref. Peace for ſſame peace. ck A 
Pan, Marke lim, note him: O brau& 7roylus, looke well 


vpon him negce, iooke you how is fwerd . is bloudied, and 


bis helme more hackt then Heftors, and how hee lookes, and 
aow hee goes? O admirable youth, hee neuer ſaw three and 
twenty, go thy way Trofus, go thy way, had I a filter were 2 
p4ce, or a-daughter.a.goddeſſe, hee ſhould take his choice, O 
Wivicible mag! Faris Paris is durt to him, and 1. Warra't 
Hellen to change would glue an cye aan. 

4 Here comes more. AC 4 0 

2, Aſſes, fooles, doults, chaff m7 bran, chaiF * bran, 

Paitedge aſter meate, 1 could live and die in the eyes of Y ey. 
i, nere looke, wie * we cagyes are gun, erowes and 
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dawes, crowes and dawes, I had rather bee ſuch a » 
Troylus, then Agamemnon and all Greece. 

Creſ. There is amongſt the Greekes, Achilles a bete 
then Troylur. 

Pan. Achilles, a dry, a porter, a very camme U. 

Creſ. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well, why haue you any diſcretion, 
any eyes, doe you Know What a man is? is not birth. 
good ſhape, diſcourſe, man- hood, learning, gentlenc 
tue youth, liberallity and ſuch like, the ſpice and 
ſeaſon a man. 

Creſ. J a minſt man, and then to bee bak t with no 
the pie, for then the mans date is out. 

Pan. You are {uch a woman a man kaowes not at wi: 


you lie, 
Cref. Vpon my backe to defend my bellie, „pon mw 


defend my wiles, vpon my ſecrecy to defend mine on 
my maſke to defend my beauty, and you to defend ai] 
and at al theſe wards I lie, at a thouſand watches, 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre/. Nay Ile watch you for that; and thats ouc of 
eſt of them two: if | cannot ward what 1 would not h 
I can watch you for telling how I tooke the bone 
it ſwell paſt hiding and then its paſt watching. 

Pan. You arg ſuch another. 


al a3 


7 0 
TN F 1 


Enter Bey. 


Boy. Sir my lord would inftantiic fpeake wit! 

Pan. Where? | 

Boy. At your owne houſe there he vnatmes him. 

Pan. Good boy tell him I come, I doubt he 
well good neice, 

Creſ. Adiew-vncie, 

Pan, I wil be with you neice by and by. 


TRoytrs AND CRESSIIDA. if f 
Cref., To bring vncle. 4 | 
Pan. La token from Troylus. i 


Cre. By the ſame token you are a bawde, 
Words, vowes, guifts, teares and loues full ſacrifize, 
He offers in anothers enterprize, 
Bat more in Troylus thouſand fould I fee, 
Then in the glaſſe of Pandars praiſe may bee. 
Yet hold 1 off; women are angels woing, 
« Things woone are done, ioyes ſoule lies in the doving, 
That ſhee belou'd, knows navght that knows not this, 
Men price the thing vngaind more then it is, 
That ſhe was neuer yet that euer knew 
Louc got ſo {weet, as when deſire did fue, 
Therefore this maxim out of loue I teach, 
lichiuement is command ; vngaind bejeech, 
Thea though my hearts content firme lone doth beare, 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appearc. Exit. 
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dier Agamemnon, Neſtor, Vliſſes, Diomedes, Menelaus 
av1th others. 


Aga. Priuces: What griefe hath {ct theſe 1iapnges ore your 
Cheekes ? | 

The ample propoſition that hope makes, 

inal! def gnes begun on carth below, 

Files in the promiſt largeneſſe, checks and difaſters, 

Grow in tae vaines of actions higheſt reard. 

65 knots by tae conflux, of mecting ſap, 

welts the ſound pine, aud diuerts his praine, 

Teriine anderrant from his courſe of growth. 

"* P1003 is it matter new to vs, 

ht w- come ſhort of our ſuppoſe fo farre, 

That after ſęeauen yeares ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand, 
den eucr action that hath gone before, 
Whereof ve haue record, triall did draw, 
dus and thwart: not anſwering the ayme, 
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And that vnbodied figure of the thought, 5 
That gau't ſutmiſed ſhape : -why then you princes, - 
Do you with cheekes abaſht behold our workes, 
And call them ſhames which are indeed naught cle, 
But the protractiue tryals of great Zue, 
To finde perſiſtiue conſtancie in men. 
The fineneſſe of which mettall is not found, 
In fortunes loue + for then the bould and coward, 
The wiſe and foole, the artiſt and vnread, 
The hard and ſoft ſeeme all affyn d and kin, 
But in the winde and tempeſt of her frowne, 
Diſtinction with a broad and powerfull fan, 
Puffing at all, winnowss the light away, 
And what hath maſſe or matter by it {clfe, 
Lyes rich in vertue and vnmingled. 

Neſicr, With due obſeruance of the godlike ſents. 
Great Agamemnon, Neſtor ſtall appiy 
Thy lateſt words. In the reproofe of chance, 
Lies the true proofe of men: the ſea being ſmooth, 


How many ſhallow bauble boates dare ſaile, To 
Vpoa her ancient breſt, making their way The 
With thoſe of nobler bulke ? Troy 
But let the ruffian Boreas once enrafe And 
The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold But | 
The ſtrong ribbd barke through liquid mountaines c The 
Bounding betweene the two moyſt ele ments, And | 
Like Perſeus horſe; Where's then the faweie boate, 


Whoſe weake vntymberd ſides but even now 

Corriuald preatneſfſe ? either to harbor fled, 

Or made a toſte for 'Neptune : een ſo 

Doth valonrs ſhe w, and valours worth devide 

In ſtormes of fortune; for in her ray and brightneſfe 

The heard hath more annoyanc by the bryze 

Then by the tyger, but when the ſplitting winde, 1 
bio $95 eln ak 


4 * is Py 


Taoyrzus aup Cx EssEIDA. 


Makes flexible the knees of knotted ok es, 


And flies fled vnder-fhade, why then the thing of courage, 


4; rouz'd with rage, with rage doth ſimpathiae, 
And with an accent tun'd in lelte fame key, 
Retires to chiding fortune. 

Uliſ. Agamemnon, 
Thon great commander, nerues and bone of Greece, 
cart of our numbers, ' foule and onely ſpright, 
mom the tempers and che minds of all 
4o1ld be ſhut vp: heere what Vliſſes ſpeakes, 
gelides th' applauſe and approbation, 
The which moſt mighty (for thy place and ſway 
And thou moſt reuerend) for the ſtretcht our life, 
! i136 to both your ſpeeches; which were fach 
is 4oamemnon and the hand of Greece, 
Should hold vp high in brafle, and fact igaine 
s venerable Neftor (hatcht in ſiluer) 
Should with a bond of ayre ſtrong as the axel · tree, 
u which heauen rides) knit all the Gr-eki/h cares 
To his experienc't tongue, yet let it pleaſe both 
Thou great and wiſe, to heare Vliſſas ſpeake. 


— 


ey yet vpon his baſes had beene down, 

And the great HefFors ſword had Jackt a maſter 
But for theſe inſtances. 

The lpocialtie of rule hath beene neglected, 

nd locke how many Grecian tents do, ſtand, 

Hollow vpou this plaine, ſo many hollow fattions, 

Wien that the general is not like the hiue, 

lo whom the ſorragers ſhall all repaire, 

What honey is expected? Degree being viſarded 
Invoworthieſt ſhewes as fairly in the malke. 

Lie heanens them-ſelues, the plannets and this center, 

Obſerve degree, prioritie and place, 

kſtors, courſe, proportion, ſeaſon, forme, 

Vice and cuftome, in all line of order. 


Dd 3 


I 


——_ 
— 


A 2 — — 
3 $ — ER een MEE on * k A— y \ 
© IS * —— — —— —— — —— - s — 
— — So — _ = . _—_— — — = 8 
\ - od - q _ 
wy ” + ys : > — * 4 © - | b 
. d *X — 
— _ - — _- m_- — — 
* - — — — i _ = * 4 — = 
* _ = 27 * 
= SES =. 4 0 — 
— — — 8 — 
* — — 2 D . - 
. > * — - * — 2 
- & p —_— _— "E 
- _ = = = >: 


Tur Higr6ay r 


And therefore is the plorious planet Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron'd and ſpherd, 

Amidſt the other; whoſe medcinable eye, 
Corrects the influence of euill planets, 

And poſts like the commandment of a kiog, 

Sans check to good and bad, But when the FREE 
In euill mixture to diſorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents, what mutinie ? 
What raging of the ſea, ſhaking of earth ? 
Commotion in the winds, frights, changes, horrors 
Diuert and crack, rend and deracinate, 

The vnitie and married calme of ſtates 

Quite from their fixture : O when degree is ſliakt, 
Which is the ladder of all high deſignes, 

The enterpriſe is ſick. How could communities, 
Degrecs in ſchooles, and brother -· hoods in cittics, 
Peaceful! commerce from denidable ſhores, 

The primogenitie and due of birth, 

Preropatiue of age, crowucs, ſcepters, lawrels, 

But by degree ſtand in authentique place: 

Take but degree away, vntune that ſtring, 

And harke what difcord followes, each thing mel:; 
In meere oppugnancie: the bounded waters 
Should lift their boſomes higher then the thores, 
And make a {op of all this folid globe : 

Strength ſhould be the lord of imbecilitie, 

And the rude ſonne ſhould Nrike his father dead. 
Force ſhould be right or rather right and wrong, 
( Betrweene wheſe endleſſe iatre iuſtice recides } 
Should looſe their names, and ſo ſhould juſtice to 
Then euery thing include it ſelfe in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite, 

And appetite an vniuerſall woolfe, 


(59 doubly ſeconded with Will and power) 


TRowrus AvD CR RSSEIDA. 


Muſt make perforce an vniuerſall prey, 
And laſt eate vp bimſelfe, 
Great Agamemnon, 
This chaos When degree is ſuffocate, „ 
Followes the choaking, 
And this neglection of degree it is, 
That by a pace goes backward with a purpoſe 
It hath to elime. The generalls diſdaind, 
bim one ſtep below, he by the next, 
hat next by him beneath, ſo every ſtep, 
Fxampf'd by the firſt pace that is ſick 
Of his ſuperior, growes to an cuuious feauer 
F TR and bloudleiſe emulation, 
1 "tis this feauer that keepes Troy on fodte, 
ot her one ſinnews. To end a tale of length, 
in our weakneſſe ſtands not in her ſtrength. 
* eſter. Moſt wiſely hath Vliſſes here dilcouerd, 
The feuer whereof all our power is ſick, 
gamem. The nature of the ſickneſſe found, Yes 
What is the remedie ? 
Ul/es. The great Achilles whom opinion crownes, 
The hung and the tore-haad of our haſte, 
Paving his eare full of his ayrie fame, 
Crowes dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our deſignes: with him Patroclus 
pan a lazie bed the Iuc-long day, 
Breakes ſcurrell jeſts. 
And with ridiculous and ſillie ation. | 
Which h : (andere he unitation calls, 
fe pageants vs. Some-time great Aganemton, 
| toplſe deputation be puts on, 
Ani! ike a ſirutting player, Whoſæ conceit 
Les in his ham - ſtring, and doth. thinke it rich | 
ere the woodden dialogue and ſound. 25 
Pd 4 Twixt 
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Twixt his ſtretcht footing and the ſcqaffolage, - 
Such to be pitied and ore: reſted: ſeeming, - 


He acts thy greatneſſe iu. And when he ſpeaker, 


Tis like a chime a mendiug, vth termes vnſquatc, 
Which from the tongue of roaring. Tiplen dropt, 
Would ſeeme hiperboles, at this fuſtie ſtuffe, 
The large Achilles on his preſt bed lolling, 
From his dezpe cheſt laughes out a lowd applauſe, 
Cries excellent; tis Agamemmnan right, 
Now play me Ve/tor, hem and ſtroake thy beard, 
As he being dreſt to {ome oration, 
That's done, as neere as ths extremeſt ends 
Of paralells, as like as Vulcan and his wife: 
Yet god Achilles ſtill cries excellent, 
Tis Neſor right: now play him me Pat rachus, 
Arming to anſwer in a night alarme, 
And then forſooth the faut defects of age, 
Muſt be the ſcæne of myrth, to coſſe and ipit, 
And with a palſie fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet, and at this ſport 
vir valour dyes, cryes O enough Patroctus, 
Or giue me ribbs of ſteele, I ſhall ſplit all 
In pleaſure of my ſpleens, and in this faſhion, 
All our abilities, guitts, naturcs ſhapes, 
Scueralis and generalls of grace exact, 
Atchiuements, plots, orders, preuentions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
ducceſſe or loſſe, what is, or is not, ſerues 
As ſtuffe for theſe two to make paradoxes. 
Neſtor. And in the imitation of theſe twaine, 
Who as Vliſſes ſayes opinion crownes, 
With an imperiall, voyce: many are infect, 
Aiax is growne feite-wild, and beares his head 
In ſuch a reyne, in full as proud a pace 


, . 


e 


. 


4s broad Achillex keepes his tent nike Mm, 
Makes factious feaſts, railes on our ſtate is - 
Bould as an oracle; and fers Therſites 11 
A laue, whoſe gall cOynes ſlanders like a mint, 
To match vs in comparifons with dort, | 
Ty weaken our diſcredit, our expoſure " 
How ranke ſo euer rounded in with danger. 

Vlies. They taxe our pollicie, and call it cowardice, 
Count wiſdonie as no member of the warre, 
Forſtall preſcience, and efteeme no act 
fn ut that of hand, the ſtill and mentall parts, 
That do contrine how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 

When fitnefſe calls them on, and know by meaſure 
If their obſeruant toyle the enemies waiphr, 
Why this hath not a fingers digaitie, 
They call this bed-worke, mappry, cloſet warre, 
do that the ram that batters downe the wall, 
For the great ſwinge and rudenefle of his poiſe, 
e place before his hand that made rhe engine, 
0: thoſe that with the fineſſe of their ſoules, 
By reaſon guide his execution. 

Wo Let this be granted, and Achilles horſe 
Makes many Thetis ſonnes. 

gam. What trumpet? looke Menel aus. 

', From Troy. 

n What would you fore our tent. 
Ene. Is this great Agamemnous tent I pray you? ? 
Agam. Euen this. 
*. Ag, one that is a herrald and a prince, 

ire meſſage to his kingly eyes? | 

42am. With ſurety ſtronger then Achilles arme, 
Pore all the Greekiſh heads, which wich one voice, 
ag umamnen head and generall. 
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-1e, Faire leaue and large ſecurity, how may 
A ſiranger 
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III Hisrory Or 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperiall lookes, 


Know them from eyes of other mortals ? 
Agam, How ? 

Ene. I, I alike that I might waken rcuerence, 
And bid the chceke be ready with a bluſh, 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhee coldly eyes the yourh (yi 

Phoebus, 

Which is that God, in office guiding men, 

Which is the high and mighty Agamemnon. 
Agam. This Troyan ſcornes vs, or the men of 7--» 

Are ceremonious courtiers. 

Ane. Courtiers as free as debonaire, vnarm'd 
As bending angels, thats rheir ſame in peace : 
But when they would ſecme ſoldiers, they haue g 
Good armes, ſtrong ioints, true fwords, and great 7-r 

cord 

Nothing ſo full of heart: but peace Anueas, 

Peace Troyan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 

The worthineſſe of praiſe diſtaines his worth, 

If that ihe praiſd him-ſelfe bring the proſe forth. 

But what the repining enemy commends, 

That breath fame blowes, that praiſe fole pure tran! 
Agam. Sir you of Troy, call you your ſelfe En. 
Aue. 1 Greeke, that is my name, 

Agam. Whats your affaires I pray you? 

ne. Sir pardon, tis tor Agamemnons cares. 

Aga. He heeres naught privately that comes from 77%” 

ne. Nor I'trom Troy come not to whiſper with © 

I bring a trumpet to awake his care, 

To ſet his ſeat on that attentive beat, 

And then to ſpeake. 

Agam. Speake frankly as the winde, 
It is not Agamemnons ſleepiug houre ; 


Troytus AND CR EssEIpA. 


That thon ſhalt know Trayan he is Wale, 
ec tels thee ſo himſelſſGCG. 
Hie. Trumpet blowe alowd, 
a thy braſſe voyce chrongh all theſe lazie tents, 
\nd cuery Greeke of mettell Jet him know, 
What Tray meanes fairely, ſhall beſpoke alowd. 
| Sound trumpet. 
haue great Agamemnon heere in Troy, 
A prince calld Hector, Priam is his father, 
Wi u his dull and long continued truce, 
eſtie growne :* he had me take a trumpet, 
11 1 purpoſe ſpeake. Kings, princes, lords, 
if there be one among the falr'ſt of Greece, 
"hat holds his honour higher then his eaſe, 
hod tecds his praiſe, more then he feares his perill, 
That knowes his valour, and knowes not his feare, 
iat loges his miſtreſſe more then in confeſſion, 
(With truant vowes to her owne lips he loues) 
Ard dare avowe her beantie and her worth, 


ther artnes then hers: to him this challenge ; 


Hector in view of Troyant and of Greekes, 


Salt make it good or do his beſt to do it;: 
lle hath a lady, wifer, fairer, truer, 

er Greeke did couple in his armes, 
Ant wül to morrow with his trumpet call, 
bMt-way betweene your tents and walls of Trey, 
10 70070 a Grecian that is true in loue: 


ng come, Hector ſhall honor him: 


: * * 
| 4 


ohe, heele fay in Troy when he retires, 
ie Grecian dames are fun-burne, and not worth 
iter of a launce. Euen fo much. 
1 his ſhall be told our lovers lord Zneas, 
4 ne 0 them haue ſoule in ſuch 2 kinde, 


a 1 


ett them all at home, but we are ſouldiers, 


| And 
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«A Tas NN f Ga t 
And may that ſouldier a weere recreant prooue, 


That meanes not, hath not, or is not in loue z 

If then one is, or hath a meanes to he, 

That one meetes Hector: if none elſe I am he, 
Neſt. Tell him of M flor, one that was a man 

When Heclors grand -Kſre ſackt. He is old now, 

But if there be not in our Grecian hoſte, 

A noble man that hath no ſparke of fire 

To anſwer for his lone, tel! him from me, 

Ile hide my ſiluer beard in a gould beauer, 

And in my vambrace put my withered brauncs 

And meeting him tell kim that my lady, 

Was fairer then his grandam, and as chaſt, 

As may bee in the worid (his youth in flood) 

Ile proue this troth with my three draps of bloud. 
ne. Now heavens for- fend ſuch ſcarcity of men, 
Vii. Amen: faire lord ÆEncas let me touch your tn. 

To our pavilion (hall I leade you fir : 

Achille: ſhall haue word of this intent, 

So ſhall each lord of Greece from tent to tent, 

Your ſelfe ſhall feaſt with vs before you goe, 

And find the welcome of a noble ſoe. 

Viif. Neflor. 
Nit. What faies Viiffes ? 
Vliſ. J haue a yong conception in my braine, 

Be you my time to bring it to {ome ſhape. 

Neft. What itt? 
Vliſ. Blunt wedges riue hard knots, the ſceded p 

That hath to this maturity blowne vp 

In ranke Achilles, muſt or now be eropt, 

Or ſhedding breede 2 nourſery of like ewll, 

To over-bulk vs all. 

Ae/t. Well and how ? 


| Ss Wy 4 2 r . 
Taoytes AU Entistrp a, 


Vi, This challeng rhe gallant Hector ſends, 
ow euer it is ſpreud in generall name | 
clates in purpoſe onely to Achill. 

Neft. True the purpoſe is perſpicuous as ſubſtance, 
Whoſe groſeneſſe little characters ſum vp: 

And in the publication make no ſtraine, 
| Bot that Achilles weare his braine, as harren, 
As banks of Libia (though Apollo knmwes 
7 dry enorgh) will with great ſpeed of iudgemetit, 
| 1 with celerity finde Hecters purpole, pointing on him. 

Vis. And wake him to the anſwere thinke you? 

Net, Why tis moſt meete; who may you elce oppoſe, 

hat can from Hector bring thoſe honours off, 
if not Achilles + though't be a Tportfall combat, 

et in the trial} much opinion dwel!s : 
For here the Troyans taſt our dretſt repute, 
| With their wt pallat, and traſt to me Vliſſes 
Our :mpvtarion ſhal be odly porzde 
In this vilde action, for the ſucceſſe, 
Although perticuler ſhall pinc'a ſcantling 
J! good or bad vnto the general, 
Aud in dach indexes (although tmall pricks 
Jo theic tublequent volumes) there is ſeene, 
Ide baby figure of the gyant maſſe, 
Vi thiags to come at large: it is foppos'd 4 
Ac taut mectes Hector, yſſues from our choice. 
kn choice (being mutuall act of all our ſoules) 
Makes merit her election, and doth boyle, 
(As pere from forth vs all) a man diſtill'd 
at of our vertucs, who milcarrying, 
Whit heat ieceives from kence a "conquering g part, 
Lo ele 2 firong opinion to them lelues. ; 
VET. Gine pardon to my *; ſpeech? therefore tis meete, 
lle, mecte not Hector, . vs like marchants 
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Firſt ſhew foule wares, aud thinke perchance teile 
If not; the luſter of the betrer ſhall exceed, 
By ſhewing the worſe firſt : do not conſent, 
That euer Hef lor and Achilles meet, 
For both our honour and our ſhame in this, are dog'd with 
two ſtrange followers. 
Neſt. I {ce them not with my old eyes what are tc; 
Pre}. What glory our Achilles Mares from H 
Were he not proud, we all ſhould ſhare with him : 
But he already is too inſolent. 
And it were better partch in Afrique ſunne, 
Then in the pride and ſault {corne of his eyes 
Should he ſcape Hecter faire, If he were foild, 
Why then we do our maine opinion craſh 
In taint of our beſt man. No, make a lottry 
And by deuiſe let blockiſh Aiax draw 
The fort to fight with Hector, among our ſelues, 
Giue him allowance tor the better man, 
For that will phiſick the great Myrmicon, 
Who broyles in loud applauſe, and make him tall, 
His creſt that prouder then blew 7ris bends, 
If the dull brainleſſæ £ax come ſafe off 
Weele dreſle him vp in voices, if he faile 
Yet go we vnder our opinion ſtill, 
That we haue better men, but hit or miſle, 
Oar proiects life this ſhape of fence aſſumces 
Aiax imploy'd plucks downe Achilles plumes, 
Nejft. Now Vlies 1 begin to reliſh thy adnite, 
And I will gine a taſte thereof forthwith, 
To 4zamemnon, go we to him ſtraight 
Two curres ſhall tame cach other, pride along 
Mutt arre the maſtiffs on, as twere a bone. 


TRrROYLUS AND: Coz tina 


Enter Aiax'and Therſites. 
E 

Ther. Agamemnon, how it he had biles, full, all oner, 
generally. 


Aiax. Therſites. 


ug then, were not that a botchy core. 
MAX. Dogge. | | 
7her. Then would come ſome matter from him, I ſee none 


now 


ga. Thou bitchwolfs ſon canſt thou not heare, feele then. 


ier. The plague of Greece vpon thee thou mongrel! beefe 
witted lord. 


ax. Speake then thou vnſalted leaven, ſpeake, I will beate 
2 into hanſomneſſe. 

Her. I ſhall ſooner raile thee into wit and holineſſe, but 1 
ze thy horſe will ſooner cunne an oration without booke, 


tüte 


en thou learne praier withont booke, thdu canſt ſtrike canſt 


1 


50 ? red murrion ath thy iades trickes. 
Ja. Tode-ſtoole? learne me the proclamation, 
Ther. Dooſt thou thinke I haue no ſence thou ſtrikeſt mee 


gan, The proclamation, 
Ther, Thon art proclaim'd foole I thinke. 
Do not porpentin, do not, my fingers iteh: 
her. 1 would thou didſt itch from bead to foote, and I had 
tne ſcratching of the, I would make thee: the lothiomeſt ſcab 
In Cres, 


, When thou art forth in the incurſions thou ſtrikeſt 
4 OW. 43 another. 


Ain. 


ax. l —— ay the proclamation. 


— ou grombleſt and rayleſt enery houre on Achilles, 
= art as full of enuy at his greatneſſe, as Cerberus is at 


Proſer; nas beauty, | that thou bark ſt at him. 


Ainx, 


„ And thoſe byles did run (ſay to,) did not the generall 
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53-7 Thou hoof fkrike bim. MHinæ Cubloſe, 
Hee would punne thee iuto ſhivers with his fif, as 5 ſayler 
breakes a biſket, you horſou curre. Do? do? 

Aiax. Thou ſtoole for a witch: | 
Ther. I, do? do? thou ſodden witted lord, thou ft 
more braine then I haue in mine etbowes, an H nic = 
thee, vl f ray v ant aſſe, thou urt heete but to bra 
ans, and thou art bought and ſould among theſe of πτ w; 
like: a 3 laue. If thou vie to beate mee 5 vill - gin 


Pw Aa G#w# 


ao bowells how : 

Aiax. You dog: 

Ther. You ſcuruy lord. 

Aiax. You curre. 

Ther. Mars his idiot, do rudeneſſe, do camel, . 4 
Acbil. Why how now Aiax wherefore do yee thus, 
How now Ther/tes whats the matter man. 

Ther. You fee him there? do jou? 

Achil. I whats the matter. b 

Ther. Nay looke vpon him, 
Achil. So ] do, whats the matter? 
Tier. Nay but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why ſo I do. 

.. Ther... But yet you looke not weil vpon hid, for win ton 
ever you take him to be he is Aiax. 
A Atul; I.know that foole. 

Ther. 1 but that foole knhowes not hin{lf 

Aiax. Therefore I beate thee. 

1 Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he viters, fu 
euaſions haue eares thus long, I haue bobd his ane cg 
then he has beate my bones. It will buy nine fparrowes fort 


penny, and his Pia mater is not worth Th ninih part of # ipas 
f OW, 


3 & 


* 


Terios unn Criteria, 

row : this lord (Achilles) Aiax, who weares his wit in his 
belly, and — _ — * 
Ar What 1 4 

Ther. I lay this j "Tong | 
Achil. Nay good Aiax. 
Her. Has not fo much wit, 
Achil. Nay I mult hold you. 
Ther, As will top the eye of Hellens needle, for whow he 
comes to fight. 

Achil. Peace foole 2 


* 


not, he there, that he: looke you there? 

liax. Oh thou damned curre I ſhall 

Achil. Will you ſet your wit to a fooles, 

Ther, No I warrant you, the fooles will ſhame it. 

Patro. Good words The/ites, 

Achil, Whats the quarrell. | 

Aiax. I bad the vile oule goe learne mee the tenor of the 
proclamation, and he railes y pon me. 

Ther. I ſerue thee not ? 

giax. Well, go to, go to. 

Ther. | lerne here voluntary. | 

Achil. Your laſt ſeruice was ſuffrance: twas not voluntary, 
no man is beaten voluntary, Hiax was here the voluntary, and 
504 as vader au impreſſe. 2 

Ther E'ene ſo, a great deate of your wittc to, Bes in your 
ſavewes, or ds there bee liers, Hefor ſhall haue a great catch 
ind knocke at cher of your beains, a were as good crack A 
fuſty aut with no kernell. $ | 

chil. What with me to Ther ſites. ” bb 

Ther. Thers Viifſes and old Neſtor, whoſe wit was mouldy 
e their grapdfires had nailes, yoke you Ake berge _ 
url make you plough vp the Wars. e 


* Be what ? nnn DIG, ad hu. nur 
III. Ee Ther. 
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Ther. I would haue peace and quietneſſe A but the foole will. 
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Tus Hteronr os 


Ther, Yes good footh,” to Athill»s; to iar, 

Aiax, I ſhall cut out your tongue. 

Ther. Tis no matter, 1 ſhall ſpeake as much as hn after 
wards. 

Patro. No more words 7. herſites petce. 

Ther. I will hold my peace when Achille; brooch bids r 
ſhall T ? 0 | 

Achil. There's for you Patroctus. 


Ther. I will fee you hang'd like clatpoles, ere come 4; | 
more to your tents, J will keepe where there Wit thier 4 
and leave the faction of fooles. EE ö 

Patro. A good riddance. | 7 

Achil. Marry this fir is proclaim'd throngh lf 114 hf q 
That Hector by the firſt honre of the ſunne: F 
Will with a trumpet twixt our tents and Tay, 7 
To morrow morning call ſome knight to armes, 

That hath a ſtomack, and ſuch 2 one that dare, V 
Maiataine I know not what, (tis traſh) fareweil—- 80 
ax. Farewell, who ſhall anſwer him. Of 

Achil, I koow not, tis put to lottry, otherwise 71 
He knew his man. 40 

Aiax. O meaning you ? I will go learne m . 

Enter Priam, Hector, Troylus, Paris and Lie. N 


Priam. After ſo many houres, liucs, ſpeeches (21), 
Thus once againe faies V from the Ce 
Deljuer Hellen, and al! domage els, 

As. honour, . l»{ſe of time, trauell, expence, 
Wounds, friends and what els deere that is coun Þ 
In hot digeſtion of this cormorant warre) 

Shal be ſtroke off, Hector what fay you to's ? 

Hect. Though no man lefler feares the Creeks then ! 
As farre as toucheth my particular, yet dread Ci. 


- 


TRoYLUS AND Carina. 


There is no lady of more ſofter. bowells, 

More ſpungy to ſuck in the fence of feare: "95 

More ready to cry out, who knowes What followes 
Then Hefor is: the wound of peace is ſurely 

Surely ſecure, but modeſt doubt is calld 

The beacon of the wiſe, the tent that ſerches, 
Too'th bottome of the worſt let Hellen po, 

Since the firſt ſword was drawne about this queſtion 
F ucry tith ſoule mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 

TR berne as deere as Hellen. I meane of ours: 

If we hane loſte ſo many tenthes of ours, 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to vs, 

Had it our name) the valew of one ten, 

What merits in that reaſon which denics, 

The yeelding of her yp ? | 

Troy. Fie, fic, my brother, | 

Way you the worth aud honour of a bing: 

bs great as our dread fathers in a ſcale 

Of common ounces : will you with compters ſumme. 
he paſt proportion of his infinite 

And buckle in, a waſte moſt fathomles, 

Wich (panes and inches ſo dyminutue : 

As feares and reaſons: fie for godly ſhame ? 

Hole. No maruell though you bite {6 ſharpe of reaſons, 

You are fo empty of them ſhould av; our father; 
beare the great f- ay of his affaues with reaſon, 


Becauſe your ſpeech hath none that reli hint ſo? 


Tray. You are for dreames and ſlambers brother prieſt, 
Lou furre your gloues with reaſon, here are your reaſons 
Yon know an enemy intends you harme : 

You know a ſword imployde is perilous 

And reaſon flies the obiect of all karme. 

Who maruglls then when Hel:nus bebolds, 

A Gretian and his iword, il he do let 
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nr Hfisronvy or 
The very wings of teaſon to his heeles, 
And flie like thiddeti Mercury from Louie 
Or like a ſtarre diforbd? nay if we ralke of reaſon, 


Sets ſhut our gates and Teepe +" man-hood and honour, 
Should haue hare hearts, would they but fat their hon 


With this cram'd reaſon; reaſon and reſpect, 
Make lyuers pale, and luſtihood deiect. 
Heft. Brother, ſhee/ is not Worth,” what ſhee dot 
keeping. 
Troy, Whats nin but as tis valued, 
Hef. But valew dwells not in perticuler will, 
It holds his eſtimate and dignity, 
As well wherein tis precious of it ſelfe 
As in the prizer, tis madde idolatry 
To make the ſeruice greater then the God, 
And the will dotes that is attributiue; 
To what infectiouſly it ſelfe affects, 
Without ſome image of th affected merit, 
Troy. I take to day a wife, and my election 
Is led on in the conduct of my will, 
Myv will enkindled by mine eyes and cares, 
Two traded pilots twixe the dangerous NG 
Of will and iudgement: how may I anoyde 7 
(Alchough my will diſtaſt what it ei<Cted) 
The wife i*chooſe, there can be no cuaſion, 
To blench from this and to ſtand firme by honor, 
We turne not backe the Hilxes vpon the macchant 
When we haue (G1) them, nor the remainder Vial. 
We do not throw ia vareſpettine fine, 
Becauſe we now are full, it was thought meete 
Paris ſhould do ſome verigeance, on the Greebes. 
Your breth with full conicat bellied his ſalles, 
The ſeas and winds (old wrangler S) taoke a truce : 


And did him fexuice, hee toucht the ports deſit d, 
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4nd for an old aunt hem the Creeſes held captiue, 
He brought a Grecian queene, whoſe yonth and freſhneſle, | 
Wrincles Apollaes, and makes pale the morning. 
\Why keepe we ber ? the Grecian; keepe our auut, 

i: he worth keeping ? why ſhee is a penile, 

Whoſe price hath lanſh't above a thouſand ſhips : 
And turn'd crown'd kings to marchants, 

if zoule auouch twas wiidome Haris went, 

1; you mult needs, for you all cri'd go, go. 

voule confeſſe he brought home worthy prize: 
as tou muſt needs, for you all, clapt your hands, 
And crv'd ineftimable ; why do you now 

The vilue of your proper wiſdomes rate, 

And do 2 deed that neuer fortune did, 

oper the eſtimation, which you priz'd 

cher then ſea and land ? O theft moſt baſe, 

EF Thi wee haue ftolne, what we do feare to keepe, 

But theeues vnworthy of a thing fo ſtoine : 

That in their country did theta that diſgrace, 

We teare ro warrant in our native 4 


Enter Caſſandra rauing. 


Ulf, Cry Troyans @y : 

ee. What noiſe ? what ſhrike is this? 

Troy. Tis our madde ſiſter I do Know her voice, 

, Cry Troyans, 5 

Hel. It is Caffandra ? 

/. Cry Trayans cry, lend me ten thouſand eyes, 

ny [1 {will fl] them with prophetick tearcs. 

. Peace ſiſter peace. 

'f Virg' ins, and boyes, mid. age, und wriackled elders, 
aancie, chat nothing canſt but crie, | 

de is my clamonts * let vs pay be- times 

£00910 0: that'mafſe of mone to come: 
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Crie Treyans crie, „ail e your eyes with teares, 
Troy muſt not bee, nor goodly lion ſtand, 
Our fire-brand brother Paris burnes \ vs all, 
Crie Troyans crie, a Helen and a Wo, 
Crie, crie, Troy burnes, or elſe let Yellen goe. Z 107 
Hect. Now youthfull Tray l, do n. not theſe high (ira/nc; 
Of divination in our fiſter worke 
Some touches of remorle * or is your bloud 
So maddly hott, that g diſcourſe of reaſon, 
Nor feare of bad ſucc eſſe 1 in a bad cauſe, 
Can qualifie the ſame? 
Troy. Why brother Heer, 
We may not thinke the iuſtneſſe of each act 
Such, and no other then event doth forme it, 
Nor once deiect the courage of our mindes, 
Becauſe Caſundras madde, her brain- ſick rapture: 
Cannot diſtaſt the goodneſſe of a quarrell, 
Which hath our feuerall honors all engag'd, 
To make it gratious. For my private part, 
I am no more toucht then a? Priams ſönnes: 
And eue forbid there ſhould. be done ainongit vs, 
Such things as might offend the weakelt ſplecus, 
To fight for and maintaine. 
Par. Elſe might the world convince of lenits, 
As well my vader*takings as your counſells, 
But I atteit the g gods, your full content, 
Gane wings to my 510 Annön, and cut off 
All feares attending on ſo dire a proiect, 
For what (alas) can theſe my ſingle armes? 
W hat propugnation 1s in one mans valour 
To ſtand the puſh and enmitic of thoſe 
This quarrel! would excite?” yet I protef} 
Were I alone to paſſe the &Miculnes, 


And had as ample power, as T hinge will, 
"3x" 4 14 


TrovEvs aup Sars. 


parit ſhould nere retract, what he hath done, 
Nor {aint in the purſuite, 40 
Pria, Paris you {peake | 
Like one be-ſotted on your ſweet delights, 
You haue the hony Mill, but theſe the gall, 
% to be yaliant, is no praiſe at all. | 
Per. Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my felfe, 
The pleaſures {ach a beautie brings with it, 
gut J would haue the ſoile of her faire rape, 
Wip't of in honorable keeping her, 
What treaſon were it to the ranſackt queene, 
Diſprace to your great worths, and ſhame to me. 
Now to deliner her poſſeſſion 19 | 
On tearmes of baſe compulſion ? can it be, 
That ſo degenerate a ſtraine as this, 
Should once ſet footing in your generous boſumes ? 
Therc's not the meanelt fpirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or {word to drawe, 
When Helen is defended : nor none fo noble, 
Whoſe life were ill beſtowd, or death vnfem'd, 
Where Helen is the ſobiect. Then I ſay, 
Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, 
The w worlds large {paces cannot paralell. 
Paris aud Troylus, you have both faid 1 well, 

\nd on the cauſe and queſtion now in hand, 
Hane g 102d, but ſuperficially, not much 
Valle young men, whom Ari/totle thought 
Volt ro heere morrall philoſophic; = 

rcalons you alleadge, do more conduce 
To the hot paſſion of diſtempred blood, 
Tr to make vp a free determination 


Tvixt right and wrong: for pleaſure and reuenge, 3 ads 


Have eures more deafe then adders to the voyce 
Ott any true deciſion, Nature craves 
E e 4 
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All dues be rendred to their owners. NoW- 
What neerer debt in all humntie, bare gebe 
Then wife is to the huſband if this lawe 
Of nature be corruptet throug h affectio rin 
| And that great minds of 1 dion, 
"= To their benummed wills reſiſt the ſame, 
There is a lawe in each well-orderd'nation, 
To curbe thoſe raging appetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient and refracturie; 
If Helen then be wife to Sþarta's king, 
As it is knowne ſhe is, theſe morrall lawes 
Of nature and of nations, ſpeake alowd 
To haue her back returnd: thus to per ſiſt 
In doing wrong, extennates not wrong, 
But makes it much more heauie. Hectors opinion 
Is: this in way of truth: yet nere the leſſe, 
My ſpritely brethren, I propend to you 
In reſolution to keepe Helen ſlill, 
For tis a cauſe that hath no meane dependance, 
Vpon.cur ioynt and ſeuerall dignidies. | 
77, Wiz there you toncht the life of our defgae : 
Were it not glory that we more affected, 
_ = Then the performance of our heauing ſpleener 
1 L would not wich a drop of Troyan bloud, 
| Spent more in her defence. But worthy Heftcr, 
She is a.theame of honour and renowne, 
A ſpurre to valiant and. magganimons deeds, | 
Whoſe preſent courage may beate dow ne our foes, 
And fame in time to come canonize vs, 
For I preſume brave #2 would not looſe 
So rich aduantage of a promiſd glory, 
As ſmiles vpon the fore · head of chi action, 
For the wide worlds revenew, 
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Het. Tam yours. dn tell: on harbor od unh HA 
von valiant oſtspring of gent Rama || 5 of deb 11297 164187 
i hane a roifting challggg” 5 2 graonglk, *03 oi i li add Tl 
The dull and factious nobles-of. the Creehes,. Li pray 0 
Will ſhrike amazement, ig, their dre vie e 2 bem "" | 

1 was aduertizd, their great general! Nlept, 8 * 85 yh. 
Whilſt emulation i in the armie crepte 1 £3 owns by 7 
This I preſume will wake bim. LIE IE A. kat, 


» S 4 


Enter Ther ſites ausg. 


oc. 


How now Ther/ites f What joſt in the labyrinckh o of hy f furie? * 
hal! the elephant Ajax carry it thus? he beates me, and 1 
raile at him: O worthy ſatisfaction, would it were other wiſe: 
that I could beate him, whilſt hee raild at mee: sfoote, Ile 
len to confure and raiſe diuels, but Ile fee ſome iſſue of my 
ſp/tefull execrations. Then ther's Achilles, à rare inginer. If 
Troy bee not taken till theſe two vndermine it, the walls will 
and till they fall of them - ſelues. O thou great thunder · darter 
of Olypmbus, forget that thou art Ire the king of Gods: and 
Mercury, looſe all the ſerpentine craft of thy Coduceus, if yee 
take not that little Httle leſſe then little witte from them that 
they haue: which ſhort-armd ignorance it ſelfe knowes is fo 
weundant ſcarce, it will not in circumnention deliver a flie 
from a ſpider, without drawing their maſſie irons, and cutting 
me web, After this the vengeance on the whole campe, or 
rather the Neoßolitan bote ache: for that me thinkes is the 
mie depending on thoſe that warre for à placket. I haue 
ad my prayers, and divell ennie ny Amon. "What ho my 
lord 4. villes ? 9 2401 $> Wc 
cl. Whoſe there? Therftes * Wee in 
mdraile, 1 & 10/*96195 he chu of 

7herſi. If J could aremembred a gullt commerfett, thou 
| eovidlt not haue ſlipt out of my cuntemplation: but it is no 
antcr, thy ſelke vpon thy ſelfe. The common curſe of man- 
Kinde, 
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kinde, folly and ignorance, be thine in great reuenen 
nen bleſſe thee from a tutor, and diſcipline come a 1 e 


thee. Let thy bloud be thy direction till chy deatb: 11 
ſhe that layes thee out ſayes thou art not a faire url | 10 be 
iworne and ſworne vpon t, ſuce never ſhrowded any bu: |.-:;; 


Amen. Where's Achille 
Patro. What art thou deuout? Waſt thou in prayer? 
Ther/. I the heauens heare me. 
Patro. Amen, 


Enter Achilles. 


Achil. Who's there! 

Patro. Therſites my lord. 

Achil, Where? where? O where ? art thou conc 
cheeſe, my digeſtion, why haſt thon not ſerued thy | 
my table, ſo many meales, come what's Lgamenns:: 

Ther. Thy commander Achil/er, then teil me 
whats Achilles ? 

 Patro. Thy lord Therfires. Then tell mee 
what's Therfites ? 

Ther. Thy knower, | Pazrochus : then tell mes / 
what art thou: 

Patro. Thou muſt tell that knoweſt. 

Achil, O tell, tell. 

Ther. Ile decline the whole queſtion, Agamen. 
mands Abs, Achilles is my lord, I am Patr:ctic hh 
and Patroclus is a foole, 

Achil, Deriue this? come? 


Ther. Agamemnon is a foole to offer to command e 


Achilles is a foole to be commanded, Therfites is 9 
ſerue ſuch a foole, and this Patracdlus is a foole politic, 
Hatr. Why am Ia ivole ? 
Ther. Make that demand oi the proucr, it faffcs 
art ; Jooke you, who comes heere ? 


WW 
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TROYEVS AND UAkes Ip A. 


guter Agam: Vliiſ: Neſtor, Diomed, Aiax and Calcas. 


4chil. Come Patroclus, lle ſpeake with 10 body : Ta 7 


with me Therſites., 

Ther, Here is fuch patcherie, ſuch ugling, and. ſuch kna- 
ory : a the argument is a whore, and à cuckold, : good. 
quarrell to draw emulous factions, and ble ed to death Vpon. 

gam. Where is Achilles? 

Patro. Within his tent, but ill diſpoſd my lord. 

Ara, Let it be knowne to him, that we are heere. 

He ate, our meſſengers and we lay by, 
Our appertainings, viſiting of him | 
T of hun be told 1. 5 call perchance he thinke, 8 
Te dare not mone the queition of our place, 
Or know not what we are. 

Patrs, I ſhall fzy jo to him. 

Pi. We faw him at the opening of his tent, 
Hee is not flick. 

fax. Yes lion ſick, ſick of proud heart, gu may call jt 
melancholy it you will favour the man. But by my head 'tis 
ide: but why, why, let him ſhew vs a cauſe ? 

Net, What mooues Aiax thus to bay at him? 

/. Ackilis hath invegled his toole from him. 

Ne/?, Who Therſites 


6% He. 
et, The wil A4iax lack matter, if he haue joſt his argu- 
met. 


., No you ſee he is his argument, that has nis argument 
Achilles. | 
% All the better, their fractiõ is more our with then theic 
ich, but it was a ſtrog compoſure a foole could diſunite. 

Z „ the amity that wiſdom Knits not, folly may eaſily vnty, 
leere comes Patreclus. 

No Achilles with him. 
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If you do ſay, we thinke him ouer- proud 


Tun HisroRY or 


Vliſ. The elephant hath ioynts, but none for cou: (2/4 
His legs are legs for neceſſity, not for flexure. 
Patro. Achilles bids me ſay he is much ſorry, 
It any thing more then your ſport and pleaſure 
Did mooue your greatneſſe, and this noble Nate, 
To call vpon him. He hopes it is no other 
But for your health, and your nen ſoke, 
An after dinners breath. 
Agam. Heere you Patraclus : 
We are too well acquainted with theſe anſwers, 
But his euaſion winged thus ſwilt with icorne, 
Cannot out: ſlie our apprehenſions, 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon 
Why we aſcribe it to him. Yet all his vertuzs, 
Not vertuoully on his owne part beheld, 
Doe in our eyes begin to loſe their gloſſe, 
Yea like faire fruite in an vaholtome diſh, 
Are like to rott vntaſted. Go and tell him, 
We come to ſpeake with him, and you ſhall not finne, 


V\ 


And vuder-honeſt : in felfe aſſumption greater 
Then in the note of iudge ment. And worthier then |! 
Heere tend the ſauage ſtrangeneſſe he puts on 
Diſguiſe, the holy ſtrength of their commaund, 

And vnder write in an obferuing kinde, 

His humorons predcrainance : yea Walch 

His courie, and time, his ebbs and flowes, aut 
The paſſage, and whole ſtreame of bis commencem 
Rode on his tide. Goe tell him this, and adde, 
That if he quer-hold his price ſo much, 

Weele none of him. But let bim like an engine, 
Not portable, ye vnder this report. 

Bring action hither, this cannot go. to Warte, 


Trovytis anD CkxssEID A. 


\ irring; dwarfe wedoe allowance Hue, An 
r-fore a ſleeping gyunt. Tell him ſ .. 2 
patr. I ſhall,” and briug his anſwer preſentlixyx. 
4;1m. In ſecond voyce weele not be ſatisfied,” 
e come to ſpeake with him: Yliſſcs entertain. 
4irx. What is he more then another. 
Aram. No more then what he thinkes he is. | 
41x, Is he fo much: doe you not thinke he thinkes him- | 
chen better man then I am? 
am. No queſtion. 
#iax. Will you ſubſcribe his thought, and lay he is. 
4zam, No noble Aiax, you are as ſtrong, as valiant, as 
wiſe, na leſſe noble, much more gentle, aud altogether more 
| dle . 

Why mould a man be proud ? how doth pride grow ? 
no not what pride is. 
eam. Your minde is the cleerer, and your vertues the 
irer, hee that is proud eates vp him-ſelfe : pride is his one 
Falle, his owne trumpet, his owne chronicle, and what euer 
mailes it ſelfe but in the deed, denoures the deed in the praiſc. 
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Enter Vliſſes. a1 Nui 
{izx, 1 do hate a proud man, as I do kate the ingendring | 
( 104 40 8. , f 
Vt. And yet he loves himſelfe, iſt not ſtrange e 


% Zchilles will not to the feld to morrow. 
Agar. Whats his excuſe ? 
Ne doth relye on none 

e cores on the ſtreame of his diſpoſe, 

haut obſeruance or reſpect of any, 

lu will pec ular, and in ſelfe admiſſion. * © 


Bak. AN "ny will he 0 vpn our fairs requeſt, 
Vitcut his perſon, and hare thiayre with vs. 
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He makes important poſſeſt he is with greatneſſe, 


Deare lord, go yon, and 2recte him in his tent, 


Cl Tun His roa op '4 
VI. Things fmall as nothing, Pikes fake aneh 


And ſpeakes not to himleife but with a pride, 
That quarrels at ſelfe breath. Imagind worth, 
Holds in his blond ſuch ſwolne and hott difcourſc, 
That twixt his mentall and his actiue parts, 
Kingdomd Ac hilles in commotion rapes, 
And batters downe himſelfe. What ſhould I fr. 
He is ſo plaguie proud, that the death tokens of it 
Crie no recouerie. 

Agam. Let Aiax go to him, 


'Tis ſaid he holds you well, and will be lead, 
At your requeſt a little from himſelfe. 
Vliſ. O Agamemnon let it not be ſo, 
Weele conſecrate the ſteps that Aiax makes, 
When they go from Achilles: ſhall the proud lord 
That baſts his arrogance with his owne ſcame, 
And never ſuffers matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, ſaue {ach as doth renodlne, 
And ruminate him-ſelfe : ſhall he be worſhipt, 
Of that we hold an idoll more then hee, 
No : this thrice worthy aud right-vallant lord, 
Shall not ſo ſtaule his palme nobly acquird, 
Nor by my will aſſubiugate his merit, 
As amply liked as Achilles is, by going to A= 
That were to eulard his fat already pride. 
And adde more coles to Cancer when he huracs, 
With entertajuing great Hiperion, 
This lord go to him, Zþiter forbid, 
And ſayin thunder Achilles go to him. 
Neſt. O this is well, he rubs the vaine o 
Diom. And how his Gleace drinkes vp tis ap 


Tagvrus AND CRESSEIDA. 


4, If 1 go to him: with my armed fill Ile ppt kim ore 
he face. 

a O no, you ſhall not goe. | 
Ja. And he be proud with me, Ile pheſe his pride, 
Let me goe to him. | 
Vi. Not for the worth that hangs vpon our quarrell, 

Jax. A paltry infolent fellow. 
Weſt How he deſcribes him felfe, 

ax. Can he not be tfociable, 
ig. The rauen chides viackaefle. 

/izx, Ve tell his humorous bloud. 

gam. Hee will be the phiſition, that hould bee the pa- 

client. 

ve, And all men were of my minde. 

% Wit would bee out of faſhion. 

41x, A ſhould not beare it fo, a ſhould eate ſwords firſt? 
all pride carry it? 

NW, And two'od yow'd carry halfe, 

fiax. A would haue ten ſhares, 1 will kneade him, Ile 
wake him ſupple, he's not yet through warme ? 
Ve. Force him with praiers poure in, poure, his ambition 
I» QTIE, 
Vif. . My lord you feed to much on this diſlike. 

. Onr noble generall do not do fo ? 

Dam. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
Vi). Why tis this naming of him do's him harme, 
cre is a man but tis before his face, I wil be ſilent. 
, Wherefore ſhout you io ? 
= Hot Cmulous as Achilles is. 

%, Know the whale world hee is as A SEES 
gan. A hoarſon dog that ſhall palter with vs thus, would 
de Were n Trovan ? 
Net. What a vice were it iu 4iax now : 
I hee were proude. 

Dim. 
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ei Pente ** 


Diom. Or couetous bf 'ptaife. 
il. Lor ſurly borne... 
Diam. Or ſtrange or ſelfe affected. 
Vi. Thank the heauens lord, thou art of ſweet compoſure 
Praiſe him that gat thee, ſhee that gaue thee ſuck ; 
Fam'd be thy tutor, and hy parts of nature, 
Thrice fam d beyond all thy erudition: 
But hee that diſciplind thine armes to fight, 
Let Mars divide cternity in twaine, 
And giue him halfe, and for thy vigour : 
Bull-bearing Mil his addition yeeld, 
To finowy 4iax, I will not praiſe thy wiſdome, 
Which like a board : a pale, a ſhore confines 
This ſpacious and dilated parts, here's Nefter, 
Inſtructed by the antiquary times : 
He mult, ne is, he cannot bat be wiſe, 
But pardon father Nr were yont daies 
As greene as Hax, and your braine ſo temper d, 
You ſhould not haue the emynence of him, 
But be as Aiax. 
Aiax. Shall T call you father? 
Neft. 1 wy good tonne. 
Diom. Be ruld by lin lord Lax. 
Vii. There is n tarryjug here the hart Achille, 
Keepes thick: , pleaſe it out great generall, 
To call together all his itatę of warre, 
- Freſh kings are come to Tray. To morrow 
We walt with all our mal ue of pawer ſtand fait, 
2 here's a lord come knights from caſt to welt 
And call. their flower, A ia x (hall cope the bel?, 
s. Go we to counkell, let Achilles ſleepe, 
Light boates ſaile (wilt, INE greater hulkes dau ſerbe, 
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Enter Pandarus. 0 * 


LEES 
[5 '%% 


Pan, Friend you, pray you. a word, foe ce yo not follow the 
rong lord Paris. W 
Aan. I fir when he goes before mee. l E 
pan. You depend vpon him I meane. 
Man. Sir I do depend vpon the lord. D WAR *- 
Pan, You depend vpon a notable N [ muſt _ 
praiſe him. 
Man, The Lard be praized? 
Pan. You know me ? doe you not ? 
Man, Faith fir ſuperficially. 
Pan, Friend know mee better, 1 am the lord Panda. 
Man, L hope I hall know your honour better ? N 
Pan, I do deſire it. | 
Man. You are in the ſtate of proce ? 
Pun, Grace? not fo friend, hogour and lordſtip are my 
litles, what, muſicke is this 2 | 
Man, 1 do büt partly know fir, it is moſick in | partes; 
Pan, Know you the muſicians ? ap 
44411, Wholy fir. | 
Pan, Who play they to? 
lan, To the hearers ſir, 
Pa . At, whoſe pleaſure friend ? 
Man * mine ſir, and theirs chat Jove muſtcke. 
, Comman@T wenne. 
Who ſhall I command fir? 

Pan, Fri 6: ad | we * uderſtand not one another, I am to 
cour tiy aud 5 o to . at whoſe requeſt wo theie men 
Play i 


* 


Man. That' $ tor indeed fir? 20 marry gr. at the l of 
m lord, who is there in perfor, with him the mor: all 
baue, the heart Blond of bend ty, loves itnnfibterfoule. 


* "an. Who my cozea Creſſ aa. 
Yor. 14 Ff an. 


1 
eu 


Tur Hmronv o 


Man. No fit, Helen, could not you figde ont that by her 
/ attributes. | 
Pan. It mould ſeeme fellow chou haſt not ſeene thc lady 
Creſſid I come to ſpeake with Paris, from the prince 2 
will make a complementall aſfavtr vpon him for my bo 
ſceth's. | 
Man, Sodden buſineſſe, theirs a ſtew'd phaſe inde: 


Enter Paris and Hellen. 


Pan. Faire be to yon my lord, and to al this ire 
pany, faire deſires in all faire meaſure fairlie guide ther 
eſpecially to you faire queene faire thoughts bu your fiir 
pillow, 

Hel. Dere lord you are full of faire words, 

Pan. You ſpeake your faire pleaſure ſweet quern- 
Faire prince here is good broken muſicke. 

Par. You haue broke it cozen: and by my tte 
make it whole againe, you ſhall peece it out with s por: 
your performance. Nel. He is full of harmon 

Pan. Truely lady no. 

Hel. O ſir. 

Pan. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth very rude. 

Paris. Well ſaid my lord, well, you fay fo in- 

Pan. 1 have buſineſſe to my lord deere gueenc : 
will you vouchſafe me a word. 

Hei, Nay this ſhall not hedge vs out, were 
certainely,. 

Pan. Well ſweete queene you are . Wit 
marry thus my lord my deere lord, and moſt ee. 
your brother Zyaylus. 

Hel. My lord Pandarus, hon; ſweet 3 

Pan. Go too ſweet queene, go to? 
Comends himſclfe moſt affectionatly to you, 
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TROYLUS AND, CRESSEIDA, 
.He; You hall not bob vs gut of our melody, ö 


if you do our melancholy vpon your head. 
Pan: Sweet ,queene, ſweet queene, thats a ſweet queens 


J u 1 
Heal. And. to make 1 oy lady ſad is 2 a ſower offence. 


| bee deſires you that if the king cal! for him at ſuper, You 
ai make his excuſe. 

Hel, My lord Pandarrmus, 
Pan. What faies my ſweete queenem, y very very ſweet 
quecne 
Par, What exploit's in hand, where ſuppes he to night? 
liel. Nay but my lord t 
Pan, What fates my ſweet queene ? my cozen will tall out 


. Yon muſt not know where he ſups. 
7, lle lay my life with my diſpoſer Crefeida, 
Per, No, not no ſuch matter you are wide, come your 
eilpoier is ſicke. 

Par. Well He makes excuſe ? 

Pan. 1 [ good my lord, why ſhould you ſay Crefeida, no, 
wy Gil; lets fick. 

ar. 15 ipic ? 

* Lou ſpy? what do you ſpis? come, gine mec an 10 
. now ſweete queene. 
Why this is kindely done ? 

Pan, 3 Ay neece is horribly in love with a thing you haue 
IWC2te qucene. 
- Shee ſhall have it my lord, if it bee not my lord Paris. 
My Hee ? no? ſheele none of him, they two are twaine, 
Falling! in after falling cut may m Ke them three. 
Pand Come, come, Ile heute no more of this, Ile ſing you 
6 lon 3 5 | | 
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Fan. Nay that ſhall not ſerve your turue, that ſhall it not 
is triith la 2, Nay I care not tor ſuch words, no, no. And my 
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Tan HisronY or 
Hell. I, I, prethee, now by 19 5 troth 6 en hd the; 


fine fore-head. 


Fand. 1 you may, you may. 
Hell. Let thy ſong be loue: this 1 will doc vs all, 


1 upid, Crptd 7 Crupid.. | 


Pang; Loue? I that ie ſhall vfaith. 
Par. I good now lone; lone, nothing but tone, 


Pand. Lou, tous, nothing but love, ll lone il 114: : 


beget hot deedes, 


v1pers. 


Sweete lord whoſe a field to day? 
Par. Hedter, Deipr! bus, Helemus, Anther.-1 
lantry of Troy, I would faine haue arm'd to tay, 5 


For O laues bow. 


would not have it ſo. 


How chance my brother Tropt: went not? 
Hell. He binge the spe at  omerking, you kn 


P mndar: Us, 


Pand. Not L. Hony Weeze queene, Toag to heare h. I 


fped to day: 


f 5 


Voule Bt "your brothers REY 3 


7 


Shoots butke and duc. 

The ſhafts confound not that-it wound: 

But tisles till the forer 

Theſe louers cry, eh ho they dye, 

Yet that which ſecmes the wound to kill, 

Deoth turne sh be, to ha ha be, 

So dying laue lines till, 

O he ho awhile, but ha ha ha, 

O ho groxes out for ha ha ha——hey ho. 
cit, In lone I faith to the very tip of the noſc. 

Par. He cates nothing but doves loue, and that breeds nt 
blood, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts, and h 
and hot deeds is lone. 

Fand Is this the generation of loue: hat bloud 1: 
and hot deedes, why they are vipers, is toue a 
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TrOYLVS AND Crkss“ IDA, 


Par. To u hayre. mT yd 17% l n 
Pand. Farewell Gs queene. td 


Hell, Commend me to your neee. 

Hand. L will ſweete queent ? Fotinil a retreat? 
par. Their come from the field: let vs to Preames hall 
To greete the warriers. Sweet Hellen J maſt woe yon, 

To helpe vn arme our Hefor bis ſtubborne bucles 
With this your white enchaunting fingers toucht; 
ghall more obey then to the edge of ſtecle, 

©; force of Greekiſh ſinewes: you ſhail do more 

Th all the iland kinges, difarme great Hecto,. 

. T'wil make vs pronto be his ſcruaut Haris 
Ya * cha he ſhall receiue of vs in duty, 

CGrues vs more palme in beauty then we haue. 

Len guerſhines our ſelfe. | 
Par, Sweet aboue thought I lone her? Fxeunt. 


Enter Pandarue Troylus, Man, 


How now wher's thy maiſter, a my couſin Crefſigdas, * 
No fir ſtayes for you to conduct him thether. 

O heere he comes: how now, how now ? 

Troy. Sirra walke off. 

Pond, Have you ſeene my confine ? 

3 . No Pandarus, Lſlalke about her dore 

£40 4 ſtrange ſoule vpon 
dying kor Waltage, O be thou my Haren. 

And giue me ſwift tran{portance to theſe heldes, 

Where 1 may wallow in the Jilly beds 

Propos'd for the deſe; Pct. Q gentle Pandar, 

rom Cu Ad- ſhoulder pluche his painted wings, 

000 ty with,me to Crellid. ; 

Pand. 7 . heere ith' orchard, Ile bring her ſtraigh t. | 
"ry. 1 am giddy z expectation whir!es me round, 
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'tane ſparrow. 


My heart beats thicker then a ſcauorous pulle, 
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124. 


Th ymaginary reliſh i is ſo Cweete, 

That it inchaunts my ſence ; what will it be 
When that the watry pallats taſte indeed 
Laves thrice reputed nectar? death I {eare me 
Sounding diſtruction, or ſome joy to fyne, 

To ſubtill, potent, tun'd to ſharp in ſweetneſſe 
For the capacity oft my ruder powers; 

feare it much, and I doe feare beſt des 

"Phat 1 ſhall looſe diſtinction in my ioyes 

A“ doth a battaile, when they charge on heapes 
The enemy flying. 

Pand. Shees making her ready, heele come rr 
malt be witty now, ſhe does ſo bluſh, and fetch: 
ſo ſhort as if ſhee were afraid with a ſpirite: Ile toric 
is the preitieft villaine, ſhe fetches her breath as fun 


Troy, Fuen ſuch a paſſion doth imbrace my boſ-: 


And all my powers do their beſtowing loofe 
Like vaſſalage at vnawares encountring, 
The eye of maieſlv. | 


Ja ONE; 
Enter Pandar and Creſſid. 


Fand. Come, come, what need vou bluſh,” 

Shames a bahie ; heere ſhee is now,: ſweare che of: 

her that you haue iworne to me: what are you {220 77 1 
you mult be watchrt ere you be made tame, mult yo en 
your wales come your waies, and you draw backwa  weee 
pot you ith filess why doe you not fpeake tob“ 
draw this curtaine, and lets fee your picture; a, Gay 
how loath you are to offend day light; and twere e Y 
thſe ſooner : {fo ſo, rub on and kiſſe the miſtrels i 

a kiſſe in fec-farme: build there carpenter, the ape 5 
Nay, vou ſhall fght your hearts ont ert I pait 1 


TROYLUS AND CaxsszIpz. 


gaulcon, as the tercell: for all the ducks ith riuer: 80 wo, 
go too. : 

Troy. You haue bereft me of all wordes lady. 

Hand. Words pay no debts; give her deeds: but ſheele 
hereaue you ath' deeds too it ſhe call your actiuity in que 
on: what billing again; heeres in witneſſe whereof the par- 
ties interchangeably. Come in come in Ile go get a fire? 

Crs, Will you walke in my lord? 

Trey. O Crefhd how often have I wiſut me thus. 

Cre/, Wiſnt my lord? the gods graunt? O my lord? 

Tui What ſhould they graunt? what makes this pretty 

zption : what 10 curious dreg eſpies my ſweete lady in the 
{0u0tzine of our love ? 

Cre/. More dregs then water it my teares haue eyes. 

Tray. Feares make diuels of cherubins, they neuer ſee truly. 

70 Blind feare that ſeeing reaſon leads, tinds ſafer footing, 
then abt ind reaſon, ſtumbling without feare to feare the worſt 
oft cutes the worle. 

O let my lady d no feare, 
a all « "bids pageant there is preſented no monſter, 

Cref Nor nothing monftrous neither, 

„ Nothing but our vndertakings, when wee Vow to 
Weep: — fe liue in fue, eate rockes, tame tygers, think- 
mg it harder for our miſtreſſe to deuiſe impoſition ynough 
ca lor vs to vndergoe any difficulty impoſed. —- 

This the monftrachry in Jour lady, that the will is infinite and 
we execution confind, that the defire is boundleſſe, and the 
4 a lane ro lymite. 

Cre}, They fey all lowers ſweare more performance then 
ten are able, and yet reſerue au ability that they neucr 
periorme : vowing more then the perfection ot ten: and dif- 
largiug leſſe then the tenth part of one. They that haue 
de voce of Iyons; and the act of hares are they nut mon- 
lers? N 


F 1 4 Trey, 


„nn Hs Tear νο 


Frey. Are there ſuch: ſuch; ars not we: praiſe 35 wr 
are taſted, allow vs as we-proue:: our head ſhall goe bars 11 

merit louer part no affection in rcuerhon thall hays a pra 
preſent: we will not name deſert hofere his birth, 1% 
borne, his addition ſhall bec humble few wordes t- fig 
faith. Tropfus ſtiall be ſuch to Grefiid, as what enuy an {uy 
worſt ſhall bee a mocke for his truth, and what 
ſpeake trueſt, not truer then Taylun. 

Creſ. Will you walke in my lord ? 

Pand. What bluſhing ſtill. haue you nat done talking | 

Creſ. Well vncle what folly I commit I dedicate to you, 

Pand. I thanke you for that, if wy lord gette a boy of 51, 
youle giue him me: be true to my lord, it he flinch cl e ne 
for it, 

Troy. You know no your hoſtages, your vncles word and 
my firme faith. 

Hand. Nay lie giue my word for her too: our kindred 
though they be long ere they bee woed, they are c by 
ing wonne, they are burres I can tell you, theyle GA 
they are throwne. | 

Creſ Bouldneſſe comes to me now and brit 188 en 
prince Traylus I have loued you night and day „lot 9 
weary moneths. 

Troy. Why was my Crefid then fo hard to Wynn. 

Cref. Hard to cenie wonne : but I was wonne m 
With the firſt glance, that ever en me 
Ir I confeſſe much you will play the tyrant, 

i lone you now, but till now not ſo much 

But I might maiſter it; in faith I lye, | 

My thoughts were like vrbcideted Fall dren, arcne 
Too headitrong for their mother; ſee wee fooles, 
Why haue I hlab'd: who thall be true to vs 
When we are {a vnſectet to our ſclucs.. 1999 
But though I len- 4 You well, I u bel you nat, 
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Taovzus wans:Cirgrina; 


An vet good Faith Þwilht my ſelfe a man; _— 

Or tl e e Women had mefs pritiladge e 
AA ſeating firſt. 1 $weete bid me hold _ 1 2285 
For in this rapture T- talt ſurely ſpeake CEE TA 
The thing 1 ſhall repent : ſee ſee your ſylence 

RAR z in dumbneſſe, from t my weakneſſe drawes 

5 very ſoule of oou⁰ĩe t. Stop my month. 

Frey. And ſhall, albeit fwret ___ i thence, 
ad. Pretty yfaith. r 
e My lord 1 doe beſeech yon pardon me, 
Twas hot y purpoſe thus to begge a iſle : 
alan d O heavens what haue I dons ! 

or this time will 1 take my leaue my lord, 

Tray, Your leaue {weete Creſſid. | x 
pan. Leave * and you take leaue till to morrow moratug, 
5 Pray you content you, 

7 Ira What offends you ly? 

Sir mine on company. 


— You cannot ſhin your ſelfe. 
et me goe and try: 
kind of ſelfe recids with von: 
Fut an i al ſeife, that it ſelfe will leaue, 
be anothers foole, I would be gone: 


here is my wit? I know not what f ſpeake. 


Tro, Well know they what they [peake, that ſpcake {o wiſely, 
(ir: Perchance wy lord I how more ci aft then lone, 
kad f 11 fo roundly to à large confeſſion, _ 

lo angle for your thoughts, but you are wiſe, 
Or elſe Jon lone not : for to be wiſe Atl d | lone, 
. mans might that dwells Wich gods above. 

70. 0 that T'thovght it could be in 2 Woman. 

5 an 1 will preſume | in ou, 
To! 121 tor age her lampe and flames of lone. 
ſ Uh 22 her conſtancy in plight and youth. 

Cut-liuing 
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Out-lining beauties qutward, with a mind, 
That doth renew ſwiſter then. blood decays, . 
Or that perſaaſion could but thus conuince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with the match and waight, 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in loue, 
How were I then yp-lifted ! but alaſſe, 
Jam es true as truths ſimplicity, 
And ſimpler then the infancy of ruth. 

Cr. In that Ile war with you. 

Tro, O vertnous fight, 
When right with right warres who ſhal be moſt fig 
True ſwains in lone ſhall in the world to come 
Approue their trueth by Troy/us, When their pirncs 
Full of protejt, of oath and big compare, 
Wants ſimele's truth tyrd with iteration. 
As true as ſtecle, as plautage to the mogne. 
As ſunne to day: as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant : as earth to th' center, 
After all compariſons of truth. 


(As truths authentique author to be cited) 


As true as 77oylaus, ſhall croune vp the verſe, 
And ſanctiſie the nombers, 

Creſ. Prophet may you bee, 
If I bee falce or ſwarne a hayre from truth, 
When time is ould or hath forgot it ſelfe, 


When water drops haue worne the ſtones of Try, 


And blind obliuion {wallowd cities vp. 

And mighty ſtates character: les are grated, 

To duſty nothing, yet Tet memory, 

From falce to fake among falce mayds in Joue, 
Vpbraid my falcehood, when th' have faid as talce, 
As ayte, as water, wind or ſandy earth, 

As fox to lambe ; or wolfe to heifers calfe, 


Taovtes AND Cx ESS EI DA. 


Pard to the hind, or ſtepdame to her ſonne, 
Yer let them ſay to Nticke the heart of falſchood, 
As falſe as Creſid. wager 3 
pand. Go to a bargaine made, ſeale it, ſeale it Ile bee the 
witnes here I hold your hand, here my cozens, if euer you 
proue falſe one, to another ſince I haue taken ſuch paine to 
bing you together, let all pittiful goers betweene be cald to 
e worlds end after my name, call them all Panders, let all 
bent men be Troyluſſ”s, all falſe woemen Creſidt, and all 
chers betweene Panders ; ſay Amen. | 
Tro. Amen. 
e, Amen. 
Nr. Amen. 
pon I will new you a chamber, which bed becauſe it 
ail rot ſpeake of your prety encounters prefſe it to death; 
Ivay.. EKxeunt. 
u Cypid grant all tong- tide maydens here, 
1-1, chamber, Pander to ptouide this geere. Exit. 
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rer Vliſſes, Diomed, Neſtor, Agamem, Chaleas. 


Nou princes for the ſeruice J haue done, 
{k aduantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
o call for recompence : appere it to mind, 
That through the ſight I beare in things to loue, 
haus abandond Troy, left. my poſſeſlion, 
Incurd a traytors name, expoſd my ſelfe, 
tom certaiue and poſſeſt conueniences, 
To doubtful fortanes, ſequeſtring from me all, 
that time acquaintance, cuſtome and condition, 
ade tame, and moſt familiar to my nature: 
u here to doe you ſeruice am become, 
As rew into the world, ſtrange, vnacquainted. 
do belcech you as in way of taſt, 
gings me now a little benefit, 
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Out of thoſe a0 regiſtred in promiſe, 
Which you ſay line to come in my behalfe. 
Aga. What woutdlt thou of vs Tian make doors) 
Cale. You haue a Tyolan priſoner cald Antenir, | 
\ | Yeſterday tooke, Troy holds him very decte. 
Oft haue you (often haue you thankes therefo!: c) 
| Deſird my Crefſed in right great exchange. | 
uw Whom Troy hath {till deni'd, but this Authenes, 
1 I know is ſuck a wreſt in che affaires : 
| \x That their negotiations all muſt flacke, 
= Wanting his mannage and they will almoſt, 
Giae vs a prince of blood a ſonne of Pram, 
In change of him. Let him be ſent great princes, 
And he ſhall buy my daughter: and her pretence, 
Shall quite ſtrike of all ſervice I have done, 
In molt accepted paine, 
Aga. Let Diomedes beare him, 
And bring vs Creſſid hither, Calcas ſhall have 
What he requeſts of vs: good Diomed | 
Forniſh you farely for this enterchaage, 
Withall bring word if Hector will to morrowy, 
Bee anſwered in his challeage. Hiaæ is ready. 
Dio. This ſhall I vndertaie, and as a burthcr 
Which TI am proud tO beare. 


bs Achilles 2nd Paws PREY 171 ir. en! 


Vl. Achilles ſtands ith entrance of ws tent, 
Pleaſe it our penerall paſſe firangely by him: 
As if he were forgot, and princes all, 
Lay negligent and looſe regard ypon bim, 

I will come !aſt; "tis like heele queſtion nice. 
Why ſuch vnpaulſiue eyes are bent? why turud on 
If fo I hane deriſion medecinable, 
To vſe betweene your ſtrangnes and his pride, 


893 
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Which his owne will ſhall baue deſire to. drink, 
it meu doe good, pride hath, po. other glaſſe, 
To (how, # ſelle but pride: for ſupple Knecs, 0 0 
Feed arrogance and are the pioud mans fees. 

ga. Weele execnte your purpoſe and put on, 
A forme of firangneſſe as we pas along. 
Sy do each lord, and either greer him not 
Or els diſdaynfully, which ſhall! ſhake him more: 
Then if not lookt on. I will lead the way. 


A:kil, What comes the generall to ſpeake with mec? 


Tou know my minde Ile fight no more 'gaiaft Troy, 
';a. What faies Achilles would he ought with vs 2 


5 . Would you my lord ought with the generall, 
Achil, No. 1 
NV. Nothing my lord. 
Sa. The better. 
Hebil. Good day, good day. 
Men. How do vou? how do you ? 
ei, What do's the cuckould fcorne me? 
Kar, How now Patrectus ? 
141], Good morrow fix? 
tax. Ha. 


4:hil. Good morrow. 


ax, i and good next day too. Exgutits 
, What mcane theſe fellowes know they not Achilles ? 
{ 79, They paſſe by ſtrangely : they were vs'd to bend, 


> lend their {miles before them to Achilles: 


10 come 28 humbly as they vs$'4 to Heep, to holy aultare. 


What am I poore of late | 

taine, greatneſſe once falne out with fortune, 
ul! tall oat with men, to, what the Jeclia'd is, 
all as oon reade in the eyes of others | 
* fecls in his owne fall: for men like butter- flies, . 
ne not: their galy wings but to the ſummer, 
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And not a man for being ſimply man. 
Hath any honour, but honovr for thoſe honours | 
That are without him, as place, ritches, and-fauour, 
[| Prizes of accident as oft as merit 
| Which when they fall as being li pery ſtanders, 
| The loue that lean'd on them as flipery too, 
| Doth one pluck downe another, and together, di 
But tis not ſo with mec, | 
Fortune and I are friends, I do cnivy : 
us | At ample point all that I did poſſeſſe, 
1 Saue theſe mens lookes, who do me thinkes finde o. 
Some thing not worth in me ſuch titch beholdiay, 
As they have often giuen. Here is Viifes 
Ve interrupt his reading, how now Ligist 
Vliſ. Now great Thetis ſonne. 
Achil. What are you reading ? 
Viif. A ſtrange fellow here, 
Writes me that man, how dercly euer partes : 
How much in having or without or iu 
Cannot, make boſt to haue that which he hath, 
Nor feeles not what he owes but by reflection: 
As when his vertnes ayming vpon others, 
Heate them and they retort that heate againe 
To the firſt giuers. 
Achil. This is not ſtrange I Ve, 
The beauty that 1s borne herd iu the face: 
The bearer knows not, but commends it felte, 
To others eyes, nor doth the eye it ſelfe 
1 hat moſt pure ſpirit of fence, behold it felfe 
Not going from it ſcife : but eye to cye oppoſcd, 
Sallutes each other, with each others forme, 
For ſpeculation turnes not to it ſelfe, 
Till it bath trauel'd and is married there? 
Where it may fee it ſelfe: this is not ſtange ar all. 


Trovytvs ant CRES8E1 DA. 


, do not ſtraine at the poſition, 
+ is familiar, bur at the authors drift, 
Who in his circutnftance expreſsly prooues, 
That no man is the lord of any thing: 
Thongh in and of him there be much conſiſting, 
Till he communicate his parts to others, 
Nor doth hee of himſelfe know them for aught- 

Till he behold them formed in the applauſe. 
ere ch'are extended: who like an aich reuerb'rate 
The voice againe or like a gate of ſteele: 
| /onting the furine, receiues and renders back 
Ys figure and his heate. I was much rap't in this, 
And apprehended here immediately, 
Th' unknowne Aiax, heauens what a man is there ? 
a very horſe, that has he knowes rot what 
Nature what things there are. 
Moſt obiect in regard, and deere in vie, 
What things againe moſt deere in the eſteeme: 
And poore in worth, now ſhall we ſce to morrow, 
\n at that very chance doth throw vpon him 
an cenown'd ? O heauens what forme men dos, 
vile ſome men leaue to doe. 
How forme men creepe in ſittiſh fortunes hall, 
\bile others play the ideots in her eyes, 
79% one man cates into anothers pride, 
ile pride is faſting in his wantoneſſe, 
To ſee theſe Grecian lords, why even already: 
they clap the lubber Hiax on the ſnoulder 
as i his foote were one brave Her: brett, 
wt rex Trop (hriking. 

{147, I doe beleene it, 
or they paſt by me as miſers do by bepgars; 
Weihe C400 to me good word nor look 
"at re my deeds forgot? 
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Vi. Time bath (my lord) a Wallet at his back, 
Whercin he puts almes fo obYnion : 

A great {2'd monſter of - ingratitudes, 

Thoſe icraps are good deeds paſt, 

Which are deuour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoone as done, ' perſeverance deere my or 
Keepes honour bright, to haue done, is to hang, 
Quite out of faſhion like a ruſty male, 

la monumental! mockry? take the inſtant way, 

For honour travells in a ſtraight fo narrow: 

Where on but goes a breſt, keepe then the path 
For emulation hath a thouſand fonnes, 


That one by one purſue, if you gine way, 


Or turne aſide from the direct forth right: 
Like to an entred tide ihey all ruth by, 


And jeaue you him, moſt, then what they do in pre: 


Though leile then yours in paſſe, muſt ors top yours, 
For time is like a faſhionable hoaſt, 

That flightly ſhakes his parting gueſt by thi hand, 
And with his armes out- ſtretcht as he would flic, 
Graſpes in the commer : the welcome euer ſmiles, 
And farewell goes ont ſighing. Let not verine cc 
Remuneration for the thing it was. For beauty, wit, 
High birth, vigor of bone, defert in feruice, 

Loue, friendſhip, charity, are ſubiects all, 

To enmous and calumniatiog time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, 
That all with one confent praite new-borne gu 

1 tough they are made and moulded of things 
And goe to duſt, that is a little guilr, 

More laud then guiit ore-duſted, 

The preſent eye praiſes the preſent obie-t, 

Then maruell not thou great and complet man. 
That all the Greetes begin to worſtip dia; 


Pa. 


Taortus a Cantina; 


ce things in motion ſooner catch the cye, 
That what ſtirs not. The crie Went once on ws 6 
And fill it might, and yet it map againe. Were, 
thou wouldſt not entombe thy ſelte alu : 
And caſe thy reputation in thy tent. 

Whoſe gloriaus deeds but in cheſe fields of late, 
Made emulous miſſions momgſt the gods them ſcluss, 
ad draue great Mars to faction, 

Aebi, Of this my priuacic, 
haue ſtrong reaſons. 

Vii. But mip your priuacie, | 
The reaſons are more potent and heroycall: 
Tis knowne Achilles that you. are iu loue 
With one of Priams daughters. 

Achil, Ha ? knowne, 

Vii. Is that a wonder: 

Lie prouideuce thats in a watchfull ſtate, 
Know es almoſt every thing, 
"indes bottom in the vncomprchenſiue depth, 


Leepes place with taought and almoſt like the gods, 


Do thovghts ynuaile in their dumbe cradles, 
1herews a mylterie (wich whom iclation 

Durſt neuer maddle]) in the ſoule of ſtate, 

Which hath an operation more diuine, 

hen breath or pen cau giue expreiiure to:; 

All the commerſe that you haue had with Troy, 
\s perietly-ig ours, „das yours my lord, 

\nd better wonld it fits. Hilti much, 

o throw downe Hello then Polixena, * | 

But it mnſt grieue young Piru: ROW. a home, 1 
Whea fame ſhall in our ilands ſound ber 93 : 
And 21! the Creekifh girles mall ripping © 20g, 33 
Lieat Hodder: liſter did Achilles Winne, 


at guc great Aiax braucly | beate doWne bin; 5 
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Farewell my lord: I as your loner ſpeake, 
The foole ſlides ore the ice that yor ſhould breake. 


Patr. To this effect Achilles haue I moou'd you, 


A woman impudent and manniſh growne, 

Is not mor? loth'd then an effeminate man 

In time of action: I fland condemud for this 
They thinke my little ſtomack to the warre, 
And your great Joue to me, reſtraines you thus, 


Sweete rouſe your ſelfe, and the weake wanton Cp. 


Shall from your neck vnlooſe his amorous foutd, 
And like dew drop from the tions mane, 
Be ſhooke to ayre. 

Ach. Shall Aiax fight with Hector. 


Patro. I and perhaps recetue much honor by him. 


Achil. I ſce my reputation is at ſtake, - 
My fame is ſhrowd'y gor'd, | 
Patro. O then beware, 


Thoſe wounds heale ill, that men de gine themfe!1:- 


Omiſſion to doe what is neceſſary, 

Seales a commiſſion to a blanke of danger, 

And danger like an agne fubtly taints 

Even then when they fit idely in the ſunue. 
Achil, Go call Therfites hether ſweet Patrocits, 

tle fend the toole to Hiax, and defire him 

T' inuite the 7ropan lords after the combate, 


To fee vs heere vnarmd. I have > wotnans lon ns” 


An appetite that I am fick with-ali, 

To ſee great Hector in his weeds' of peace, 

To talke with him, and to behol/! his vitage, 

Euen to my full of view, A labour ſau'd. 
Enter Therſites. 

Therſi. A wonder. 
Ac bil. What ? 
Therſi. dia x goes vp and downe the 


ſelke. 


A 
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Achil. How {o ? 

Tlerſi. He muſt fight fingly to morrow with Haclar, 7 
is ſo prophetically proud of an heroycall cudgeling, that he 
zues in ſaying nothing. 
| Aeli How can that be ? 

There, Why a ſtalkes vp and downe like a peacoche, a ſtr ide 
nd a ſtand: ruminates like an hoſtiſſe, that hath no arithma- 
:iqne but her braine to ſet downe her reckoning » bites his 

in with a politique regarde, as who fhontd {ny there were 
witte in this head and twoo'd out: and fo there is, Bart tr 
lies as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, Which will not ſhow 
without knocking, the mans vndone for ever, for if 
breake not his neck ith' corabate, hee'le break himielie in 
vaine L Hee knowes not mee. I. Je RO orrow At 

ce replyes thankes Agamenmon. What thinke you of this 
man that takes mee for the penerali ? 3 5 growne a v4 
laudd· liſn languageleſſe, a monſter, a plague of opinion, a n. 

17 weare it on both ſides like a lether ier! 
Thou muſt be my ambaſſador Ther/ites. 

The 72 Woo I: why necle auſwer no body: hec profeſics 
ot anſwering, ſpeaking is tor begpers : he wenres his tongue 


. 
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armes. I will put on his preſence, let Pat-oolys make 
19s to me. You ſhall lee the pageabt of Aiax. 
Zehil. To him Patroclus, tell him I humbly deſire the va- 
Nax, to inuite the valorous Hector to come vnarm'd to 
ay tent, and to Procunie {afe-condutt for his Peil On, or the 
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dur d captaine General Of the armie. agamemfici, Jo this. 
2 Fro. Iouæe ble & 81 reat AiaX. 
* 5 
Tem. Hum. 
| | come from the worthy A Hils. 
Ha? 
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Who moſt humbly deſires you to lauite Hlecter to his 
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Therſ. Hum? : 
Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from 1 5 
Therſ. Agamemnon ? 7 
Patr. I my lord. 
Ther/. Ha? 0 
Patr, What fay you too't. * 
Ther, God buy you with all my heart, 4 
Patr. Your anſwer ſir. 5 
Therſ. It to morrow be a faire day, by a lenen | 
it will goe one way or other, howſoeuer he ſhall pay == | 
ere hee ha's me. 
Patr. Your anſwer ſir. 
Therſ, Fare yee well with all my heart. AN 
Achil, Why, but he is not in this tune, is he * | 
Ther/. No: but out of tune thus, What muſick 9 Bo 
him, when Hector ha's knockt out his braines, 14 1 


Bat I am ſure none, vnleſſe the ſidler Aollꝭ get has 
make catlings on. 

Aebil. Come, thor: ſhalt beare a letter to him firs! 

Ther. Let mee beare another to his horſe, for tas 
tote Capable creature. 

Achil, My minds is troubled like a fountaine ſlicd, 
And I my felte fee not the bottome of it. 

Ther/. Would the fountaine of your minde d cio 
againe, that] might water an alle at it, I had rather be 4 
in a ſhzepe, then ſuch a valiant ignorance. 


Enter 9.04 ne deer. Encas, ar anuth! 5; Pa 3 Tull 50 
tzmor, Diomed the Grecian with torches 


Paris. Sce ho? who is that there? 

De 1þþ. It 18 the lord /Fneas. 

ne. Is the prince there in perſon ? 
lad T fo good occalion to lye long 


TroYLUS AND CRIkSSEtDA. 


45 your prince Paris, nothing but heavenly buſineſſe, 
Huld rob my bed mate of my company. 
Dis, That's my minde too? good morrow lord Auras. 
Par f A valiant Greehe Eeas take his hand. 
Witne ſe the proceſſe of your ſpeech: where! 
2 how Dyamed a whole weeke by daigs, 
Did haunt you in the field. 
Health to you valiant fr, 
all queſtion of the gentle trace : 
hen T meete you arm'd, as black defiauce, 
rt can thinke or courage execute. 
The one and other Diomed embraces, 
r | Loads are now in calme, and to long 9281 : 
| when contention, and cccaſion mec 
ic lle play the hunter for thy liſeg 
ith all my force, purſuite, and pollicy. 
And thou ſhalt hunt a lyon that will gie, 
his face back-ward, in humane gentlenelle: 
dome to Troy, now by Anchiſes lite, 
come indeed: by Venus hand I fwere : 
aliuc can loue in ſuch a fort, 
thing he meanes to kill, more exccllently, 
We ſimpathize. {ice let Zncas liue 
ny ſword his fate be not = glory) 
\ thowland compleate courfes of the ſunne, 
t im mine emulous honor let him die 
every 10ynt a wound and that to morrowW oo 
We know each other well? 
en. We do and long to knew each other worte, 
This is the moſt deſpightfull gentle greeting 
obleſt hatefull loue that ere 1 bard of, what tuſneſſe 
4% carely ? 


was ſent for to the king ? but why I know pot 
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Par. His purpoſe meetes you ? twas to bring this G. 
To C:ichs's houſe, and there to render him: 
For the enfreed Ant hener the faire Crefhd, 
Lets hauc your company, or H you pleaſe, 
Haſt there before vs. I conſtantly beleeue, 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Traylus lodges there to night, 
Rouſe him and giue him note of our approch, 
With che whole quality wherefore : 
1 feare we {hail be much vnwelcome. 
Encas. That I aiſure you ; Troyius had rather 7; 
borne to Greece, then Creſid borne from Trop, 
Paris, There is no heipe. 
The bitter diſpoſition of the time wil! haue it {9 » 
On lord, weele follow you. 
Antag. Good morrow all. 
Paris. And tell me noble Dicmed, faith tell me tr: 
Euen in ſoule of found good fellowthip, 
Who in your thoughts, deſerues faire Rein beſt, 
My ſelte, or Menelauz, 
Diem. Each alike. | 
Hee merits well to haue her that doth feeke her, 
Not making any ſcruple of her ſoyle, 
With tuch a hell of paine, aud world of charge, 
And you az: well ts keepe her, that defend ber, 
Not pallatiug the taſte of her diſhonout 
With ſuch a coſtiy loſſe ot wealth and friends, 
He like a puling cuckold would drinke vp, 
The lces and dregs of a flat tamed peece ; 
You like a leicher out of whorith inynes, 
Are pleaſd to breed ont your inheritors, 
Both merits poyzd, each weighs nor lelie nor more, 
But he as he, the heanicr for @ whore. 


Paris. YOu are tod bitter to your country-wom 


2. Ro 


) 
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5 | * N 4 \ 1 
Dm, Shees bitter to her country, heare me Paris, . 
For euery falfe drop in her bawdy veines, 1 
A Grecians life hath ſunke: for every ſeruple 108 
2 * 1 48S / 
Of her contaminated carrion waight, | Wi! | 


A Troyan hath beene ſlaine. Since ſhe could ſpeake. 
%ee hath not given fo many good words breach, 
As for her Greekes and Troyans ſuffred death, 
Paris, Faire Diomed you do 15 chapmen do, 
Diſpraije the thing that they Jefire to buy, 
But we in ſilence hold this vertue well, 
Weolz not commend, what wee intend to fell, 
Here lyes Our way. Exetinkt. 


Enter Troylus ani Ccæſſeida. 


« 


Troy. Deere, trouble not your ſelfe, the morne- is colde. 
Cre/. "Then iweet my lord Ile call mine vack!s done, 
Hee {ball vnbolt the gates. 
Trayl. Trouble him not. 
To bed to bed: Oeepe kill thoſe pritty eyes, 
And vine as ſoft attachment to thy fences, 
\5 infants empty of all thought, 
Cre, Good morrow then, | 
77591, I prithee now to bed. | 10 4 


Cre/. Are you a weary of me ? 1 
(1:91, O Creffſeide! hut that the buſie day, | tl 
Wann by the larke hath rouzd the ribald crowes, 18 15 
42d dreaming night will hide our ioyes no longer, | 15 


vould not from thee; 

. Night hach beene too briefe. 

775, Beſhrew the witch! vn veacmous wights ſhe ſtaics 

'edioully as hell, but flies the graſpes of loue, ih 
ii): wings more momentary fwiſt then thought, | 1 
ion will catch colde and curſe me. | | 


a Tar HIisroEY or 


Cre Prithee tarry, you men will neuer tarry, 
O fooliſh Creſſeid, might haue {Ul held of, 
And then you would haue tarried. Harke ther's ont 

Pand. Whats all the doores open heere ? 

7royl, It is your vncle. 

Creſ. A peſtilence on hint: now will he be mocking 
I ſhall haue ſuch a life. 

Pad, How now, how now, how go maiden-heads, 
Heere you maide, where's my cozin Creſſeid ? 

Creſ. Go hang your ſelfe, you naughty mocking vic!” 
You bring me to doo——and then you flonte me to, 

Pand, To do what, to do what? let her fay What, 
What have I brought you to doe ? 


Cref. Come, come, beſhrew your heart, youle nere be £504, 


nor {uffer others, 


Pand. Ha, ha: alas poore wretch : a poore chi? bal 


not ſlept to night? would ho not (a naughty wan 
fleepe, à bug-bearc take him. 

Creſ. Did not I tell you? would he were knockt it : 
Who's that at doore, good vnckle go and 1c. Eine tr 
My lord, come you againe into my chamber, 

You ſmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Troyl. Ha, ha, | | 

Creſ. Come you are deceiued, I thinke of no f{uyct: i! 
How earne{t)y they knock, pray you come in. A 
I would not {or halte Trey haue you feene here. | 

Pend, Who's there? what's the matter? will 1 
downe the enore 2 How now, what's the matter ? 

Ane. Good morrow lord, good morrow, 

Fand. Who's there my lord Aneas by my tr© 
you not: what newes with you fo early? 

Ane. Is not prince Trayius heere? 

Hand. Here, what ſhould be do here ? 


Ene 
it dott 
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Do not 
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X12. Come he is here, my lord, do not deny him, 
doth import him much to ſpeake with me. 

Pn; Is he here ſay you ? its more then Þicnow He be robes 
or my owne part I came in late: what ſnovid hee doe bere 7 

Enca. Who, nay then! Come, come, youle do him wrong, 
e you ate ware, joule be fo true to him to be falſe to him: 
go not you know of him, but yet go fetch him kither, go. 

Troyl. How now, whats the matter? 

Hue. My lord, I ſcuce haue leiſure o ſalute you, 
y matter is ſo raſh : tre is at band, 
pari. your brother, and Dei hobut, 

e Grecian Diamed, and our Aut lener 

Delincr'd to him, and forth-witk, 
te the firſt ſacrifice, within this hour, 
We muſt give vp to Dimas hand 
The lady Grefſerds. 

Troyl. Is it lo concluded? 

Eine. By Priam and the {© nerall ſtate of Trop, 
Tier are at hand, and ready to effect it. 

ro), How my atchinements mock me, 

ill go mcete them: and my lord neus, 
We met by chance, you did not hinde me hore, 

En. Good, good my lord, the ſecrets of neighbor Pandar 
aue not more guift in taciturnitic. Exeunt, 

. Iſt poſſible : no ſooner got but loſt, the diuell take 
on, the young prince will go madde, a plague vpon 
Guten. I would they had brok's neck. 


1 Ke. 


Enter Cxeſſ. 


How now ? what's che matter? who was heere 
„Ah, ah! 


Way ſigh yon fo profoundly, wher's my lord? gone ? a 
* Ne iweet vncle, whats the matter. 


"Gig: 


A 


Pand, 
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Pand. Would I were as decpe vader the earth a: 
abouè. 

Creſ. O the Gods, whats the matter ? 

Pand. Pray thee get thee in: would thou had(} 1 
Horne, I knew thou wouldeſt be his death. O poore 
man, a plague vpon Anthenor. 

Creſ. Good vnckle, I beſeech you on my knees, wh: 
matter ? 

Pand. Thou muſt be gone wench, thou muſt b 
thou art chang'd for Anthenor. Thou mult to thy tat! 
bee gone from Traylus, twill be his death, twill bee 
hee cannot beare it. 

Creſ. O you immortall gods, I will not go. 

Pand. I hou ruſt, 

Creſ. I will not vncle. I haue forgot my facher 
I know no touch of conſanguinitie, 

No kinne, no lone, no blond, no ſonle fo nere m 
As the {weete 7royius, O you pods dinine, 

Make Crefeids name the very crowne of talſehood, 
If ever ſhe leaue Troylus. Time, force and death, 
Do to this body what extreames you can : 

But the ſtrong baſe, and building of m) lone, 

Is as the very center of the earth, 

Drawing all things to it. Ile go in and weepe. 

Pand. Do, do. 

Creſ. Teare my bright haire, and ſcratch my praiſo. 
Crack my cleare voyce with ſobs, and breake my 
With ſounding Troy/ur : I will not go from Troy. 


z 


— 


Enter Paris, royl. Eneas, Deiphob. Aath, Divi 


Par. It is great morning, and the houre prefiat, 
For her delivery to this valiant Crezke, 
Comes faſt vpon: good my brother Troylus 


TroyLvs Aub Cantyrrr a: 


rell you the lady what the is to doe, 

and haſt her to the pur poſe. 
Trey. Walke into her houſe, 

{le briag her to the Grecian preſently: 

And to his hand when I deliuer her, 

Thinke it an altar, and thy brother Troplus 

4 prieft there offring to it his owne heart. 
Par, I know what tis to loue, 

And would, 1s 1 ſhail pitty 1 could helps : 


Picaſe you walke in my lords?  Exeunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſeida. 


Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre. Why tell zou me ut moderation ? 
The griefe is fine, full, perfect that I taſte, 
And violenteth in a fence as ſtrong 
As that which cauſeth it, how can T moderate it? 
could temporize with my affections, 
Or brew 1t to a weake and coulder pailat, 
The ke alayment could 1 giue my griete : 
i tone admittes no qualifiing droſſe, 
% tore my griefe in ſuch à precious loſſe. 


Enter Troylus. 


FT 


P:1n. Here, here, here he comes, a ſweete Jacks. 
% Oh Troylus, Troytu:. 
, What a paire of Ace les is here, let me embrace too, 
e, as the goodly ſaying is, Oh heart, heauy heart, why 
alt thou without breaking : where hee anſwers againe, be- 
e thou canſt not eaſe thy ſmart by friendſhippe nor by 
peaking : there was never 2 truer rime. Let vs caſt away 
ati, kor wee may live to haue need of ſuch a verſe, 
| Ye lee it, we fee it, how now lambs? 
Trey. 
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Troy. Creſſd T love thee in ſo ſtrain'd a purity, 
That the bleſt gods as angry with my fancy: 
More bright in zeale then the deuotion, which 
Cold lippes blow to their dieties, take thee from me, 
Creſ. Haue the gods enuy ?! 
Pan. I, I, I, IL, tis to plaine a caſe. 
Creſ. And is it true that I muſt go from Troy ” 
Troy. A hatefull truth, 
 Creſ. What and from Traylus to ? 
Troy, From Troy, and Troylus, 
Creſſ. Ist poſſible ? 
Troy. And ſuddenly, where iniury of chance 
Puts back, leaue taking, jufsles roughly by: 
All time of pauſe : rudely beguiles our lippes 
Of all reioyndure : forcibly prevents 
Our lock't embraſures, ſtrangles our dere vowes, 
Euen in the bi-th of our owne laboring breath: 
We two that with ſo many thouſand ſighes, 
Did buy each other, mnſt poorely fell our jelucs: 
With the rude breuity, and difcharge of one, 
Injurious time now with a robbers haſt, 
Cram's his ritch theeu'ry vp hee knowes not how, 
As many farewells as be ſtarres in heauen, 
With diſtin breath, and conlignde kiſſes to them, 
He fumbles vp into a looſe adewe : 
And ſkants vs with a ſingle famiiht kiſſe, 
Diſtaſted with the ſalt of broken tcares, 
Eneas within. My lord is the lady ready 
Troy. Harke, you are call'd, ſome ſay the geniu 
Cries ſo to him that inſtantly muſt die; 
Bid them haue pacience ſhe Mall come anon. 
Pan. Where are my teares raine to lay this win. 
heart wil be blowne vp by my throate, 
Grefſ. 1 muſt then to che Crecians, 
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Troy. No remedy? 
Creſ 7. A wofull Creffid mongſt the merry Greekes, i 
When ſhall we ſee againe. 0 


ih S | 
F: l 
Trey, Here mee lone : be thou but true of heart. k | 
| 2 1 * * 73 

Creſ. I true? how now ? what wicked deme is this ? 1104 

— 1 0 * . th | 

Tray. Nay we muſt vſe expoſtulation kindely, 1161 
for it is parting from vs. 1 


1 
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{ {peake not be thou true as fearing thee, 

For 1 will throw my gloue to death himſelfe, 

That there 1s no macularion in thy heart : | 
ut bee thou true {ay I to faſhion in, 9 
{equent proteſtation, bee thou rrne, and T wil fee thee. 

Cre, Oh you ſhal be expos'd my lord to danpers, 

nhnte as imminent, but Ile he trve, 


— 


Jay. And Ve grow friend with danger, were this Iceue 
And you this gloue, when ſhall J fee you? 

Trov I will corrupt the Grecian centinells, 
To cue thee nightly viſitation, but yet be true. 

. Oh heaucns be true apaine ? 

Troy, Here why I ſpeake it loue, 

e Greciag youths are full of quality, 
And ſwelling-ore with arts and exerc iſ 
Na nouclty may moue, and parts with Portion, 
\ 2 kinde of godly iealoufic, | 
hich I befeech you cal a vertuous ſinne) W's | 
Mak < me a feard. 9 MY 

Oh heaucns you cue mee not i 
y. Die T 2 Viiaine then. F n 

4 1s 1 de not call your faith in queſtion : | h 

ney as my merit. I cannot ſing 14 
ele the high lauolt, nor ſweeten talke, 


Fin ar ſubtill games, faire vertues all: 


uch the Creciant are moſt prompt and pregnant, 
au tell that in each grace of theſe: 


There 104 
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| There lu rkes a fill, and dumb-diſcourſine diuell 
| That tempts moſt cunningly, but be not tempted. 
ll Cre/. Do you thinke I will? 
| Trey, No, but ſomihing may be done that we will nc: 
| And ſometimes we are diuells to our ſelues: 
An When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Preſuming on their changefall potency, 

FEneas within, Nay good my lord? 

Troy. Come kiſſe, and let vs part. 

Paris within, Brother Troylus ? 

Troy. Good brother come you hither ? 
And bring Eneas and the Grecian with you, 

Creſ. My lord will you be true? 

Troy. Who I, alas it is my vice, my fault, 
Whiles others fiſh with craft for great opinion, 
I with great truth catch mere ſimplicity, 
Whilſt ſome with cunning guild their copper crowne-, 
With truth and plaineſſe 1 do were mine bare: 
Feare not my truth, the morrall of my wit, 
Is plaine and true? ther's all the reach of it, 
Welcome fir Diomed, here is the lady, 
Which for Autenor we deliuer you. 
At the port (lord) Ile gius her to thy hand, 
And by the way poſſeſſe thee what ſhe is 
Entreate her faire, and by my ſoule faire Cree, 
if ere thou ſtand at mercy of my {word : 
Name Creſſid, and thy life ſhal be as fate, 
As Priam is in Illion. 

Di:m. Faire ladie Creſſid, 
So pleaſe you ſave the thankes this prince expett: : 
The luſtre in your eye, heauen in your checke, 
Pleades your faire viage, aud to Dianed, 
You ſhal be miſtres, and command hun wholy, 
Dq. Grecian thou do'ſt not vie me courteoul!y, 
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To ſhame the ſeale of my petition to thee : 
in praiſing her. I tell thee lord of Greece, 
he is as farre high ſoaring ore thy praiſes : 
A; thou vnworthy to be call'd her ſeruant, 
charge thee vſe her well, euen for my charge: 
For by the dreadful! Pluto, it thou doſt not, 
hough the great bulke Achilles be thy guard, 
e cut thy throate, 
Diem, Oh be not mou'd prince Try lis, 
Let me be prineledg'd by my place and meſlage : 
To be a ſpeaker free ? when 1 am hence, 
le anſwer to my laſt, and know you lord 
le nothing do on charge, to her owne worth, 
Sbee ſhal be priz'd + but that you ſay be't fo, 
{ ipeake it in my ſpirit and honour no. 
ray. Come to the port Ile tel thee Di-med, 
Chis brane ſhall oft make thee to hide thy head, 
Lady give me your hand, and as we walke, 
To our owne felnes bend we our needtull talke. 
Paris. Hark Heftors trnmpet 2? 
Ene, How haue we ſpent this morning? 
The prince mult thinke me tardy and remiſſe, 
That {wore to ride before him to the field, 
ar. Tis Troylus talte, come, come, to field with him. 
FE XCU, 


ite, Aiax armed, Achilles, Patroclus, Agara, Menel-us, 
Vliſſes, Neſter, Calcas. Ge. 
Aga. Here art thou in appointment Freſh and faire, 
; \cipating time. Wich ſtarting courage, 
ie with thy trumper a londe note to 2% 
- 01 Jreadfull Ajax that the appauled aire, 
«y pearce the head of the great Combatait, and hale him 
hither, 05 e 
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Aiax. Thou, trumpet, ther's my purſe, 


Now cracke thy lungs, and ſplit thy braſen pipe: 
Out- well the collick of puft n 
Come ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy _ * blond 
Thou bloweft for Hector. 
Vi. No trumpet anfwers, 
Achil. Tis but early dates. 
Aga. Is not yond Diomed with Caſas daughter. 
Vii. Tis he, I ken the manner of his gate, 
He rites on ihe too: that ſpirit of his 
In aſpiration lifts him from the earth, 
Aga. Is this the lady Creſid? 
Diom. Euen ſhe, 
Aga. Moſt deerely welcome to the Cr 1 ſweete lady. 
Neft. Our peneral!-doth ſalute you with a kiſſe. 


Viiſſ. Yet is the kiudueſſe bot perticulur, twere betive {lee 


were kiſt in general. 


Neft. And very courtly couuſell ile beginne: ſo mic! 


for Neftor. 
Achil. Ve take that winter from your lips faire lay, 
Achilles bids you welcome. 
Men, I had good argument for Kkiſſing onee. 
Patra., But thats no argument for kiſling now, 
For thus pop't Paris in his hardiment, 
And parted thus, you and your argument. 
Vliſ Oh deadly gall and cheame of all our {oorncs, 
Fur which we loofe oor heads to guild his horas. 
Patro. The firſt was Menetzus kiſſe this mine, 
Patrolus kiſſes you, 
Mene. Oh this is trim. 
Patr. Paris and I kiſſe euer more for him. 
Mene. Ile have my kiſſe fir ? lady by your lexue, 


Cre/: In kiſſing do you render or receiue. 


8 
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Patr. Both take and giue. a OS: 
Creſ. lle make my match to iu, 7 
The kiſſe you take is better then you gine : therefore no Life, 
Jene. He giue you boote, Ile gine you three for one. 
Creſ. Vau arg an od man give euen or give none, 
Meng. An odde man lady, every man is odde. 
Cre/. No Paris is not, for you know tis true, 
That you are odde and he is even with you. 
Mene. You fillip me a'th head. 
rel. No Ve be ſworne. 
. It were no match, your naile againſt h's horne, 
May I ſweete lady begge a kiſſe of you, 
Cre/. You may. 
Ul. I do deſire it. 
re, Why degge then. 
Plif. Why chen for Venus lake giuc me a kiſſe. 
When Hallen is a maide again and hi 
Cref. Lam your debtor, claime it whes tis due. 
Vii. Nevers'my day, and then a kiſſe of you. 
Diem. Lady a word, Ile bring you to your father. 
Neft, A woman of quick fence, 
ug. Fie, fie vpon her, 
Ther's language in her eye, her checke her lip, 
Nzy her foote ſpeakes, her wanton ſpirits looke out 
At encry joynt and motiue of her body, 
Oh theſe encounterers ſo glib of tongue, 
at pie rn coaſting welcome ere it comes. 
nd ide vuclapſe the tables of their rhoughts, 
ig cuery tichliſm reader, ſet them dowae, 
- or Uuttiſh ſpoiles of opportauity : 
Aud daughters of the game. 
« 
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Fhwriſb enter all of Troy. 


All. The Troyans trumpet. 
Agam. Yonder comes the troup. 


Ene. Haile ali the late of Greece « what ſha! be done 


To him that victory commands, or doe you purpoſe, 
A victor ſhal be knowne, will you the knights 
Shall to the edge of all extremity 
Purſue each other, or ſhall they be dinided, 
By any voice or order of the field, Hefor bad afſke ? 
Aga. Which way would Hecter haue it! 
Ane. He cares not, heele obay condicions. 
Aga. Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 
A little proudly, and great deale miſpriſing: 
The knight oppos'd. 
MHne. IH not Achilles fir, what is your name? 
Achil. It not Achilles nothing. 
Ene. Therefore Achilles, but what ere koow this, 
In the extiemity of great and little: 
Valour and pride excel! themſelues in Heclor 
The one aimolt as infinite as all, 
The other blanke as nothing, way him well : 
And that which lookes like pride is curteſie, 
This Aiax is halte made of Heflors blond, 
In loue whereof, halfe Heller ftaies at home, 


Halfe heart, halfe hand, halfe Hector comes to {ecke 
This blended knight halfe Troyan, and halfe Greete. 


Achil. A maiden battell then, oh I perceive jou, 
Aga. Here is fir Di-me1? go gentle knight, 
Stand by our Aiax. As you and lord Encas 
Conſent vpon the order of their tight, 
So be it, either to the vttermoſt, 


(oh 


* 
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Or els a breath, the combatants being kin, 
Halfe ſtints their ſtrife, before their ſtrokes begin. 


Viijes : what Troyan is that fame that lookes fo heauy ? + - 


1if. The yongeſt ſonne of Priam, a true knighit, 
Not yet mature, yet maichleſſe firme of word, 
Speaking deeds, and deedleſſe in his tongue, 
Not ſoone pronok't nor bœeing prouok t ſoone calm'd, 
His heart and hand both open and both free. 
For what he has he gines, what thinkes he ſhewes, 
Yet gines hee not till iudgement guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impare thought with breath; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 
For Hector in his blaze of wrath ſubſeribes 
To tender obiccts, but he in heate of action. 
[5 more vindicatiue then Jealous lone, 
They call him Treylus, and on him erect, 
A lecond hope as fairely built as Hetor : 
Thus fates Z&neas one that knowes the youth, 
Luce to his ynches : and with prinate ſoule 


Did in great Alion thus tranſlate him to me, Alarum, 


ga. They are in action. 

. Now dia x hould thine owne. 

Troy. Hector thou ſleep'ſt awake thee, 

Ara, His blowes are well diſpos'd, chere Aiax. 


diam. You mult no more., 
Ene. Princes enough ſo pleaſe you. 
Hax. 1 am not warme yet, let vs figitt 2338, 
Diem. As HeQGor pleaſes. 
ict, Why then will no more, 

Tae art great lord my fathers ſiſters ſonne, 

\ C0Uzen german to great Priams {cede, 
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A gory emulation twixt vs twaine: 
Were thy commixtion Greeke and 7 royan fo, 
That thou con!dit fay this hand is Grecian all: 
And this is Troyan, the finnewes of this lepge + 
All Greeke, and this all Troy: my mothers bloud, 
Runnes on the dexter cheeke, and this ſiniſter 
Bonnds in my fathers. By /oue multipotent 
Thou ſhouldſt not beare from me a Creekiſh member, 
_ Wherein my {word had not impreſſure made. 
But the iuſt gods gainſay, 
That any day thou borrow'dſt trom thy mother, 
My ſacred aunt, ſhonld by my mortal ſword, 
Be drained, Let me embrace thee Hiax: 
By him that thunders thou haſt luſty armes, 
Hector would haue them fall pon him thus. 
Cozen all honor to thee. 

Aiax. I hauke thee Hector, 
Thou art to gentle, and too free a man, 
{ came to kill thee cozen, and beare hence, 
A great addition carned in thy death. 

Hef. Not N-oþtolpmus fo mirable, 
On whoſe bright creſt, fame with her lowdtt (O yes) 
Cries, this is he, could promiſe to himfelfe, 
A thought of added honor, torne from Hector. 


Ane. There is expeRance heere from both the ſid: 


What further you will do. 
Hef. Wecle anſwer it, 
The iſſue is embracement, :4ax farewell. 
Aiax. If I might in entreaties finde fuccelſe, 
As ſeld I haue the chance, I would defire, 
My famous colin to our Grecian tents. 
Diem, Tis Agamemnons wiſh, and great Achilles 
Doth long to fee vnarm'd the valiant Lector. 
Hef. Ænea call my brother Treylus to me. 


% 
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And ſigniſie this louing enterview . 
To the expectors of our Troyan part, 
Deſire them home. Give me thy hand my cczen, 
will go eate with thee, and fee your knights. 
Aiax. Great Agamemnon comes to meete vs heere. 
He, The worthielt of them, tell me name by name : 
But for Achilles my owpe ſearching eyes, 
Shall finde him by his large and portly ſize. 
gam. Worthy all armes as welcoine as to one, 
That would be rid of ſuch an enemy. 
From heart of very heart, great Hector welcome. 
ect. I thanke thee moſt imperious Fgamemnon. 
foam. My well-fam'd lord of Troy, no leſſe to you. 
Mene. Let me confirme my princely brothers greeting: 
You brace of warlike brothers: welcome hether, 
Het, Who muſt we anſwer ? 
ne. The noble Menelaus. 
Hett. © you my lord, by Mars his gauntlet thankes, 
Mock not thy affect, the vntraded earth) 
Your guandem wife ſweares ſtill by Venus gloue, 
Shees well, but bad me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now fir, ſhee's a deadly theame. 
H:. O pardon, LI oftend, 
et. I haue thou gallant Trovan ſeene thee oft, 
Laboring for deſtiny, make cruell way, 
Through rankes of Greekiſh youth, and J haue ſeene thee 
hot as Perſeus, ſpurre thy Phrigian ſteed, 
Deip:fng many forfaits and ſubduments, 
n thou haſt hung th' aduanced ſword ith” ayre, 
ot letting it decline on the declined, 
That 1 have ſaid to ſome my ſtanders by, 
U hipiter is vonder dealing life. 
Aud 1 haue ſeene thee pauſe, and take thy breath, 
When that a rivg of Greekes haue ſhrupd thee in, 
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Like an Olympian wraſtling. This haus I ſcene, 
But this thy countenance ſtili lockt in ſteele, 
I neuer ſaw till now: I knew thy gtaud-ſire, 

And once fought witk him, he was à ſoldier good, 
But by great Mart the captaine of vs all, 

Never like thee : O let an old man embrace thee, 
And worthy warriour welcome to our tents. 

ne. T's the old Neſtor. 

Hef, Let me embrace thee good old chronicle, 
That haſt ſo long walkt hand in hand with time, 
Moſt reuerend Meer, T am glad to claſpe thee. 

NNeft. I weuld my armes could match thee in contents 

Hecf. i would they could. 

. Ha? by this. white beard Ide night with tc 
morrow, /' |. 
Well, welcome, welcome, I haue ſeanc the time. 

Vii. J wonder pow how yonder citty ftands, 
When we haue here her baie and piller by vs : 

Hebt. I know your fauour lord Vi, well, 

Ah fir, there's many a Grecke and Froyan dead, 
Since firſt 1 ſaw your ſelte and Diamed, 
In Nh: on your Greekiſh embailie, 
is. Sir! foretold you then what would entug, 
My prophecie is but halte his tourney. yet, 
For yonder walls that pertiy front your tov'nc, 
Yon towers, whole anton tops do buſle the cloud: 
Muit kiſte their owne ſcete. 
Hlect. I muſt not belecue you. 
There they ſtand, yet, and modeſtiy I thinke, 
The fall of euery Parigian lane will coll, 
A drop of Crecian blond: the end crowncs all, 


And that old common arbitrator. Time, will one day £9 + 


Vii. So to him ve leaue it. | 
. . te 
Mo! geatie and moſt valient, Hecier, welcome: 
run : 
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TROYEUS AND CRESSEIDA, 
After the generalt, T'beſeech you next 


To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my tent. | 


Achil. 1 ſhall foreſtall thee lord Yifes thou: 
Now Hector I haue fed mine eyes on thee, 
haue with exact view peruſde thee Hector, and quoted joynt 
by joint. 

Hef. Is this Achilles“ 

Achil. J am Achilles. 

lic. Stand faire I pray thee, let me looke on thee. 

Achil, Behold thy fill. 

Hect. Nay I haue done already. 

Achill. Thou art too briefe, I will the ſecond time, 
As I would buie thee, view thee lim by lim. 

Hef. O like a booke of {port thou'lt read me ore 
6ut ther's more in me then thou vnderſtandſt, 

Why doolt thou fo oppreſſe me with thine eye. 

Zchil. Tell me you heauens, in which part of his body 
Shall 1 deſtroy him: whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the locall wound a name, 

And make diſtinct the very breach, whereout 
fetors great ſpirit flew: anſwer me heavens. 

Het. It would diſcredit the bleſt gods, proud man 

To anſwer ſuch a queſtion : ſtand againe, 
Thinkſt chou to catch my Ufe ſo pleaſantly, 
As to prenominate in nice coniecture, 

Where thou wilt hit me dead. 

chil, I tell thee yea. | 

Hef, Wert thou an oracle to tell me fo, 
lde not beleeue thee. Herice-forth gard-thee well, 

For He not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, 
Dat by the forge that Nichied Mars his helme. 
lie kill thee every where, yea ore and ore. 
102 witeſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His infolence drawes folly from my lips, 
Gh But 
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Or may I neuer 
Aiax. Do not. chafe thee coz en. 

And you ſchilles, let theſe threats alone, 

Till accident or purpoſe bring you too t, 

You may haus every day enough of Hector, 

If you haue ſtomack. The generall ſtate I fears; 

Can ſcarce eptreate you to be odde with bim. 
Hef, I pray you let vs ſee you in the field, 


We have had pelting warres ſince you refuſd, the G, 


cauſe. 
Achil, Dooſt thou entreate me Heller? 


To morow do I mect thee fell as death to night all tricn” 


Hef. Thy hand vpon that match. 


Aaam. Firſt all you peeres of Greece, go to my tent, 


There in the full conuine we: afterwards 

As Hector, leiſure, and your bounties ſhall 
Concurre together, fenerally entreate him 

To taſte your bounties, let the trumpets blowe, 


That this great ſouldier may his welcome know. Front 


Frey. My lord ies, tell me] beleech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calcas keepe. 

Vliſ. At Menelaus tent molt princely Troptus : 
There Diamed doth feaſt with him to night, 
Who neither lookes vpon the heauen nor earth, 
But giues all gaze, and bent of amorous view, 
On the faire Creſſeid. 

Froyl. Shall I ſweete lord be bound to you lo much, 
After we part from Agamemnons tent, 

To bring me thether, - 
Vii. You ſhall command me fir, 
But gentle tell me of what honor was 
This Crefeda in Troy ? had ſhe no louer there 
That wailes her abſence? 
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7-2, O fir to ſuch as boſting ſhe their KRartes, 
A mocke is due; will you walke on my lord. 
%ee was beloned my lord, ſhe ie, and doth, | a 
But ſtill ſweet louè is ſood for fortunes tooth. Exeunt, 


Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 


Leh. Ile heate his blood with Greeki/b wine to night, 
Which with my cemitar Ile coole to morrow, 
":trocles let vs feaſt him to the light, 


Enter Therkites, 


Pat. Here comes Therfates. 
Ach, How now thou cnrre of enuy. 
Thou cruſty batch of nature Whajs * news? 
The. Why thou picture of What hom ſceweſt, and idoll, 
F idiot worſhippers, beers a and 6 thee. 
Ach, From whence fragment. 
The. Why thou full diſh of touie from 7rop. 
Vat. Who keeps the teat now. 
The. The ſurgeons box or the picients wopnd. 
Pat, Well faid aduerſity, and what uceds this tricks, 
The, Prithee be ſilent box I profit not by thy talke, 
Thou art ſaid to be Achilles male varlot. 
Pat, Male varlot you rogue whats that. | 
The, Why his maſculine whore, now tlie rotten diſeaſes of 


back, lethergies, could palfies, raue cies, durt rotte liucrs, 
»:inglungs, bladders fall of impoſtume. Sclaticaes, lime- 
ks ith* palme, incurable bone · ach, and the riueled fee ſimple 
of the tetter, take and take Ned ſach prepoſterous diſcoue» 
ics, 

Pat. Why thou * box of envy thou what meanes 
01 to curſe thus, 


Jae, Do I curſe thee, 


Pai. 


the ſouth, the guts griping ruptures» loades a grauell iu the 
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Pat. Why no vou ruinous but, you borfon indi Ring! 
ble cur, no, 


The. No why art thon then exaſperate, thou idle imm 
rial ſkeine of ſleiue ſilke, thou greene ſacenet flap for a a 


eye, thou toſſell of a prodigalls purſe-thuu ah how the p21 
world is peſtred with ſuch water flies, diminitines of nature. 
Pat. Ont gall. 
Ther. Finch egge. 
Achil. My ſweete Patreclus I am thwarted quite, 
From my great purpoſe iato morrowes battell, 
Here is a letter from queene Hecuba; 
A token from her daughter my faire loue 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe : 
An oth that I have fworne : 1 wil not breake it, 
Fall Cree tes, fayle fame, honour or go or ſtay, 
My maior vow lies here; this Ile obay, 
Come, come, Therjites help to trim my tent? 


This night in banquetting muſt al be ſpent, away Par, 
Ther. With to much bloud, and to little braine, be 


may run mad; bur if with to much braine and to Nite bo 
they do Ile be a curer of mad-men, her's 4gamemncn, 5. | 
veſt fellow inough, and one that loues quailes, but bi 
not ſo much braine as eare-wax, and the goodly tr: 

tion of Jupiter there, his be the bull, the priitine ſtat 
and oblique memorial of cuck-olds, a thrifty ho 

ig a chaine at his bare legge, to what forme bu, that 
ſhould wit larded with malice; and malice faced wit! ww! 
turne him to: to an afſe, were nothing hee is both 
oxe; to an oxe were nothing, her's both oxe and aſe, ' 

4 day, 2 moyle, a cat, a fichooke, a tode; a leiurd, i, 
2 puttock, or a herrin without a rowe, I would not te, 
but to beg Menelaus F would confpire againſt deſteny, . . 
what I would be, i I were not Thsrſrtes, for I care not to 55 
me louſe of a har, ſo I were not ab- key day f 


and fires, 
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Enter Agam. Vliſles, Neſt. and Diomed with lights. 


Aga. We go wrong we goe wrong, 
fia. No, yonder tis there where we ſee the were 

Het, I trouble you. 

A4iax. No not a whit. 

VIif. Here comes himſelfe to guide you. 

Achil. Welcome brave Hector, welcome princes all. 

Aga. So now faire prince of Troy, I bid god night, 
fax commands the guard to tend on you. 

Hef. Thankes and good night to che Grerbes genecall. 

Menue. Good night my lord. 

He#, Good night tweet lord Menelaus. 

Ther, Sweet draught, fweet quoth a, fweete ſinke, {weet ſure 

Achil. Good night and welcome both to thoſe that go or 
tarry. 

Apa. Good night. Exeunt Agam. Menelaus, 

Achil, Ad Nettor tarries, and you to Diomed, 
Keepe, Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot lord, I haue important buſineſſe, 
The tide-whereot is now, good night great Hefor, 
ect. Giue me your hand. | 

lil. Follow his torch, be goes to Calcas tent, Ile keepe you 
com | 

* Sweet ſir you honor me? 

Hect. And fo good night. 

Ah. Come, come, euter my tent, Exeunt. 

Ther, That fame Diomeds a falſe hearted roague, à moſt 
„mut knaue, 1 will no more truſt him when he leeres, then I 
ina ſerpeut when hee hifles, hee will ſpend his mouth and 
promiſe like Zrabler che hound, but when he performes, 
aliconomers foretell it, it is prodigious, there will come ſome 
de, the ſonne borrowes of the moone when Diomed kec pes 
a word, I will rather leaue to ſec Hector then not to dog 
him, 


Tux Hisroav „ 


him, they ſay he keepes 2 Troyan drab, and vſes the troy): 
Calcas tent, Ile after nothing but vn all incoatir, 


f | Enter 8 
| Dio. What are you vp here ho ? . 
Chal. Who calls? 


Dio. Diomed, Chalcas I thinke Uher $ your dhvghte 
Cal. She comes to you. 

Vii. Stand, where the torch may not diſcouer vs. 
Troy. Creſid comes forth to him. 


Enter Creſſid. 

Dio. How now my charge. 

Creſ. Now my ſweet gardian, harke a word with you. 

Troy. Yea ſo familiar? 

Vii. Shee will ſing any man. at firſt ſight. 

Ther. And any man may ing her, if he can take, er cli, 
ſhe's noted, Te | 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Cal. Remember yes. 

Dis. Nay but do then and let your minde be caupled with 
your words. 

Troy. What ſhall ſhe remember. 

Vliſ. Lift ? 

Creſ. Sweet hony Creek? tempt 1 me no more. to folly 

Ther. Roguery. 

Dio, Nay then. 
Creſ. Ile tell you what, 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pia you are forſworne, 

creſ. In faith I cannot, what would you haue me do 

Ther. A iugling tricke to be ſecretly open. 

Dis. What did you ſweare you would beltow on m. 

Creſ. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath, 
Bid me do any thing but that ſweete Greeke, 
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Dis: Good night. © > KITTY. 5 gd v7 Nes; ann 
Troy. Hold — cen n r 20435 e 
Vliſ. How now Troyan. e 
Creſ. Diomed. | 
Dio. No, no, good niglit He be your foole no more. 
Troy, Thy better muſt. * 
Creſ. Harke a word in your eare. e 
Trey O plague and madnefle !. +0 a 
liſ. You are muned prince, let vs depart I pray * 
Lealt your diſpleaſure ſnould inlarge itſelſe 
To wrathfull tearmes, this place is dangerous : 
The time right deadly, I beſcech you goe. 
Troy, Behold I pray you. + 
Vis. Now good my lord go off, 
You flow to great diſtruction, come my lord. 
Troy. 1 orethec ſtay. 
Vliſ. You haue not patience, come. 
Pray. I pray you ſtay; by hell, and all hells torments, 
| wilt not ſpeake a word. 
Dio. And fo good night. 
C . Nay but you part iu anger. 
Troy. Doth that grieue thee, O withered truth. 
%%. How now mv lord? 
Troy. By laue 1 will be patient. 
oY Gardian ? why Greeke ? 
0, Fo fo you palter. 
In faith I doe not, come hether once apaine., 
We /. You ſhake my lord at ſomething, will you goe': you 
n break out. 
Tray. She ſtroakes his cheeke. 
i Come, come. Ny 
Trey. Nay ſtay, by cue will not ſpecle a word. 
nere is betweene wy will and all offences 
a guard of patience; ſtay n lite While, 
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Ther, How the diuell luxury with his fat rumpe and pong *. 
finger, tickles together; frye nf e Il: 
Dio. Will you then ? 
Cre/. In faith I will lo, never truſt me elfe. 
Dis. Giue me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Creſ. Ile feteh you one. Exit. 
Bu 


Vliſ. You haue ſworne patience. 

Troy. Feare me not my lord. 
I will not be my ſelfe, nor haue cognitior - 
Of what I feele, I am all patience. 


AD 


Enter Creſſ. 


Ter. Now the pledge, now, now, now. 
Cref. Here Diomed keepe this ſleeue. 
Tray. O beauty where is thy faith! 
Vii. My lord. 
Troy, You looke vpon that ſlecue behold it well, 
Hee loue d me {oh falſe wench) giue't me againe. * 
Dio. Whoſe waſt ? 
Creſ. It is no matter now I ha't againe. 
I will not meete with you to morrow night : 
J prethce Diamed viſite me no more. 
Ther. Now ſhee ſharpens, well faid whetitone, 
Dis. I ſhall haue it, 
Creſ. What this? 
Dio. I that. 
Cre. O all you gods; O pretty pretty pledge ! 
Thy maiſter now lyes thinking on his bed 
Of thee and mee, and ſighes, and takes my gloue, 
And giues memoriall dainty Kiſſes to it, as L kiſſe thes, 
Dio. Nay do not ſnatch it from me. 
Creſ. He that takes that doth take my heart withall, 
Dio. I had your heart before, this followes it. 
Troy. I did {weare patience, 
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You ſhall, not haue it Diomed, faith. you ſhall not, 
lle giue you ſomething eiſe... | 
Dis. I will haue this, whoſe was it? 
Creſ. It is no matter, | | 
Dio. Come tell me whole it was? | 
Cre/, T was on's (hat lou'd me bettet then you will 
But now you haue it take it. 
Dia. Whoſe was it ? 
e. And by all Diana Wwayting women nd 
And by her ſelte I will not tell you whoſe. 
Dis. To morrow will 1 weare it on my helme, 
aud gricue bis ſpirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troy, Wert thou tne diyell, and wor it it on thy horne, 
i ſhould be challengd. | 
Cre. Well, well, tis done, tis paſt : and yet it is not. 
| wil not keepe my word. 
Dis, Why then farewell, thou never ſhalt mocke Di;med 
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Cra. You ſhall not foe : one cannot ſpeake a word but it 

raoht ſtarts YOu. 

Dia. I doe not ike this fooling.” 

Ther, Nor I by Pluto; . but that that likes not you, pleaſes 
Me beit. 

Dio. What ſhail I come? the hour 

Gre, I come; O Rue do come, I thall be plagued. 

Dio. Farewsll till then. 


Cre/. Good night, I prethee come: 
iroyius farewell, one eye yet lookes on thee, 
But with wy heart the the) eye doth ee, 
Alt poore our ſex, this fault in vs I find, 
The error of our eye directs our mind, 
Wat error leads muſt erre: O then conclude, 
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MinJes lwayd by eyes arc full of turpitude. Ext. 


Ther. 
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Ther. A proofe of ſtrength, ſhe could not publiſh more, 
Vnleſſe ſhee ſaid my mind is now. turn'd whore, 
Vliſ. All's done my lord. 
Troy. It is. 
Vlif. Why ſtay we then? 
Troy. To make a recordation to my ſoule 
Of cuery lillable that here was ſpoke : 
Bat if I tell how theſe two did court, 
Shall I not lye in publiſhing a truth, 
Sith yet there is a credence in my heart. 
An <fperance ſo obſtinatly firong, 
That doth invert th” atteſt of eyes and eares, 
As if thoſe organs were deceptions functions, 
Created onely to calumniate. Was Creſſeid heere ? 
Vii. I cannot co niure Troyan. 
Troyl. Shee was not ſure. 
Vliſ. Moſt fure the was. 
Trey. Why my negation hath no taſte of madneſlc. 
Viif. Nor mine my lord: Creſſeid was heere but now, 
Troyl. Let it not be beleeu'd for woman-hood, 
Thinke we had mothers, do not giue aduantage 


To ſtubborne critiques apt without a theme 


For deprauation, to ſquare the generall ſex 
By Creſſeids rule. Rather thiuke this not Ceſid. 
Vif. What hath ſhe done prince that ca ſpoile our des, 
Troyl, Nothing at all vnleſſe that this were ſhe. 
Ther. Will a ſwagger himſeife out on's awne eve, 
Troy l. This ſhe, no this is Diemeds Creſſeida, 
It beauty haue a ſoule this is not ſhee ; 


If ſoules guide vowes, if vowes be ſanctimonies, 


it {antimony be the gods deliglit: 

If there be rule in vnitie it 1eife, 

This was not ſhee: O madnetle of diſcourſe, 
That cauſe ſets vp with and againſt it felte, 
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Taovros anp CxzssEI DA. 


By-fould authority: where reaſon can reuolt 
Without perdition, and loſſe aſſume all reaſon, 
Without reuolt. This is and is not Creſſeid, 
Within my ſoule there doth conduce a fight 
Ot this ſtrange nature, that a thing inſepatat, 
Divides more wider then the ſkie and earth: 

and yet the ſpacious bredth of this diuiſion, 
Admits no orifex for 2 point as ſubtle, 

As Ariathna's broken wooke to enter, 

{aſtance, O inſtance ſtrong as Pluto; gates, 
Crefeid is mine, tied with the bonds of heauen, 
laſtance, O inſtance, ſtrong as heauen it ſelte, 
The honds of heauen are flipt, diſſolu'd and looſd, 
And with another knot finde fisger tied, 

The fractions of her faith, orts of her lone, 


Of her ore-eaten faith, are given to Diomed. 

li. May worthy Troylus be halfe attached 
With that which heere his paſſion doth exoreſle 7 
Troy. 1 Greeke, and that ſhall be divulged well 
lu characters as red as Mars his heart 

 inflam'd with Venus: never did young man fancy 
With ſo eternall and fo fixt a ſoule. 

Harke Greeke, as much I do Creſſid loue, 

50 mach by weight, hate I her Diomed : 

: LErue is mine, that heele beare on his helme: 
Were it a caſe compos'd by Yulcans ſkill 

M, tword ſhould bite it: not the dreadfull ſpout 
Wich ſhipmen do the hurricano call, 

Conftring'd ia meſſe by the almighty ſunne. 


then ſhall my prompted ſword, falling on Dimmed, 
hier. Heels ticle it for his coacuple, 
Vol. III. Li 


The fragments, ſcraps, the bitrs and greazie reliques, 


vol dizzy with more clamour Nebtunes care, in his diſcent, 


Trap, 


2 * 
Rr r . 


— 
* 


Tat Huron vο,j⁰ 
Troy. O Creſſid, O falſe Crefſd, falſe, falſe, falſe: 
Let all vntruthes ſtand by ty uded Rows, 
And theyle ſeeme glorious. A todo vim of geln, 
Vliſ. O containe your ſelft; bas brd aoftit ono] 
Your paſſion Ry bathe ns bre of wm 5 


V 1 10¹ 499080 1 O 1 if 3 


" Buter Enens. aofod3b: 


dene. I hane beene ſeeking yo this e my Ford: 
Heftor by this is arming him in Troy : n 21 
Aiax your guard ſtayes to coꝗuct y0⁰ 1655. 

Troy. Haue with you prince: m/ curteous a adic w, 
Farewell reuolted faire: and Died Oo 
Stand faſt, and rare a caſtle on thy head, 


Vliſ. Ve bring you to the gates. 8 905 | 
Troy, Accept diſtracted thatikes, © 0 Th 
Excunt Troyl. Fenias and le ; d 
It is 


Ther. Would 1 could meete that roague Hiamad I a 
croke like a rauen. T would bode; 1 Would bode : pa 1 
will give me any thing for the inteligence of this Word Vas 


parrot will not do more for an almond thefi he for C. vid 
dious drab : lechery, lechery, fill warres and becher, no:hug 115 
elſe holds faſhion. A buraing dive kaks them. me 
” | Exd, * 


Enter Hector and 3 


And. When was ay lord fo much vngently tempo Now 
To ſtop his cares againſt admoniſhment:?: 4, 
Vnarme, vnarme, and do not fight to day. 

Hef. You traine me to offend you! w_—_ you to; H 
By all the euerlaſting gods Ile go. . { am 

And. My dreames will hap Froome o ominous 0 the 4. 

Hef. No pee (27 (und 243 259 ! 

20 4137 3; MY eh bor or 


Trovtvs wary! Uramnina, 


4 - as} 1 Sig) WF: 74 'xt CAT 1 oY "ry 5 nN 6 * * \ 
Enter ne * rig?) 23! Ayers p44 ö I 


ca,. Where is my brother Hecler? dos ted: ba! 


And, Here ſiſter, arm'd and Aalen in iat, 


| Conſort with me in lowd and detre petition, © 0 19 


purſue we him on knees: for I have dreamt 
)f bloudy turbulence, and this whole night 
Hach nothing beene-but * and for mes of ee . 
Cal. O tis true. 8 A 
H:4, Ho? bid my trumpet — ' 
rell. No notes, of ſallie for the heaucns ſweete brother, 
H:4. Begon I fay, the gods have heard me ſweare. 
Caſ. The gods are deate to hotte and peeuiſſi vowes, | 
They are polluted offrings more abhord, 
Then ſpotted liuers in the ſacrifice. 
Ang, O be perſwaded, do not count it holy, 
It is the pyxpoſe that makes ſtrong tha vow, 
but vowes to enery purport: muſt not hold: 
Voarme ſweet Hefter.,.. 
Heck. Hold you till. 1 lay, TI oi 
Ming honor Keeps, the weather of my fate: 
Life every man, holds deere, but the deere man, 
Holds honor farre more precious deere then lic. 


dur Bhtbep Troylus 
o no ang, meaneſt thou to fight v0 5805 
ind, Cafſandra call ww _ vated . go! 
ut; Ti Ft, Bait Callan, 
H-2. Nef, yorg we def * W "Ow 
mi day ith' vaine of chinglrie] -' noift el; 
Fo g , igews: nul chair Knutt mnt x yd . 
| And tempt not yet the braſhes of the. würte , 
Vuarme thee go, and doubt thou not brave boy, 
de Hand to day for thee and me and Troy. 


112 Zreyl. 


— ——ä—— — — - 
o 


Am like a prophet ſnddenly Entapt, 


Tür I ffrory 40 Tt 


Troy!. Brother, you haue u vice of merty in you, 
Which better fits a lion then a man. 


Hector. What vice is that ? good Neylus chide the: (or {+ 


Troyl. When many times the captiue Grecian tolls, 
Euen in the fanne and winde of your n 15 
You bid them rife and * rods o An 

Hect. O tis faire play. c #950 1257} gol 200 

Troyl. Fooles play by babe Hellor. rt 

Hef, How now? how now? 195 MD 99 

Troy!, For th' joue of all the gods 
Lets leane the hermit pitty with our mother, 

And when we haue our armors buckled on, 
The venomd vengeance ride vpon gur ſwords, 
Spur them to ruthfull worke, raine chem Goo unh 

Hect. Fic ſauage, ſie. 

Trey. Hector then us warre. 

Hee. Troylus I would not have you _ today. 

Troy!, Who ſhould with-hold me? | 


Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mart, 


Beckning with kerie trunchion my retire, 

Not Priamus and Hecuba on knees 
Their eyes ore-galled with recourſe of teares,. 

Nor you my brother, with your tive word drawue, 
Oppoſd to hinder me, ſhould Kop my way. 


11 


1 and Caſſandra; i 


Caf. Lay hold vpon him, Priam hold him faſt, 
He is thy crütth ? n if thor looſe thy Nay,” 
Thov on him Wining, and all Troy 0 on thee, [ee2 5 
Fall all tog&her,* 190 15 99452 » 2 | 

Priam. Come Hector, come,” £0 pack, 

Thy wife hath dreamt, thy mother bath Hal Vito 
Cafſandra\dUhth foreſee} und I thy ſelfeE 01% 


* 


ne eerst 


To tell thee that this day is ominous: dio 
Therefore come back. gent 6 
He. neut is à field, 0 03-21%; 

15 do ſtand, engagd to many Greekes, : 
Fuen in the faith of valour to 8 | 
This morning to them. 

Priam. I but thou ſhalt not goe. 

Hee, I muſt not breake my faith, 
Yon know me dutifull, therefore deere fir, 
Let me not ſhame reipect, but gine me leaus 
Jo take that coutſe by your content and voice, 
Which you do here forbid me royali Priam, 
Ci O Priqnyeeld not to him. 
ind. Do not deere father. 
9 3 Andromache T am offended with yau, 


This:fooliſhi dreaming ſuperſtitious girle, 
Make: : an theſe bodements. 


Caf O ͤ tarewell deere Hefor.- 


Looke how thy wounds do bleed at many vents, 
Harke how Troy roares, how Hecubæ Cries out, 
How poare Audroninche ſhrils her dotours foorth, 
Echold deſtruction, frenzie, and amazement, - 
Like witklfe antiques one another meete, 
ana a crie Hecty, Hettors dead, O Hetler 
11698, Away, away. | 
Caf. Farewell, ;yet. ſoft; Hedtor l take my lcaue, 
Thou do'ſt thy belle and all dur Trgy deceaue ? 
ec. You are amaz d my liege, at her exclaime, 
I in 1 cheere the, towne, 


Wee forth and fight, ” 


vo deeds worth praiſe, and tell ven den, at night... 
dig 


Ne 


Looke how thou dy eſt Jooke how thy eye tur nes pale, 


pon en ide loue you beare me get you in. Exit Andiom, 


PYHria. 
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Fries. F Farewell, the : gods With ſufetle Magd bent n thee 


Ha 
he They = are at it "ha icke, proud Hindi beleeue 
1 come to 100 e my arme, or wi inne ty fleeue. fog 


3 l t Enter PFauda Pt 


paud Do you heere my lord, do you beere? 
Troyl. What now? % 

Pand. Heer's a letter Ae _—_ an ou girle, 
Troy. Let me read. go 

Fund. A whorion' het, a e rafeally ik, 10 tro 


bles me, and the fooliſh fortune of this girle, ard who! 07 


thing, what another, that I ſhall leaue you one ahb 


ard I haue a rheume in mine eyes too, and ſuch an 2+ 
my bones, that vnleſſe a man were curſt I cannot t 
thinke on't. What ſaycs ſhe there? 

Tre. Words, words; meere words, no matter 42 the car 
Th' effect doth operate another way, 
Go winde to winde, there turne and change togethe 
My ſaue with words aud errors ſtill ſhe foedes, 


But waer mnchen with her d erde. Feen 


1 


bas Wi \ Enter Theres £3 excurſin ns. 


Therſe, Now they are clapper-clawing one anothe 
looke on, that d. lembling : abhominable varlet i 
got that ſame ſcuruie dooting foofi Kates een: e Of 
there in hischelme. I would-faine ſce-thew mecte, 
ſame young Treyan aſſe th fonts the whore there, n 
that Greeki/b whore maſter iy vuhainc with the 1 oguc. | 
the diſſembling luxuridus drabbe of à Nogne-lolle arrow 


tother ſide, the pollicie of theſe eraftie enen ralballz; 


that ſtale old mouſe- eaten dye. cheeſe Neftor an 


fame dogge-foxe Fliffes, is not prodi'd worth 5 Be w 
They ſet mee vp in pollicie, that mongrifl cure Wc » 


Pro 
P 0 
Te 
8 An 


TRovis, s AND BSSFIDA. 
YC 0 1 7 
hat, dogge of. . r a kinde Achilles. And now is the curre 


Aiax, ,prouder the curre Achiftes, add will not al me to 


riſme, and Pelle grougs i into an 3M opinion. Soft here « comer 
1-:ue and tother. 

Troy. Flye not, for ſnouldſt thou: take the river _ I 
would ſwim after,:d ry; 05 bro por nonn ld nos x47 
Diamed. Thou dooſt\miſcall etiee, Ve IKE 
doe not flies: but ad nai:tagions GATE, : met 
With-drew me from the ods of multitude, have at thes 7 
Ther. Hold thy whore Grecia: now for thy whore T+oian, 
Now the ſleeue, now the fleene. 


Enter Hector. 


6e. Whar art Grete, art thou for Hecters match! 

Art thou of bloud and honour. 

ger. No, no, Lama rafcall, a forrny raping knaae, avery 
fry roague. | 
He! . I do beleeue thee, ue. 

ver. God a mercy, that thou wilt beleene we, but a plagi.s 
breake thy neck for frighting me whats become of the 
wenching roagues ? I thinke they have ſwallowed one another. 
| would laugh at that miracle——yct in a fort lechery cates it 
belle, lle ſecke them. ag 0 805 4 Exit, 


2 | 


Enter Diomed and ſeruant, 


Dio. Goe go, my ſerunnt take thou Troylus horſe, 
"reſent the faite ſteed to my lady Creſſid. 

Fellow commend my ſeruice to her beauty: 

Tell her J haue chaſtis d che atnorous a 

Aud am . by proofs: 91512159 (VEL dhe 


v * * 11411 N -4 \'y 1887 
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Fe IANS Enter, Agamem. 
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Alan, e n rats 


day. Where-vpo n. the Sens, began to Pproclaiqie barba- | 


= Sx ——— Ali —— — 


Ie 


Age. Rensw, feng, ile ger Polli n, 
Hach beate dowhe” yt biftart' Marg tion 30! 0 
Hath Doreus priſoner. 2pI19%., r bone! 
And ſtands Coloſſus wile Watling ls Pele; 
Vpon che pathed cer fes bf the kings? sere rot cu : 
| Ep 222 and GCedys, Poitzines is flaine, 

þ Amphimacus and Trous deadly hurt, 

! Patroclus tane or liaine, and Palamedes 

1 Sore hurt and bruiſed, the dreadful Sagittary, 

| Appalis our numbers, haſt we Diomed, © 

Ta re-enforcement or we perilh' all. . 0 


Fu ber Neſtor. 


Neft. Go beare Pat roclus body to 4 billes, 

And bid the ſnail-pac't Ala arme for name, 
There is a thouſand Yefors in the fiel]: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horſe, 

And there lacks worke, anon he's there a foote 
And there they flie or die, Fke ſcaling. ſculls. 
Before the belching whale, then is lle vonder: 
And there the ſtrawy Greekes. ripe for his edge 
Fall downe before him like a mowers ſwath, 

Here, there and enery where, he les zues and takes, 
Dexterity ſo obaying appetite, | | 
g That what he will he do's, and do's fo much! 
That profe, is call'd impoſſibility flo 


E iter V des. 


= i Oh courage, £ courage princes, great Achilles, 
Is arming, weeping; Curfiüg, verwing vengeance; 
Patroclut wounds haue four*d His drbwzy blond, 
Together with his mangled My rmitns as alas * 
That noſeleſſe, handlbffe, backt and Thipr': comme to hi 
Frying on Hotter, Aid & bath loſt a fried, 


— — —— — — — — 
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TROFLYSo4VIHCARISEDA)? 


And foames at month, nd her armge And. at it 
Roaring for TT aMucs. wWho,heth done to. We, nt hit 


Madde and fantaſtique execution: 

Engagiag and redeeming of kimſelfe. 

With ſuch a careleſſe force, Any tpreeleſſe « care, 

As if that luſt in very ſpight of APE, * him win all. 


Fi nt or AK. | * 
reylue, than, 1 fa beg SR ET pas * 55 
Dis. 1. there,” WASL.. / rn? 
Neſt. So, fo, we draw together. | Exit, 


Enter Achilles, 
#chi!. Where is this Hector? 
Come, come, thou boy-queller ſhew thy face, 
Enow what it is to meete Achilles angry 
Heftor wher's Hector? 1 will noue but Hector, Exit. 


Enter Aix. 
Traylu: thou coward Troylus ſhew thy head. 
Antir Diom. 


Troylus 1 ſay wher's Troylus : 9 
Jia. What wouldſt thou, 
Diam. I would correct. him, 
Hiax, Were I the general! thou ſhould | haue wy office, 
tre that correction? Tre ylus [ ſoy what 7 roylus, 


Enter T roylus. 


Trey. Oh maren Piomed, ture, thy falſc face thon tray tor, 
&nd pay thy diſe thou owe I mg. Or my. hot ſe, Ke Da ; 

Dio. Ha art thoy, were s 94 | = _= 

Aix. Ale gght yeh him, lone Hand Gig, EA 


Diem. He is MN Rise will not looke. 7. y 
. 


— v4 20 ea — — — — 


Tun Fristen vy or 94 


Troy. Come both yon conging, Creekes, ey at yon beth, 
He&, Yea Troylus, O well for ght gn * d der 


Enten Achll. monks 


Now i I ſee thee ha, haue at thee þ Heir,” 
Het. Pauſe ift thou wilt. 


Achil, 1 do diſdaine thy curteſie 2 7er, | 


Be happy that my armes are out of vſe: 
My reſt and negligence befriends thee how, 
But thou anon ſhalt here.of me againe: 
Till when go ſecke thy fortune. 

Hect. Fare thee well. | 
I would haue becne much more à freſher man, 
Had I expected thee, how now my brother. 


Enter Troyl. 
Trey. Aiax hath tine nest hall it be, 
No by the flame of yonder glorious heauen 
He ſhall not carry him Ile be tane to, 


Or bring him off, fate here me what I (oy : 
{ wreake not though I end my, life to day. 


Finter one in armour. 


Heft. Stand, ſtand thou Grete, thou art à poodly m 


No ? wilt thou not, I like thy armor well, 
lle fruſ it and vnlock the riuets all: 


But Ile be maifter of it, wile thou not bœaſſ abide, 


Why then flie on, Ile hant thee far thy hide. 


Enter, Achilles with Myrmidons. 


Come here about me yon my Myrmidons, 
Marke what I ſays. attend me Where I wheele :,.. 


Strike not a ſtroke, but keepe yourſelues i in hers «th 


Ape 2 1 haue the blondy Heer fanad. 


2 K. 
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Emp 
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Empale mim With'Four weapdtis round about, * 
in felleſt Maher e decut hotl Urs 
Follow me firs and my prggeediuge eye. 

it is decreed Hecter the * mul die ie. 9 


, 3.68. 


Enter Therſi Nene. Paris; N ex 


Ther. The ©1051 and the cack-old maker aro at it, row. 
bull, now dogge lowe, Paris lowe, now my double hen” 4 
Spartan, lowe Paris, lows the bull has the gaine, ware bornes 
ho! E. xit Paris and Menelus. 


Enter Baſtard. 


Baft. Turne laue and fight. 

Ther. What are thou? 

Bat. A baſtard ſonue of Pian 

Ther/, I am © baſtard too, I love baſtards, I am baſtard 
begot, baſtard inſtructed, valtard | in winde, baſtard in valour, 
in enery thing illigitimate, one beare wil not bite another, 
and wherefore ſhould one baſtard ? rake heed, the quarrells 
moſt, ominous to vs, if the ſonne of 2 whore 6g)! t tor a Whore, 
Ne 2 tcrapts judgement, farc ell baſtard, | 

Vat. The divell take thee coward, Exit. 


Enter Hector. 


Hef. Moſt putrified core 0 faire without, 
Thy goodly armor, thus hath coft thy life ; 
NOW is my dates worke done Ile take my breth : 
Reſt [word thou haſt thy fill of bloud and death. 


Exter Achilles and Myrmidons, 


Achil. Loke Heftor how the ſurne begins to ſer, 
R ow ougly night comes breathing zt his heeles 
zen with the valle aud darkning of the ſunne, 


0 To claſs the day vp, Heclors lite is done. | 
N. G5 Hof G 


Ad rern Non 


7 he Man [ Geke, 1 I 
55 e Ine 
wy „ 


855 ' Retreat | 
Harke a retire v pon our Grecigh Plat. 
One, The Troyans trumpet und the "mT my ford. 
Achil. The dragoa wing of night crefpreds ti the arch. 
And ſtickler - k the armies ſepardtes, 
My halfe ſupt ſword that frankly would haue fedde, 
Pleas'd with this dainty baite, thus gocs 10 bed; 
Come tie his body to my horſes taile, 2 
Along the field I will the Treyan rale. | was Eke . 


Enter Agam. Alax, Meng. Neſtor, Dio and” the re: 
maruhbing £00 
Aga. Hark, harke, what is this? 
Neſt. Peace drums. 
Sould, wit hin. "Achilles, Achilles, Hleclors flaine A. 2 
Dio. The bruite is Hecbirs {laige and | 27 Achill 47 
Aiaæ. If it be ſo yet bragleſſe It it bee, 
Great Hetfor was as good 4 man as he, 
Aga. March paticatly along : let one bee + Sn 
Ts pray Achilles (ee ys at our tent: | 
I in his death the gods. ha zue Ys befricndcd. | 
Great gw is aurs, and. our Garpe Wars are ended, 


IEF YI $1513 281 


» Yo 45 ir 54 


8 


Euter Kuens, Paris, Ante nor, Diephobus. 


Ene. Stand ho? yet 13 we maſters of me field. 


dar Enter Troyhis, 94010 Sort 


Troy. jar W here ſtarue we but the b bt N 
Hechr is fun 


AN 


Trovius"3hd Eaksstip4. 


Alt Hegi che os to ibid, Re b"munv ms Li Fi 
Trey. "Files dead and at ite BR ro kork 13 4h Wt 
in beſtly ſort dragd tf rough the ſhamefull geld 28 5 
Frowne on you heavens, effect your rage with f W : 
Sit gods. vpon your thrones, and ile at Tro roy... 
1 fay at once, let your breefe plagues be 1 mercy, .. 1 
And linger not our ſure deſtructions oo. 
Ens. My lord you doe diſcomfort all the hoſt, 
Troy. You vnderſtand me not tliat tell me ſo, 

1 do not ſpeake of flight, of feare of death 
But dare all immynence that gods and men 
Addreſſe their daun gers in. Hector is gone; 
Who ſhall tell Priam fo or Hecuba ? 

Let him that will a ſcrich-ould aye be call'd, 
Go iato Te and ſay their Hectars dead, 
There is a word will Priam turne to ſtone, 

Make wells and Niobe's of the maides and wines : 
Could ſtatues of the youth and in a word, | 
Scarre Troy out of it ſelfe, there is uo more to lay. 

Stay yet you' proud abhonmnable tents: 

Thus proudly pitcht vpon our Phrigien pldines; 

Let Tytan riſe as earely as he date, 

lle through and through you, *42d tion great f 2d coward, 
No ſpace on earth ſhall ſunder ovr two hates : 

{le haunt thee like a wicked confcience ſtill. 

That mouldeth goblins ſtbikt as frienzss thoughts, 

Strike a fre march, to Troy with comfort 'goe 

Hope of reueng ſal; hid our inward woe. | 


14 


1 
N 1 111 , by 


Brier Patxdarvs; ö 
Pan. Bit Here you, here you. | 
T1 roy. Hence broker, lacky;r ignomyay, | frame, 


Purſue, thy life, and live, ayg wich thy nam - 
Exeunt all but Pandarys. 


Par. 


b 


Tus His roa v or, &c; 


Pan A goodly medicine for my aking bones, Oh wor“, 
world — thus is the poore agent deſpis'd, Oh traitors 4 
bawds, how earneſtly are you fet a worke, and how il} r-- 
quited, why ſhould our endeuour ber fo lou'd and the per 
formance fo loathed, what verſe for it ? What inſtance for i 
Let me ſee, 

Full merrily the humble bee doth ſing, 

Till he hath loſt his hony and his ſting. 

And being once ſubdude im armed taile, 

Sweet hony, and ſweet notes together faile, 

Good traiders it: the fleſh, ſet this in your painted __— 
As many as be here of Pandars hall, 

Your eyes halfe out weepe ont at Pandar: fall. 

Or if you cannot weepe yet giue ſome grones, 

Though not for me yet for my aking bones: 


. Brethren and ſiſters of the hold-ore trade, 


Some two monthes hence my will ſhall here be made, 
It ſhould be now but that my feare is this, 

Some gauled goole of Winche/ter would hiſſe 

Till then Ile ſweat and ſeeke about for eaſes, 

And at that time bequeath you my dilcaſcs. 
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